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LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  THOMPSON. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


A  FEW  short  notices  in  Dodsley^s  Poems,  in  the  Biograpbia  Dramatica,  and  in  tlie 
notes  on  bis  poems,  corrected  or  confirmed  by  subseąuent  researcb,  afford  the  only 
ioformation  tbat  is  now  prociurable  respecting  tfais  writer. 

He  is  said  to  bave  been  the  second  son  of  the  rev.  Francb  Thompson,  B.  D.  of 
QiieeD'8  College,  Oxford,  and  vicar  of  Brough  in  Westmoreland  thirty-two  years,  who 
died  Aogust  31,  1735,  aged  seventy.  His  mother,  who  died  two  yean  after,  in  the 
oity-fifth  year  of  her  age,  was  the  widów  of  the  rer.  Joseph  Fisher,  M.  A.  fellow 
orQQeen*s  College,  Oxford,  vicar  of  Brough,  and  archdeacon  of  Carlisle,  by  whom  she 
bad  no  children.  Our  author  was  bom  probably  in  the.early  part  of  the  last  ccntury, 
but  the  year  cannot  be  ascertained.  He  was  young  when  in  1734  and  1736,  be  wrote 
SteUa,  sive  Amores,  Tres  Libri,  and  six  pastorals ;  nonę  of  which  he  thought  it  proper  to 
inclnde  in  his  published  works.  In  his  poeni»>  entitied  Sickness,  he  laments  the  want  of 
amottier^s  tendemess,  and  a  fkther's  care;  but  as  they  died  in  advanced  age,  he  could' 
not  have  lost  them  before  he  had  attained  at  least  his  twentieth  year. 

It  was  on  the  banks  of  the  Eden,  which  runs  near  Brough,  tiiat  his  *'  prattłing  Muse 
was  first  proYoked  to  numbers,''  aind  where,  we  may  suppose,  he  wrote  most  of  those 
smaller  pieces  which  he  thOught  wortliy  of  presenration.  In  these  he  frequent|y 
addresaes  an  lanthe,  who  was  probably  a  real  mistress.  At  the  usual  age  he  went  to 
Qiieen's  College,  OxfQKl;  and  on  February  26th,  1738,  took  the  degree  of  master  of 
arts.  He  afterwards  became  a  fellow  of  his  college,  and  succeeded  to  the  living8  of  South 
Westoo  and  Hampton  Poyle,  in  Oxfordshire.  It  was,  I  suspect,  during  his  residence  on 
his  living  that  he  published  Sickness,  in  1746.  The  origin  of  thb  pocm  may  be  found  in 
a  Dote  subjoined  to  the  fiflh  book ;  but  much  of  it  must  have  been  written  just  befbre  pub- 
licatioD,  as  he  pays  tribute  to  the  memory  of  Pope  and  Swift,  who  died  about  that  time* 

In  1751,  he  is  said  to  have  been  an  unsuccessful  candidate  for  the  poetry  professor* 
ship,  against  Hawkins.  In  1756  he  published  Gratkude,  a  poem,  on  an  occasion  which 
certainly  reąnired  it  from  every  tnie  son  of  Oxford.  In  the  preccding  year«  Henrietta 
Louisa,  countess  dowager  of  Pomfret,  daughter  of  John,  baron  JefFrys  of  Wemm,  and 
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relict  of  Thomas,  first  eari  of  Pomfret,  presented  to  tbe  university  more  tban  one  hun- 
dred  and  thiity  statues,  &c.  which  the  carl's  father,  William,  baron  of  Lempster,  bad 
purchased  from  the  Anmdel  coUection,  and  preseryed  at  his  seat  at  Eston  Neston  in 
Northamptonshire.  On  the  251!h  February,  1756,  this  lady  received  the  thanks  of  the 
university ;  and  the  year  following  the  university  celebrated  a  public  encaenia,  on  which 
occasion,  in  an  oration  by  Mr»  Thomas  Wartou,  professor  of  poetry,  she  was  again 
complimented  in  the  most  public  manner  for  ber  noble  and  generous  beneiaction.  Be- 
sides  Thompson,  an  anonymous  Oxonian  offered  a  poetical  tribute  to  her  liberality ;  and, 
in  1760,  Mr.  Ylytan,  afterwards  King*8  Professor  of  Modem  History,  published  a  poem 
on  the  Pomfret  statues'.  Thompson's  poem  b  added  to  the  present  coUectioni  without, 
it  will  perhaps  be  thonght,  adding  much  to  his  poetical  reputation. 

In  17579  he  published  two  volumes,  or,  as  he  quaintly  terms  them,  two  tomes  of 
poems,  by  subscription,  with  prefaees  and  notes,  włiicb  givc  us  a  very  high  idea  of  the 
author*s  modesty,  piety,  and  leaming,  He  became  afterwards  dean  of  Raphoe  in 
Ircland,  where,  it  is  presumed^  he  dięd  sometime  beforc  Ihe  year  1766  or  17 67. 

It  has  already  been  mcntioned,  in  the  life  of  bishop  Hall,  that  in  1753  Thompson 
siiperintended  the  pubiication  of  an  edition  of  the  Yirgidemiarum. 

To  his  Yolumes  of  poems  was  added,  Gondibert  and  Bertha,  a  tragedy,  the  subject 
taken  from  Dayenanfs  poem  of  Gondibert.  This  tragedy  was  written,  he  infomis  us, 
when  "  he  was  an  under  graduate  in  the  university,  as  an  innocent  reIaxation  from 
those  8everer  and  more  useful  studies  for  which  the  college,  where  he  had  the  benefit 
of  his  education^  is  so  deservedly  distinguished."  He  reprinted  it  with  all  its  juvenile 
imperfections;  but>  although  it  b  not  without  individual  passages  of  poetical  beauty,  it 
has  not  dramatic.form  and  consistency  to  entitie  it  to  higher  praise. 

Of  Thompson 's  personal  character  a  very  high  opinion  may  be  deduced  from 
the  generał  tenour  of  his  acknowledged  works.  He  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of 
warm  affections  in  the  rclative  duties  of  life,  an  ardent  admirer  of  merit,  with  an  bumble 
consciousness  of  his  own  detects;  a  man  of  real  piety,  and  of  Yarious  leaming.  Hb 
studies  lay  much  among  the  ancient  English  poets,  iu  whose  hbtory  and  writings  he  was 
critically  skilled. 

As  a  poet,  although  hb  works  hare  not  been  popular,  he  may  be  allowed  to  rank 
above  some'  whose  writings  have  been  more  anxiously  preserved.  Haviug  been  in 
early  life  an  admirer  of  Spenser,  he  became  a  studied  iniitator  of  that  fatber  of  English 
])oetry ;  but,  like  most  of  hb  imitators,  whiJe  he^  adopted  his  measure,  hc  thought 
hb  imitation  incomplete  without  borrowing  a  greater  number  of  anliquated  words 
and  phrases  tban  cau  be  either  omamental  or  useful.  **  I  havc/'  he  says  in  his  preface, 
*^  been  very  sparing  of  the  antiąuated  words,  which  are  too  frequent  in  most  iinitations 
of  this  author:  however,  I  have  iutroduced  a  few  here  and  there,  which  are  explained 
at  the  bottom  of  each  page  where  they  occur."  But  surely  it  may  be  askcd,  why 
introduce  words  at  all  that  reąuire  explanation ;  or  why  are  a  fcw  unintelłigible  words, 
purposely  introduced,  less  blameable  than  many  used  by  personsof  lessjudgment? 

Butwhile  our  author  b  censurable  on  this  account,  itmust  be  allowed  that,  in  his 

Nativity,  he  has  not  only  imitated  but  rivalled  Spenser  in  the  sweetness  and  solemuity 

which  belong  to  his  canto.    His  imagery  is,  in  generał,  striking  and  appropriate  to 

the  elevated  subjert ;  nor  is  he  les^  happy  in  his  persoulfications. 

His  Hymn  to  May  has  received  more  praise  than  any  of  hb  other  pieces.     It  b 

»  Wood's  Hist.  aod  Antiq.  of  Oxford,  edited  by  Gutch.   Gough'g  Britisb  Topognipby. 
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certainly  morę  finishedy  but  ther&  are  many  luxuriaąces  which  sober  judgment  would 
liave  remoYedy  and  maDy  glitteiing  epithets,  and  verbal  conceits,  which  proceeded 
fmm  a  memory  stored  with  the  ancient  poets,  and  not  yet  chastened  into  simplidty 
by  tbe  esample  and  encouragement  of  the  moderns. 

The  poem  on  Sickness  is  the  longest,  and  a1together»  perhaps,  the  most  successful 
efibrt  of  his  mose.  He  chose  a  new  subject,  and  I  think  discovers  considerable  powers 
of  iuTcntion.  Particular  lines,  mdeed,  may  be  censured ;  and  of  what  poem  may  not 
tiiis  be  said?  His  ardent  imagination  and  strength  of  feeling  sometimes  produce 
swelling  words  approaching  to  bombast ;  his  phraseology,  too,  is  sometimes  laboured 
and  pedantic;  and  he  seems  in  various  instances  morę  ambitious  of  the  rapturous  an^ 
ammated,  than  of  the  mild  and  simple  graces  of  expression.  But  on  the  other  hand, 
be  abounds  in  originaly  or  at  least  uncommon  thoughts,  clothed  in  vigorous  language ; 
he  eviiices  leal  feeling,  the  consequence  of  having  sufFered  what  he  descńbes^  and 
baviog  been  alternately  depressed  or  elevated  by  the  yicissitudes  of  a  long  and 
dangerous  iUness.  'Most  of  his  reflections  are  natural,  and  solemniy  impressiye.  In 
boRowing  the  language  of  scripture,  he  has  employed  it  with  less  change  of  its  original 
beauty  than  might  have  been  expected.  The  poetical  beauties  of  the  Palące  of  Disease, 
the  Deiirious  Dreams,  and  the  greater  part  of  the  fourth  book  on  the  Recovcry,  are 
floch  as  proye  that  be  had  much  of  the  fire  and  enthusiasm  of  tnie  genius.  Werę  this 
poem  printed  by  itselfi  it  could  scarcely  fkil  of  popularity  among  the  ądmirers  of 
Toung. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts  were,  at  this  time,  but  just  published,  and  perhaps  it  would 
be  wTOog  to  suppose  that  Thompson  intended  to  rival  him;  yet  there  are  passages  which 
stiongly  remind  us  of  Young'8  peculiar  phraseology:  Thompson  had  read  much,  and 
perhaps  was  inconscious  of  applying  to  his  own  use  what  he  owed  to  his  memory 
only.     £very  one  may  recollect  the  origin  of-— 

Ho  w  many  Somersets  are  lost  in  thee?» 
Forbid  it  reason  and  forbid  it  heaven.— 
Soft  pow>  of  slumbers,  dewy-feather*d  sleep, 
Kittd  nurse  of  naturę — &c. 

The  lioes  expressive  of  the  buming  heat  of  fever,  whether  he  did  or  did  not  recollect 
a  aimilar  passage  in  Shakspeare,  do  honour  to  his  judgment^  for  what  other  exclamation 
could  haTe  been  suitabie  ? 

O!  ye  ri^ers,  roli 
Your  cooling  crystal  o'er  my  buming  breast, 
For  Etna  rages  here !  Ye  snows,  desceud; 
Bind  me  in  icy  chains,  ye  northem  winds. 
And  mitigate  the  furies  of  the  fire. — 

We  thmk  of  coolness,  says  an  excellent  critic,  when  panting  under  the  heat  of  a 
summer  sun;  but  in  extreme  heat  we  should  probably  think  of  extreme  cold.  When 
king  John  is  tortuied  with  the  buming  heat  of  a  mortal  poison,  Shak^peare  does.not 
make  him  think  of  coolness,  for  that  was  not  the  proper  contrast  to  his  feelings,  but 
puts  in  his  mouth  the  foUowing  exclamation.— 

PoisonM,  ill  farę !  dead,  and  forsook,  cast  ofT, 

And  nonę  of  you  will  bid  the  Winter  como, 

To  thnist  his  icy  fingera  in  my  inaw : 

Nor  let  my  kingdom*s  tivers  take  their  course 

Through  my  bumM  bosom :  nor  entreat  the  North 

To  make  his  bleak  winds  kiss  my  parcbed  lips, 

And  comfoit  me  with  cold. 


6  LIFE  OF  THOMPSOK. 

Thompson  appears  to  have  been  enthusiastically  fond  of  Pope;  but  the  lines  in  which 
he  cbaracterizes  that  author  are  deformed  by  some  extravaga]it  expressioiis  for  which 
iio  fondness  cau  atone,  and  are,  upon  that  accoont,  inferior  to  the  poem  addressed  to 
Glover.  His  shorter  pieces  reąoire  little  notice ;  they  were  mostly  juvenile  productioiiSy 
and  the  wonder  is,  that  the  autlior  of  The  Despairing  Maiden,  and  The  Milkmaid,  could 
have  reached  such  strains  as  The  Nativity,  The  Hymn  to  May,  and  Sickness.  In  a  few 
of  them,  however,  are  sirople  touches  of  naturę,  and  an  easy  Tein  of  epigranimatic 
liumour ;  but  it  is  on  serious  and  pathetic  subjects  that  his  muse  rises  to  dignity,  and  it 
is  a  praise  beyond  all  others,  that  sacred  topics  seem  to  elevate  him  beyond  his  usual 
powers. 


TO 


THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE 


COUNTESS  OF  NORTHUMBERLAND, 


THESE  POEMS 


ARE,  WITH  THE  PROFOUNDEST  RESPECT,  INSCRIBED 


BY  HER  LADYSHH^S 


MOST  HUMBLE 


AND  MOST  OBEDIENT  SERYANT, 


WILLIAM  THOMPSON. 


•       \ 


ADYERTISEMENT  TO  THE  REAPER. 


I  SHOULD  not  ha^e  troubled  the  reader  with  aay  thing  by  way  of  prefiuse,  if  I  did  not  think  myself 
oUiged  to  i«tum  my  thanks  to  my  goodnatured  subscribers  for  thdr  patience  in  waiting  80  long  for 
tfadr  books.  A  bad  state  of  health,  and  some  other  interrening  accidents,  prerented  me  from 
pnUishii^  the  Tolnme  sooner,  though  above  half  of  it  bas  been  printed  off  for  some  time. 

As  for  the  poems  themselTes,  the  greater  part  of  them  was  wńten  when  the  author  was  very  young, 
and  withottt  any  design  of  prioting  them,  which  is  only  mentioned  with  hopes  to  procare  the  reader^s 
psdfdon  for  the  imperfection  of  some  and  the  lightness  of  others. 

Yet 

Non  ego  mordaci  distrinzi  carmine  qQemquam, 
Nnlla  Teaenato  litera  mista  joco  est.        Otid. 

1  ihoold  not  ha?e  printed  the  two  Łatin  odes,  if  they  bad  not  given  me  an  opportnnity  of  publishing 
the  translations  along  with  them,  which  1  beliere  will  be  thought  the  best  Terses  in  the  collection: 
they  are  finished  in  so  easy  and  masterly  a  manner,  that  I  must  own  that  I  bad  rather  ha^e  been 
the  author  of  them  than  of  the  originals  themsejres.  The  tragedy  was  likewisechiefly  composed  wben 
the  author  was  an  under-graduate  in  the  unirersity,  as  an  innocent  relaxation  from  those  sererer  and 
moK  nsefnl  stodies  for  which  the  college,  where  be  bad  the  benefit  of  his  education,  is  so  deservedly 
distingmahed.  I  have  caused  it  (with  all  its  ju^enile  imperfections  on  its  bead)  to  be  printed 
as  it  was  at  first  wńtten,  and  have  CTon  added  the  original  motto,  that  it  might  be  all  of  a  piece, 
The  poem  caUed  Sickness  was  republished  at  the  request  of  se^eral  of  niy  subscribers,  to  which, 
iBthottt  r^aiding  the  additional  expense,  I  Tery  readily  agreed:  I  have  madę  some  alterations, 
which,  in  the  diTisions  of  the  books,  I  hope  will  be  thought  improvemeots. 

I  retnm  my  most  hnmble  thanks  to  my  friends  for  their  many  kind  offices  iu  the  course  of 
the  subscription,  and  sball  leaye  the  poems  to  the  candour  of  the  courteous  reader  with  part  of  a 
ferse  from  Horace. 

■  Si  placeo,  tuum  est« 


POEMS 


ov 


WILLIAM  THOMPSON, 


EPITHALAMIUM 

ON    THB   ROYAŁ  HUPTlAŁSy 
IN  MAY,  1736. 

/\N  Thamis*  banka,  wheie  many  a  flow'iy  gem 
r^Btooms  wanton-wild,  advanc'd  a  jovial  crew, 
Thick  as  tbe  daisies  which  his  meadows  hem. 
And  włth  sweet  heibs  tbe  liqmd  ciystal  strew;  f 
For  on  the  liquid  crystal  gayly  flew  / 
A  painted  gondelay  %  bedecked  fair 
With  gold  and  parple,  gorgeous  to  the  yiew ! 
While  loud  approring  shouts  dbrideihe  air. 
**IUl,^bappy  fdtuile  bHde  oT  A&ł&b 
h«r.» 


worthy 


Eftsoons*  the  fieither  of  the  sil^er  flood, 
The  noble  Thames,  his  aznre  head  aprais'd, 
Aod  shook  his  dewy  locks,  worthy  a  god ! 
A  lunbent  glory  round  his  temples  blaz'd, 
On  which  the  Naids  all  with  wonder  gaz'<L^ 
So  sparkle  Thetis  purple-trembiing  streams^ 
When  Phsebtts,  for  his  golden  car  yprais^d^ 
Strikes  the  caim  surface  with  his  moming  beams. 
And  sprinkłes  spangles  round  and  tbe  wide  blue 
iniiames. 

The  wantoik  Naids,  Dorta'  datighters  al), 
'  Rangę  in  a  ring:  Pherusa,  blooming-fiur,  ' 

Cymodoce  dove-eyM,  with  Florimal,  ' 

SweeUsmeliing  flowjrets  deckM  their  long  green 
And  Fjato,  to  LoTe,  to  Yenus  dear,  [hair/ 

Gsleoe  drest  Jn  smiles  and  liliy-wlute,  j 

And  Phao,  with  ber  snowy  bosom  bare, 
All  theae,  and  morę  than  these,  a  dainty  sight!    ^ 
\  la  dannoe  and  merriment  and  sweet  belgards^  de- 
Ught. 

Around  the  bark  they  daonce,  wherein  there 
A  bdy  fresh  and  fiur,  ahl  such  a  one,  [$at 

So  fresb  and  fair,  so  amiably  great, 
*  So  goodly-gracious  seem'd  as  ne^er  nonę, 
And  like  thy  8weet-beam*d  planet,  Yenus  shone. 
They  much  admire,  O  irery  much  her  face, 
Heriihape,  her  breast,  for  Love  a  downy  throne! 
Her  beauty*s  glocioos  shine,  her  eyery  grace; 
An  ftngd-ihc  aypear*d,  at  least  of  angel-race. 

^Ahoat.      «PresenUy.     '  Beautiful  looks.       I 


He^  Thamis  (on  his  golded  om  he  leaa*d) 
Saluted  Urith  this  hymeneal  song, 
And  haiPd  her  safe.     Fuli  silent  was  the  wind^ 
The  river  glided  gently-soft  along, 
Ne 4  wbispered  the  bieeze  the  leaves  emong,    ^ 
Ne  )oTe-learn'd  Philomel  out>triU*d  her  lay;  — 
A  stilness  on  tbe  waves  attentive  hting,  • 
A  brighter  gladness  blest  the  ftice  of  day,    [May. 
All  naturę  gan  to  smile,  her  tmiles  diffusM  tbe 

"  Ah  sacred  ship,  to  Albion  waltiog  good, 
Our  wishi  our  hope,  our  joy  I  who  safe  convey'd 
Through  perilous  sea,  from  lla*s  little  flood, 
This  beauty's  paragon,  this  royal  maid, 
Ispruog,  i  wist,  of  high  empyreal  seed;  ^ 

The  child  of  Heav*n,  the  daughter  of  Delight, 
Nurst  by  a  Grace,  with  milk  and  honey  fed! 
Oh  Frederick !  oh,  certes',  blesaed  wight,  [higbt^. 
To  whom  the  Gods  constgn  the  nymph  Augusta 

"  Ah  sacred  ship !  may  farourable  gales, 
The  kindest  breath  of  Heav'n  attend  thy  way. 
And  swell  the  winged  canvas8  of  thy  sails:  -- 
May  calmness  be  thy  path,  and  pleausance  lay 
On  the  soft  bosom  of  the  yielding  sea, 
Where-e'er  thou  wind;  or  to  the  spicy  shore 
Of  Araby  the  blest,  or  lndia*s  bay, 
Where  diamonds  kindle,  and  the  golden  ore 
Flames  into  purity,  to  deck  Augusta  morę! 

"  Augusta,  iairest  princess  under  sky, 
Welcome  to  Albion's  renowned  land, 
Albion,  well  known  to  thy  great  ancestry. 
Madę  dearer  far  to  thee  by  Hymen'8  band, 
Tbe  band  of  lo^e,  of  honour  and  command! 
Deign  to  receiye  the  nation^s  publfc  Toice, 
Of  heartiness  unfeign*d,  who  gleeiul  stand 
In  meet  array,  and  thus  expres8  their  joys  [noise. 
In  peals  of  loud  acclaim,  and  mirths  confused 

"  With  warmer  raptures,  and  morę  passionate, 
Though  bard  to  be!  the  royal  youth,  I  trow, 
Shall  thee  embrace:  bim  tenfold  fires  elate, 
And  sacred  passions  in  his  bosom  glow, 
Which  from  thy  picture  erSt  began  to  flow. 
For  thee  he  buma,  for  thee  he  sighs  and  prays, 
Pours  out  his  soul  to  thee,  nor  rest  can  know ; 


^  Nor.  5  Cectain]y«  ^  Nainied. 
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Butdreams  of  thee  long,  liTelong  nights  and  days, 
By  Beauty  led  through  all  Loye^s  rosy-thomy- 
ways. 

"  To  heal  his  pains  soft  musie  does  divide 
Most  beaveD]y  melody  in  soothing  stralni; 
Nor  heayenly  metody,  nor  aught  beside, 
Save  thee,  ałrdearest  Dread!  can  heal  his  pains. 
Thy  form  too  deeply  in  his  breast  remains. 
So  ever  and  anon  he  chides  the  gales, 
That  slowiy  seem  to  bnish  the  liquid  plains;. 
Oh !  fly  on  all  the  wings  of  Heav*n,  ye  sails, 
Oh  fly !  he  crys^  and  lo !  a  lorer^s  pray^r  prerails. 

"  Now  cease  thy  sighs.  She  comes,  (oh  blessed 
day!) 
She  comes,  by  all  the  Lo^es  and  Graoes  drest^^* 
In  proud  humility.     See,  Hymen  play, 
With  saffron  robę  and  flame-embroideiM  "yest, 
(Sach  cołours,  sikerly'',  suit  Hjrmen  best) 
And  Cupid  catches  rosy  wafts  of  air 
To  stretch  the  sails  and  fiin  the  royal  guest. 
Nor  Chastity,  meek^^^d,  is  wanting  there, " 
For  she,  and  Modesty,  sweet  blushing,  guide  the 
steer.  ^ 

"  Not  Venu8,  queen  of  beanty  and  of  bliss 
So  goodly  shone,  when  erst*  the  goddess  sprung 
From  Ocean's  sparkling  foam ;  sweet  nakedness ! 
A  thousand  Smiles  and  Loves  upon  ber  hung, 
And  all  the  gods  for  joy  and  wonder  sungw 
The  Wave8  so  proud  the  beamy  burtben  borę 
£xulting;  she,  around  ber,  odours  flung, 
And  bnde  the  Billows  laugh  and  cease  to  roar; 
They  gladly  ber  obey,  and  gently  kiss  the  shore. 


"  So  feir  she  looks,  nay  fairer,  could  it  be ; 
Did  never  mortal  man  such  charms  behold 
In  bow>r  or  hall.    Spring  waits  upon  ber  eye; 
Lo!  Flora  bas  ber  richest  stores  out*roli'd 
Of  Yariable  flow^rs  and  blooming  gold. 
The  mcadows  smile,  tbe  birds  renew  their  love 
And  throw  themseWes  in  pairs  the  young  and  old; 
All  naturę  glows  vhere-e*er  her  glances  move. 
And  Beauty  paints  each  field,  and  musie  fills  each 
grove. 

"  But  who  is  yon,  eachother  yonth  excelling 
As  much  as  orient  gold  sunnountcth  brass  ? 
Sarę  Honour  in  his  visage  choose  her  dwelling. 
And  sacred  Truth,  peMie9,  adorns  his  face; 
Such  goodlihead  and  humbless  never  was. 
Blest  be  the  sight!  fuli  well  those  looks  I  kenn, 
Wbere  Joyaunce  sits  and  ever-8miling  Grace; 
Frederic !  His  he !  the  first  and  best  of  men, 
Our  dearling  prince  to  meet  Augusta  well-be- 
seen'.     , 
• 

*'  And  lo!  what  medled  passions  in  him  moTe, 
He  gazes— wonders — (great  is  Beauty*s  pow'r!) 
And,  sweetly  lost  in  ecstasy  and  loye, 
Hiseyes  her  whole,  his  lips  her  lips  deroar, 
Which  Yenus  had  besprent  with  nectar-show*r. 
Her  slippery  charms  allow  his  eyes  no  resty^ 
But  thousand  arrows,  nay  ten  thousand  pour 
Into  his  \irounded  and  transported  breast;  [blest! 
Surę  nonę  like  her  is  fair,  surę  nonę  like  him  is 

7  Surely.     *  Formerly.      9  An  affirmation. 
'  Handsome. 


(« 


O  blessed  yoiłth !  receire  thy  bonnibel', 
Etemal  fount  of  Tirtue,  lorę  and  grace] 
O  kneel  tu  all  the  gods  and  pray  to  all, 
Who  sparkle  so-divinely  in  her  face. 
And  with  celestial  fires  her  bosom  bless. 
So  sbines  Aurora  in  her  rich  attire, 
When  she  Hyperion  wou*d  fain  caress: 
Gazę  all  the  host  of  stars,  and  all  admire,      ^   \ 
Then  twinkle  in  their  ums,  and  into  night  retirq, 

"  O  blessed  maid !  receive  thy  belamour', 
With  glee  receive  him  and  o'ei^flowing  heart: 
Ne  in  high  monarch's  court,  ne  lady*s  bow*r, 
A  youth  so  form*d  by  Naturę  and  by  Art, 
Conspiring  botb,  e*er  cherish^d  Cupid^s  darL 
So  Phoebus,  lusty  bridegroom  of  the  sky ,  *^ 
With  natiye  splendours  shines  on  every  part; 
From  east  to  west  his  pointed  glories  fly, 
He  wanneth  every  heart,  he  dazzleth  every  eye." 

I 

Herę  Thamis  ended.    Now  the  goodly  train 
Of  all  tbe  Naids,  in  most  comely  wise, 
A  present  make  of  mjrrtle-girlaiid  green, 
EntraiPd  with  flowrets  and  with  rare  devioe. 
The  Graces  eke,  with  laughter-swelling  eyes,'*' 
A  rosy-chaplet,  steepM  in  nectar  bring, 
(The  roses  gather>d  in  the  morning  skies) 
Then,  joining  with  the  Naid^,  form  a  ring. 
And  round  them  deftly  daunce,  and  round  theni 
blithly  sing. 


"  As  roses  and  as  myrtles  kindly  weave 
Their  sweets  in  one,  much  sweeter  as  they  blend; 
Emblem  of  marriage-lo^e !  So  you,  receive 
Sweets  interchang^,  and  to  each  otherjend; 
Then,  in  a  blest  perhimc,  to  Heav'n  ascend. 
And  mingle  with  the  gods !    While  here  below, 
New  myrtles,  roses  new,  withouten  end, 
From  your  luxurious  stock,  fitll  plcnteous,  grow. 
And  with  their  parent-sweets,  and  parait-beauty 
glow." 

Next  AIbion's  Genius  came,  bedite  in  gold, 
An  oaken  chaplet  nodded  on  his  head; 
The  crown  he  held  was  glorious  to  behold, 
And  royally  he  taught  his  feet  to  tread. 
Soon  as  he  spy*d  the  prince^s  goodłyhead, 
He  pointed  to  the  crown,  and  raisM  his  roice 
To  hail  the  royal  pair  and  bless  their  bed: 
Tbe  jolly  Chorus  catch  ttje  grateftil  noise, 
Echo  the  woods  and  Tales,  and  Heay'n  and  Earth 
rejoice. 

Next  Liberty,  the  fairest  nymph  on  ground; 
The  flowing  plenty  of  her  golden  hair  -^ 
DifFusing  lavishly  ambrosia  round; 
Her  hands  a  flow'ry  comucopia  bear, 
Which  scattersjóy  and  pleasaunce  through  the  air. 
Earth  smil'd,  and  Gladness  danc'd  along  the  sky; 
Before  her  yanish^d  Grief  and  pale-ey'd  Care,' 
And  eft^,  in  courteous  guise,  she  cast  her  eye 
On  that  same  gentle  twain,  her  glory  and  her  joy. 

And  these  beside,  a  sacred  pers*nage  came, 
Immaculatc  and  sweet  as  Sbaron-rose: 
Upon  ber  breast  a  bloody  cross  did  flame, 
Aumaird  with  gold  and  gems  in  goodly  rows: 
A  pall  of  lawn  adown  her  shoulders  flows: 

*  Beautiful  viigin.    *  Charming  loyer.    ^  Often. 
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YckpM'  Eusebia.    She  pray*d  alond, 
Then,  Uesstag  botfa,  for  ber  defenders  chose. 
And  sphearM  ber  glories  in  a  purple  cloud: 
Softly  Augusta  smiPd,  fufl  lowly  Frederic  bow'd. 

Fair  Famę  bebind  a  siWer  trampet  blew,  ^ 
Sweet  to  tbe  Earth,  and  fhigrant  to  the  sky !       ' 
Her  nunitle  of  a  many-coiour^d  hue,  i 

Her  lan^bow  wings  poudei^d  with  many  au  eye,. 
And  oear  her  Hoiiour,  Pow'r  and  Courtesy :  [ 
Honour  of  open  front,  and  steady  grace;  ą 

Pov*r,  dad  in  steel,  a  faulchion  brandishM  high  ;  « 
Coiutefy  drcst  tn  smiles  her  bounteous  fttce: 
Wben  these  attend  a  prince,  thrice  happy  gub* 
jects  casel 

The  Mnses  closM  this  intellectual  scenę 
From  Helicon;  who  knows  not  Helicon? 
Gold  were  their  lyres,  their  laurels  erer-green. 
Soon  Clio  to  the  prince  a  stairy  crown 
Presents,  another  to  bis  belliboiie^.  • 
Then  all  in  lofty  chorus  swell  the  song, 
Big  with  their  happy  lores  and  great  renown. 
Propbetic  numbers  float  the  woods  emong, 
For  fhepherd-lad  too  high,  for  memory  too  long. 

Nathless''  thy  tunefiil  sons,  O  -Ozford  dear! 
By  Muses  ylsited,  may  catch  the  lays, 
Sweet-pouriiig  streams  of  nectar  on  the  ear. 
And  from  their  lips,  in  yi^ion,  leam  to  raise 
Their  Iotcs  and  fkme,  to  brighten  futurę  days. 
Thee  fits  not,  Thomalin,  a  simple  swain, 
High  deeds  to  siog,  but  gentle  roundela3r8 : 
Go  fee<f  thy  flock,  renew  the  rural  strain 
On  oaten  pijpe^  content  to  please  the  humble  plain. 


BEAUTY  AND  MUSIC 

AV  ODE, 

AIR  I. 

O  soFTŁT  Słgh  into  tb*  flute, 

While  dear  lanthe  breatbcs  the  loyesick  lay : 
Now  teacb  the  melancholy  lute 

In  tender  trills  to  mclt  tbe  notes  away, 
Melodious  in  decay!— 
But  bark,  she  louder,  louder  sings, 
Sink,  boldly  sink  into  the  striugs: 
Sbake,  O  sbakc  the  numerous  wire» 
Fire  the  blood,  the  spirits  fire 

With  musical  thunder  and  buming  desire ! 

AIR  II. 

Oar  tocOs  diyided  with  a  fond  surpiise 
DissoWe  in  woe; 
With  rapture  glow ; 
Fali  with  her  notes;  or  with  ber  boiom  rise; 
RaJ8>d  with  hopes;  with  fears  deprest; 
Sweetly  tortur»d,  sweetly  West; 
fia^d  by  ber  yoice,  and  yanqtiish'd  by  ber  eyes. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  god  of  loye,  to  hear  her  strains 
Łeayes  his  Acidalian  ętains, 

f  Called.      6  Fair  damsel       t  Neyertbaless. 


And,  as  th*  harmonious  charmfir  sings, 
In  triumph  points  his  darts,  and  wayes  bis  wings, 
Th'  barmonious  charmer  pausM  to  see 
A  lisfning,  wond*ring  deity; 
While  Silence  softly  chainM  her  tongue, 
The  gud  respodsiye  ^8*d  the  song, 
In  stmins  like  these,  if  strains  can  be 
Rais*d  to  the  rapiures  of  a  deity, 
The  raptures  of  a  wond'ring  deity ! 

AIR  III. 

Beauty,  sacred  beauty  sing, 
Flowing  from  the  wond'rous  spring 
Of  uncreated  and  primeyal  ligbt ! 

Beauty  the  first  best  work  of  Gud, 
Spoke  into  being  in  his  high  abode. 
And  next  his  own  eternal  essence  brighti 

AIR  IV. 

With  Beauty  Musie  join, 

The  breath  of  Heay'n 

To  mortals  giyen 
To  swell  their  bliss  to  bliss  dtvine! 
With  Beauty  Musie  join. 

CHORU8. 

Beauty,  silent  Harmony ! 
Softly  stealing  through  the  eye 

Smiles  into  the  breast  a  dart. 
Musie,  fineproportion^dsounds!  ^ 

Pours  balm  upon  the  loyer^s  woundt 

Hirough  the  ear  into  the  heart. 

RECITATIYB. 

Thus  once  Cecilia,  (tuneful  Dryden  sings,) 
To  fire  with  sacred  ragc  her  soul, 
Touch'd  into  yoice  the  sprightiy  sllrings. 

And  bade  the  silyer  tides  of  musie  roli. 
An  angel,  lisfning  to  her  lyre. 
To  lift  the  modulations  higher, 

App1y'd  the  aiding  gptu;c8  of  his  tongue; 

And  while  the  yirgin  play^d,  the  seraph  sung 

AIR  ▼. 

Sweetest  mortal,  to  befriend  thee, 
Angel^  from  their  quires  attend  thee, 
Angels  leaye  tlieir  thrones  to  bcar 
Musie  with  deyotion  glowing. 
Musie  heayenly  joys  bestowing, 
Worthy  a  seraphic  ear ! 

RECITATIYB. 

Again  she  trembles  o'er  the  silyer  strings, 
The  silyer  strings,  exulting  to  her  hand, 
Obey  the  sweet  command. 
And  thus  again  the  angel  sings : 
(While  Silence  way'd  her  downy  wings  around, 
And  Gladness  smil'd  along  the  purple  skies; 
All  naturę  soft*ued  at  their  flows  <if  soqnd, 
And  brighfned  at  the  radiaace  of  their  eyes.) 

ATR  VI. 

Harmony,  the  soul  refining! 
Beauty,  sense,  and  yirtue  joining 

In  a  form  and  mind  like  thine» 
Nobly  raise  a  mortal  creature 
To  a  morę  exalted  naturę^ 

We  alone  are  morc  diymel 
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Hail,  Poetry!  whose  life  infusing  lays 
Bid  time  roli  back  and  sleeping  atoms  ńisej 
DusŁ  into  bciag  wake>  expand  the  tomb, 
Dead  glory  ąuicken,  and  restore  lost  bloom: 
As  God,  from  mortals  heighten  to  dirine. 
And  give  us  through  eternity  to  shine ! 

61over !  thy  mind,  in  various  virtue  wise, 
Ejich  science  claims,  and  makes  cacb  art  thy  prize. 
With  Newton  soars,  fiuniliar  to  the  sky, 
Looks  Naturę  through,  so  keen  thy  mental  eye, 
Or  down  descending  on  the  globe  below, 
Through  humbler  realms  of  knowledge  love8  to  flow. 
Promiscuous  beauties  dignify  thy  breast. 
By  naturę  happy,  as  by  study  blest, 
Thou,  wit'8  Columbus!  from  the  epic  throne 
New  worlds  descry*d,  and  madę  them  aU  our  own: 
Thou  first  through  real  Naturę  dai^d  explore. 
And  waft  her  sacred  treasures  to  our  shore. 

The  merchant  thus,  by  heav*n]y  wisdom  led, 
(Each  kingdom  noted,  and  each  law  8urvey'd) 
On  Britain  pours  whate'er  can  serre  mankind, 
Adom  the  body,  or  delight  the  niind. 
Spices  wbich  bIow'd  in  Araby  the  blest, 
Aud  breath'd  a  Paradise  around  the  east 
Unclouded  sapphires  show  tbeir  azure  sky, 
£m'rald8  with  smiling  green  refresh  the  eye : 
Herę  bleeds  the  niby,  diaraonds  sparkle  there. 
To  tremble  on  the.bosoms  of  otir  fair. 
Yet  shouM  the  San  with  ten-fold  lustre  shine, 
Exalt  with  deeper  dies  the  flamii)g  minę, 
Shou'd  sofler  brcezes  and  morę  genial'  skies 
Bid  sweeter  spice,  in  blooming  order,  rise, 
Nor  gems  nor  spice  coa'd  Naturę  know  to  name, 
Bright  as  thy  wit,  or  fragrant  as  tby  famę. 


ODE  BRUMAUS: 

AD  AMICUM  OXONIEN8BM. 

£heu  !  sereni  mollia  tcmpora 
Conduntur  anni.    Fila,  puer,  lyrBB 
ŁasciTientisfrange:  Bruma 
Flebilis  officium  Camoense 

Pullata  poscit :  non  salis  Attici 
Hcec  florę  gaudet     Praeterit  ocyor 
£quo  Maronis,  nec  scit  uno 
Stare  loco  saliens  voluptas. 

Suó  cessit  Umbre  gloria  froadeae  ? 
&UÓ  Serta,  mixtis  vtva  coloribus, 
Omare  non  indigna  Popi 

Marmora,  8ive  comas  lanthn. 

Heu  Veris  setas  occidit  aurea, 
^statis  atque  aigentea,  &  aerea 
Recessit  Autumni,  seyerse 
Ferrea  sola  Hyemis  remansit. 

Sic  vi  ta  transit  nostra !  rolaiitibus 
Urgetur  horis.    Suid  Sapiens  aget, 
fiuid  ergo  Pnidens?    Ule,  cert^, 
Dona  rapit  fugientis  horae. 

Gratuj  D«>orum  cultor.     Hyems  Virum» 
Sluem  łayit  Isis,  Flumen  Apollinis, 
^uem  Suada  puro  melle  foyit, 
Intrepidum  feriet  procellis. 


Nigrescat  astber,  pectóre  candido 
Pax  alba  ridet:  mugiat  Africus, 
Eurusąue;  tu,  tranquilla  Yirtus, 
Yere  tumens,  Zephyros  reduoes. 

Tranquilla  Yirtus,  nescia  criminis. 
Te,  Arnice,  munit,  tectum  adamantino 
Tborace ;  te  non  atra  bilis 
Mente  ąuatit  placida  Norembris. 

Nec  me  November  mente  hilari  quatlt, 
Tristesąue  Menses:  fallitur  improba 
Yel  Cura  Musis,  yel  Choreis, 
Dulc^  Tices  subeunte  Baccbo. 

Horatiani  pocula  nunc  Meri 
Grato  ore  libo,  digna  labris  Joyis! 
Nunc  intimas  &  saave  Nectajr 
Oyidii  fluit  in  meduUas. 

Si  grandis  inflet  Calliope  Tubam, 
Mentem  illa  semper  cantu  Heliconio 
Accendit:  lo!  mejamaperto 
Yii^ilius  dedit  ibe  coelo. 

Pompam  Theatri  visere  sspius 
Garrickus  urgety-Dramatis  Arbiter! 
Decore,  gestu,  yoce,  vultu 
Ule  oculos  capit,  ille  meates. 

Odi  profanos,  pace  tua,  jocos, 
Yanburger— odi:  me  grayis  attrahit 
Shakespear,  Cothumati  per  seyum 
Omue  Pater,  Cdumenąue  Regni. 

Heus!— ^eme  Soccos:— alta  TragsBdia 
Jubet: — Cothumos  indult  auraosji— 
Orchestm,  majestate  adaucta, 
Sub  pedibus  Gradientis  hoiret. 

Suod  fulmen  aures  non  imitabile 
Et  corda  sternit:  Terror  amabilis 
Peryadit  intiis  nos: — Othello!-^ 
£n  rabido  tonat  ore  Othello ! 

.  « 

Proh !  quantus  ine  gurges  insestuat 
Spumatque  yenis !  ut  tumet  in  minas  \ 
2uam  splendid^  bacchatur  excoTs! 
Ah!  gemit— ah!  trepidat — mensąue, 

Procumbit  heros! — Gaudia sunt  nimis 
Haec  seva,  Shakespear!  Turbinibus  sinua 
Perflas  yoluptatis  micantes:— 
Ferre  animus  timet  bos  tumultus. 

Mutare  Scenam  jam  lubet— 'Ibiittos, 
Suo  suayis  Otway  nos  vocat,  ibimus, 
lantha !  quamyis,  pulchra  fletu, 
Tui-gidulis  redeas  ocellis. 

Planctus  gementum  planctibus  addere 
Est  dulce  semper.     Monimie  dolor. 
Me  teste,  gutta  molliore  * 

Ssepe  genas,  tacitś,  fefbllit, 

O  quae  paventum  muńnura  Yirginum 
Suestusąue  mulcent  aera  Odoribus!-^ 
Tu  Yincis,  Otway !  corda  vi  ncis; 
Euripidis  renovans  triumpljos. 


WINTER, 


Flausns  ovantuBi  slnt  aliis  Vir{kii, 
2uasita  merces :  sat  tibi  glorii^ 
Te uiipente,  Yales  imi^nde, 
Vir^iłeos  maduisse  Tultus. 
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JFJNTER; 

A  TRAMSŁATION  OF  ODB  BRUMilŁIS. 

Bif  the  Reoereud  Mr.  TaUetsal,  lam  FeUow  of 
Trmity  CoUegCj  Cambridge, 

AiAs!  no  long^er  now  appear 

The  softer  seasons  of  the  year. 

OfSporta  aad  Loves  what  Muse  now  siogs? 

Away,  my  lyre;«-4>oy>  break  the  strings. 

OM  joyless  Winter,  who  disdaintf 
Your  sprightly,  flow*ry,  attic  strains, 
Wrapt  into  sable  calłs  for  airs 
Boo^  ruefiily  as  the  rug  be  wears, 

Pleasare,  for  ever  on  the  wing, 
Wild,  wanton,  restless,  fluttering  thing, 
Airy  springs  by  with  sudden  speed, 
Stńfter  than  Maro'a  flyiog  steed. 

Ah !  where  is  liid  the  sylTan  scenę, 
The  leafy  shade,  the  yemal  green } 
In  Flora*8  meads  the  sweets  that  grew, 
Colonrs  whtch  Naturt:'s  pencU  drew, 
Chapiets,  the  bust  of  Pope  might  wear, 
Wortby  to  bloom  around  Ianthe*8  hair? 

Oay-mantled  Spring  away  is  flown, 
The  siKer-tressed  Summer*s  gone, 
Aud  goiden  Autumn;  nought  remains 
Bot  Winter  with  his  iron  chains. 

The  feather-footcd  Ilonn  that  fly 

Say,  '*  Humań  life  tbus  passes  by.*' 

What  shall  the  wiae,  the  prudent?  they 

Wiłl  seize  the  bonnty  of  to-day,  [pay» 

And  prostrate  to  the  gods  their  grateful  homage 

The  man,  whom  Isis*  stream  inspirea, 

Wbom  Pallaa  owns,  and  Phoebus  fires, 

Whom  Suada,  smiling  goddess,  deigns 

To  guide  in  sweet  Hyblaean  plains, 

He  Wlnter*8  stormS)  undaunted  stilt,  sustains. 

Black  toming  akies  ne^er  hurt  the  breast 

By  white  robM  Innocence  posseat* 

Koar  as  ye  list,  ye  winds,«»begin,— > 

Yirtue  procUims  fair  peace  withiK) : 

Ethereal  pow*r !  't  is  you  that  bring 

The  bakny  Zephyns,  and  restore  tbe  Spring*' 

Shoald  dai^rs  e*er  my  firiend  assail, 

Yirtae  flings  round  ber  ooat  of  mail ; 

Kindly  protects  thee  from  all  harms, 

Drest  in  her  native  spotless  channs. 

Thy  mind  at  ease  no  tumult  knows, 

With  all  his  ragę  tho'  black  November  blowB. 

Dtrk  stormy  months  I  too  defy> 
NoYember  blovs,  and  wbat  care  I : 
VOŁ.  IV. 


1  Tun'd  to  new  joys  my  hours  I  pass, 
Sing  with  the  Muse,  trip  with  the  lass, 
And  ne'er  forget  my  bliss-inspiring  glass, 

With  Horace  now  disposM  to  laugh, 
Worthy  the  lips  of  Jove  1  quafF 
Rich  yenusine :  now  lose  my  soul 
In  Ovid's  sweet  nectareal  bowl. 

If  you,  Calliope,  should  deign 

Aloud  to  sound  a  martial  strain, 

Your  vot'ry  strajght  in  rapture  hears 

The  noble  musie  of  the  spheres : 

Mounted  on  wings,  see !  see !  I  fly 

With  Mantua»s  swan,and  rajige  the  boundless  sky. 

With  eager  joy  I  oft  repair 

To  the  gay  crowded  theatre, 

Where  shines  the  man  who  treads  our  stage, 

Garrick !  the  Roscius  of  the  age ! 

His  Toice,  mień,  manner^  look,  a  life  imparts; 

*T  is  he  who  captivates  our  e^es,— our  h^^rts. 

m 

Yanbnigh,— iyour  leave,-^what's  lewdly  writ 

I  hate,—- 1  hate  th»  immoral  wit. 

Immortal  Shakspeare  I  admire, 

And  kindle  at  his  sacred  fire : 

O  !  what  a  glory  breathes  his  page, 

He  lives? — he  li^es  thro*  ev»ry  age 

Father  of  tragedy,  he  reigns 

Sole  monarch  o'er  theatric  plains. 

Hence  with  the  sock  :ii^the  qneen  commands  :-• 

Grac'd  with  the  golden  buskin  stands: 

The  stage  in  roajesty  improres, 

Trembling  bene»th  ber,  awftii  as  she  moves. 

What  thunder  bursts!— it  madę  me  start— 

Thunder  beyond  the  reach  of  art! 

The  claps  !*-!  heard  *em,— how  they  roli ! 

The  lovely  terrour  shakes  my  soul: 

Who  talks  of  fiends!— of  gaping  gra^ea!— • 

OtheIlo!^*t  is  OtbeJlo  rares ! 

.  What  tendemeąs ! — wbat  fierce  disda  in 
Whirls,  boils,  and  foams  th)rongh  ev*ry  vein! 
He  swears!— iinyokes  UeU,*Earth,  air,  skiesi 
See  where  tbe  glorious  miólman  flies ! 
Hegroans^^hetrembles^ialU,— theherodies! 

Shakspeare,  escessire  j6ys  like  tbese 

(I  almost  said)  are  craelties: 

Whirlwinds  of  pleasure  tear  the  panting  breast, 

And  the  mind  aches^  too  exquisitely  blest. 

CliangM  is  the  scenę :*-Hnethinks  1  rove 
,  In  some  enchantcd  cypress  grovp. 
Soft  Otway  calls!— who  can  refuse 
The  p]ahitive  yoice  of  Otway's  Muse? 
We'll  go,  my  fair  lanthe,  we  will  go, 
Tho'  your  fond  love-inspiring  eyes  o*erflow 
Like  bubbling  springs,  morę  beautiful  in  wue« 

Sweet  is  the  sympathy  of  woe ; 
Have  I  not  seen  (nay  felt  'em  too) 
Down  stealing  Tears,  big,  silent,  slow, 
Speak  a  soft  language  as  they  flow, 
Daughters  of  tender  Grief,  express 
Charming  Monimia^s  deep  dibtresst 
*  C 
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What  marmnn  of  the  anxiouf  fair! 
Wbat  Bighs  around  peifume  the  air! 
Otway,  you  paint  what  Naturę  is, 
Beyood  the  bard  of  Salamis; 
Your  Muge  can  with  our  pasńons  play. 
And  steal  us  from  ourseWes  away. 

'  I^  othen  piize,  what  men  bestow, 
The  lofty  name,  the  laurel'd  brow : 
Morę  charming,  surę,  thy  triumphs  are 
(Who  would  not  wish  to  wm  the  £ur!) 
To  rajse  at  pleasure,  hopes,  or  fean. 
To  soften  vii^n8  into  tean. 
Poet,  1  enyy  thee,  who  thus 
Cantt  cooqiier  themiy  who  conquer  us. 


ODE  FERNALIS: 

AD 

AMICUM   OXONlENSEM. 

CuRAB  Lywus  j^  mihi  discutit 
Bapthn ;  nec  aumm  (suavit&r  insolens) 
Yocale  de  mjrrto  recuso 
YeUere  liberiore  dextHL 

£t  ąuis  yetabit  quo  miniks  audeam 
Łusus  amico  mittere  cum  joco! 
Ridera  mens  est;  terra  ndet ; 
Ipsa  Yenus  oegat  esse  tństes, 

Jucuoda  yeńs  diya.    fiuid  amplivts 
Rugae  jnyabunt }    Yersicoloribus 
En  Maius  alis  raptua  afflat 
Łaetitiam  genialis  aune. 

Arnice !  (blando  hoc  nomine  te  vocem, 
O  Woode?)  cum  quo  ateph  per  Isidis 
Errare  syWas,  nuncque  cantu 
Nuncque  mero  licuit  morantes. 

DuKisiie  soles  in  Thetidis  toros, 
Amiee!  qus  te  gaudia  floreis 

Cingunt  coronis?    3usequd  molles 
Nympha  caput  lepidum  remulcet 

Inter  Lacertos  ?    N^m  charitnm  chorns, 
Chorusve  Pindi  tempora  diyidit? 
Sunt  ambo  grati ;  inense  maii 
Sttln  charites  melius  colantur. 

Nunc  duke  pictis  desipere  in  toro 
Herbis  tumenti,  viyus  ubl  tremor 
Splendescit  undsB;  si  poetoB, 
Siqu^  adeńnt,  tua  ciua,  musst. 

Adsit  jocorum  grata  protenritas, 
Tlialia  pleno  quo9  tibi  depluit 
Cornu:  nec  absit  Bacchus,  uts, 
£vohe!  purpureus  magister. 

Handalus  omnes  tendere  barbiti 
Nervoe  laboret ;  nec  stleat  placens 
lantha  cantu,  dilun  jocoso 
Tangłt  ebur  geuiale  plectro. 


Audite,  C<bU  !  nnm  modulaminis 

Tales  triumphos  aula  lefert  Jovis 

Steliata?     Sphaerarumye  tales 

Lucidus  &  numerosus  ordo? 

O  lene  murmur!  cum  Yenus  aucea 
Inire  somnos,  strata  rosis,  parat» 
Melo8qne  poscit;  talis  aura 
Idalias  tremit  inter  umbraa. 

Sus  flamma  yenis  pasta  I  potentibus 
Succumbo  yictus  blanditiis  lyrs : 
Succumbo  yictus  yoce,  vultu, 
Ciine  nigro,  myeoque  coUo, 

Sic  prata  OByis  florea  solibus 

Oppressa  lauguent.    Ferte,  citd,  precor^ 
Lenimen  asgro;  ferte  rores 
.    Metcafii  medicos,  sodales! 

Frustra :  nec  unquim  Metcafii  manus 
Extinguet  ignes,  docta  licH,  meos ; 
Nec  flumen,  ah!  yestri  benignis 
Ingenii  recreabit  undis. 


SPRING; 

A  TBARSŁATION  OF  ODE  WRRAŁIS. 

By  the  Reoerend  Mr.  Tattersa%  late  Fellow  of  Trinity 
CoUegty  CoĘnbridge. 

Carb  flies  the  raptures  of  the  bowl, 

T  is  jolly  Bacchus  fills  my  soUl; 

I  feel  with&n  the  genial  fire. 

And  from  yon  myrtie  snatch  my  golden  lyre. 

To  thee  the  jocund  Muse  I  send, 
With  sprightly  lay  to  greet  my  fricnd: 
For  all  things  uow  around  look  gay, 
Why  mayn't  I  laugh,  as  weli  as  they  ? 
The  fair,  the  young,  my  hours  beguile. 
And  Cytherea  ever  wears  a  smile, 

Creatiye  goddess  of  the  Spring ! 
No  morę  of  Winter's  storms  I  sing, 
See  May  in  wanton  joy  appear 
Spread  his  gay  wings,  and  fan  the  buxom  Year. 

My  firiend  (indulge  the  tender  name) 
My  friend,  near  Isis'  sacred  stream, 
With  whom  so  oft  1  us'd  to  rpye 
Careless,  in  garden,  mead,  or  groye; 
A  glass,  a  song:— tiius  you  ąjid  I 
Haye  bid  the  golden  minutes  fly,  - 
Seen  many  a  Sun,  with  sloping  rey, 
Łing'ring  retire,  and  blest  the  falling  day. 

O  tell  me  what  soft  triumphs  now 
Wreath  blooming  garlands  round  thy  brow; 
What  nymph,  for  winning  beauty  known, 
Giying  you  joy,  completes  her  own ; 
Whether  the  Grsces,  or  the  Ninę 
Diyide  thy  hours,  for  both  are  thine  ? 
T  IS  inerry  May,  swains,  greet  the  Graoet*  ahrine. 

To  frolic  on  the  tufted  grass. 
To  yiew  elear  waters  as  they  pass, 


THE  NATnOTY. 
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Tb  mark  the  shimng  shiTering  g1e«m 
That  darts,  and  dances  on  the  stfeam. 
To  court  the  Muie,  toy  with  the  fiur» 
(neaaures  like  these,  O !  may  I  evar  thare). 

The  seaaon  bids:  a  friend  or  two> 
IngenicuB,  allable,  like  yon; 
Happy  at  ndden  repartees, 
Wbose  answen  bite,  yet  biting  pteaie. 
To  kiadJe  mirth :  and  let  me  join 
Sacchm,  the  puiple  aorereign  of  the  yine. 

May  god-like  Handel  now  inspiie 
The  tonefiil  pow'r8  and  fili  the  cboir: 
laothe,  charming  as  sbe  sings, 
Wake  with  a  nimUe  tooch  th*  faaimonioiii  strings. 

Łasten,  ye  Heavent,  to  strains,  aboTe 
Whaie^  the  ttarry  ooart  of  Joye, 
JLoBt  in  melodious  raptares,  hean 
Amid  the  silTer-wunding  spheies ; 
Where  oijbfl  on  oibs  in  ooncert  roli. 
And  musie  trembles  roond  from  pole  to  pole. 

O  melting  soimd!  when  sleep  nnseen 
Jmt  steals  opon  the  Cyprian  queen, 
Indiilging  in  th>  Idalian  shade, 
Stretcht  on  a  couch,  of  roses  madę, 
The  hite  soft-warbling,  such  the  air 
That  ondolattng  plays,  and  lulls  th'  immoital  £ur. 

The  flames  that  feed  within  my  breastl 
I  fieunt,  1  die,  with  channs  opprest; 
Her  Yoice,  ber  foce.  ber  sweet  spinnet, 
The  neck  of  iv'ry,  and  the  hair  of  jeŁ 

So  languishes,  and  fades  away 
The  flow*r  beneath  the  blaze  of  day ;  ' 

Sui<^  my  companions,  qnick  apply 
Some  cooling,  sovereign  remedy: 
Metcalf,  to  sootb  a  bamiog  pain. 
By  Pean  taugfat,  may  try,  biit  try  in  Tain. 

Not  Metcalf 's'  skill,  tho'  known  to  fhme, 
Can  ilake  the  fory  of  my  llame, 
Not  all  his  juices  quench;  nor  yet, 
Dear  fiiend,  the  flow  of  yonr  engagi^g  wit. 


\ 


THE  NATimy. 

A  COŁŁB6B  BXBSCISB.      1736. 

TwAf  mom !  the  fields  were  sprinUed  o>er  with 

The  foldk  nnpent-sent  out  their  flocks  to  feed : 
A  sbepherd  boy^  (young  Tbomalin  he  hight,>) 
With  flying  fin^^  deftly  tun*d  his  reed; 
Where  ancient  Isis  layes  the  Muses*  mead, 
(Por  ever  smile  the  mead  and  flow  the  stream!) 
He  song  the  birth  of  Dayid'8  holy  seed : 
Tho»  Iow  his  Toice,  fuli  lofty  was  his  theme; 
Wigbtly*  his  senses  ali  were  rapt  into  a  dream* 

Eftsoons*  he  spy'd  a  grore,  the  Season^s  pride, 
AU  in  the  centrę  of  a  pleasant  glade, 
Whcfe  Naturę  flonrish^d  like  a  virgin-brłde; 
MantUd  with  green,  with  byacintbs  inlay'd, 
And  ery stal-rills  o^er  beds  of  lilies  stray^d ; 

'  Dr.  T.  Metcalf,  an  eminent  physician  who 
'  died  in  1757.     C. 

iNamedorcalled.    fSoicUy.    f  Iiam«di«(ely. 


The  blue-ey'd  Tiolet  and  king-cnp  gay,     t 
And  new  blown  roses,  smiling  sweetly  red,] 
OutgIow'd  the  blushing  infancy  of  Day,     faway. 
Whłle  amoronswest-winds  kist  their  fragrant  souls 

A  rich  payilion  rear^d  within  its  height» 
Thę  capitals  and  freezes  gold  entire, 
Olist*ning  with  caibuocles;  a  yarioas  ligbt 
Way^d  tremulous,  and  set  the  eye  on  fire. 
A  silkep  curtain,  drawn  on  silyer  wire, 
And  ting*d  with  colours  of  tbe  summer  sky, 
Flow*d  round,  and  bade  the  ruder  gales  retire. 
Four  forms  attendaut  at  the  portais  lie, 
The  same  Ezekiel  saw  with  keen-prophetic  eye. 

Uniike,  O  much  unlike,  the  strawy  shed,  A.- 
Where  Mary,  queen  of  Heayen,  in  humbless'*  lay, 
Where  erstS  the  infant  God  rep08*d  his  head, 
Aad  deign'd  to  dwell  in  tenement  of  clay  ^ 
The  clouded  tabemacle  of  tbe  day ! 
The  shepherd'8  dream  was  mystical,  I  ween^, 
Isaiah  on  his  bosom  pour^d  a  ray. 
And  painted  to  his  eyes  the  gentle  scenę, 
Where  lions  dandled  lambs;  O  Peace,  thy  golden 
reigo ! 

ftgh-smiling  in  delight  a  lady  sate, 
Young  as  the  dawning  Morn,  on  iy'ry  throne; 
Upon  ber  looks  the  yirgin-yirtaes  wait, 
The  yirgin-yirtaes  wait  on  ber  alone! 
Her  sapphire-eyes  with  gentle  spirit  shone: 
Fair  bountyhead  was  open'd  in  ber  face, 
Of  bonour  and  of  loye  the  paragon'' ! 
A  sweet  regard  and  most  auspicioos  grace 
Bespoke  ber  lineage  high:  sbe  was  of  Dayid'8  race. 

Upon  ber  li^  a  loyely  infisnt  lay. 
And  ken*d  the  mother  by  ber  smiling  graoe. 
His  looks  were  radiant  as  the  bloom  of  day. 
And  angel-aweetuess  purpled  in  his  fhce. 
Oh !  how  tbe  mother  did  the  babę  embrace 
With  tender  blandtshment  and  fóndling  care ! 
Sbe  gaz'd,  and  gaz'd,  ne*  could  enough  caress 
His  cheeks,  as  roses  red,  as  lilies  fair,  {heir ! 

Tbe  holy  Day-spring  bigbt,  Heay'n's  eyerlasting 

Near  him  a  goodly  perB*nage  mildly  shone, 
With  looks  of  loye,  and  shedding  peace  and  joy : 
Her  looks  were  loye,  soft  streami  ng  from  the  throne 
Of  Grace,  and  sweetly  melted  on  tbe  boy: 
Her  tongue  dropp^d  boney,  wbicb  wou*dneyer  cloy. 
Mercy  yclep*d9.    All  Naturę  on  ber  hung. 
To  drink  ber  manna  and  ber  smiles  enjoy ; 
Youog  laughing  angels  <<  Mercy,  mercy,"  sung ; 
Heay>n  echoM  «  Mercy*>  back,  the  spberes  with 
"  Mercy"  rung« 

Tbus  if  tbe  clonds,  enrolPd  with  deadly  food, 
Forget  to  thunder  in  the  ethereal  tow'r8. 
But  silcntly  dissoUe  in  kindly  mood, 
In  fbstering  dews,  and  balm,  an^d  hon^-8bow>rs; 
Laugb  all  the  fields  for  joy  and  all  the  bo^rs. 
Tbe  sbrubs  and  herbsfresb  odours  ronnd  them  fling. 
Pop  up  their  smiling  heads  the  litUe  flow*rs, 
Warble  the  birds,  esulting  on  the  wing,       [sing. 
And  aU  the  wlld-wood  notes  the  genial  blessinga 

4  Humility.         s  Formerly,  somatime  sińca 
6  1  think.        '^  The  pattera  or  modaL 
*  Nor.  p  CaUed  or.mupod. 
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High  o'er  his  head  was  held  a  starry  crown, 
Emblem  of  royalty  and  princely  might: 
His  priesthood  was  by  golden  mitrę  shown ; 
An  eagle  young,  with  e'yn  most  piercing-bright. 
To  prove  the  prophet  drank  the  distant  light 
But  strangest  was  to  see  a  bloody  hand 
Uprear  a  cross,  the  cross  with  blood  bedight': 
Ten  tboasand  aagels,  flatfring  in  a  band, 
Admir*d  the  mystic  sień  but  cou*d  not  nndcrstand. 

Now  dulcet  symphonies,  and  yoices  meet, 
Mellifloous  stole  ujion  the  shepherd^s  car, 
Wbich  swelPd  so  high  and  dy'd  away  so  sweet, 
As  might  have  charm'd  .a  seraph  from  his  sphere. 
Happy  the  swain  that  mote>  such  musie  hear ! 
Eftsoons  a  joyous  fellowshipwas  seen 
Of  ladics  gent  ^,  and  beauties  without  peer^, 
As  they  a  train  of  goddesses  had  been, 
In  manner  of  a  mask,  radiant  along  the  green. 

Faith  led  the  van,  ber  mantle  dipt  in  blue, 
Steady  ber  ken,  and  gaining  on  the  skies  ^ 
Obedient  miracles  around  ber  flew: 
She  pray'd,  and  Heav»n  burst  open  on  hcr  eyes, 
And  golden  valves  rotPd  back  in  wondVous  wise: 
And  now  some  hill,  with  all  its  sbaggy  load 
Of  trees  and  flocks,  nnto  the  ocean  hiess : 
Now  wings  of  cherubs,  flaming  all  abroad, 
Careering  on  the  winds  in  sight  upbear  tbeir  god. 

Next  Hope,  the  gayest  daughter  of  the  sky ! 
Her  nectar-Klewed  locks  with  roses  bound ; 
An  Eflen  flourish^d  where  she  cast  her  eye, 
And  flocks  of  Sports  and  Joys,  tbeir  templcs 
crown'd,  .    [ground. 

Plum'd  tbeir  bright  wing^,  and  thump'd  the  hoUow 
Grief  gladdenM,  and  forgot  to  drop  a  tear 
At  her  approach ;  ne  Sorrow  mote  ^  be  found, 
Ne  rueflil-looking  Drad'',  ne  pale-ey'd  Caie ; 
And  *neath  her  chariot  wheels  she  crosh^d  hell- 
black  Despair. 

Then  Charity  fulI-zon'd»  as  her  beseems, 
Her  breasts  were  softer  iTory,  her  hair 
Play'd  with  the  sunny  rays  in  amber  straams. 
And  floated  wanton  on  the  biucom  air; 
As  Mercy  kind,  as  Hope  divineiy  fair. 
Her  soul  was  flame,  and  with  prolific  rays 
The  nations  warm'd,  all-bright  withouten  glare. 
Both  men  and  angels,  as  she  passes,  gazę,    [praise. 
But  chief  the  poor,  the  Ume,  the  blind,  the  naked, 

The  train  of  Yirtues  next,  a  dainty  train ! 
Advance  tbeir  steps,  sweet  daughters  of  delight, 
Awfully  sweet,  majestically  plain ! 
Cełestial  Love,  as  e'yn  of  seraphs  bright. 
And  spotless  as  tbeir  robes  of  uew-spun  light. 
Truth,  simple  as  the  love-sick  vi])age-maid; 
Health-blooming  Temperance,  a  comely  wight^: 
Humility,  in  homely  wecds  arraj^^d,' 
And  by  her,  in  a  linę,  an  asses-colt  she  led. 

But  bark,  the  jolly  pipę,  and  rural  lay ! 
And  see,  the  shepherd  clad  in  mantle  blue, 
And  shepherdesj)  iii  russet  kirtle  gay, 
Come  dauncing  on  the  shepherd-lord  to  view. 
And  pay,  in  decent  wise,  obeysance  due. 

'  Stained  oradomed.        '  Might  or  must 
^  Gentle  or  handsome.        ^  Without  equal. 
s  Hastens.  6  Might. 

'^  Fear  or  terror.        *  Person* 


Sweet-smelling  flow'r6  the  gentle  Totaries  bring, 
Primroses,  violets,  wet  with  moming-dew, 
The  sweetest  incense  of  the  early  spring ; 
A  humble,  yet,  i  weet,  a  gratefol  offering. 

Jocund  to  lead  the  way,  with  spaikling  rays, 
Danc'd  a  star-errant  up  the  orient  sky; 
The  new-bom  splendour  streaming  o*er  the  płace- 
Where  Jesus  lay  in  bright  humility, 
Seem'd  a  fixt  star  unto  the  wond*ring  eye: 
Three  seers  unwist9  the  captfun-glory  led, 
Of  awful  semblance',  but  of  sable  die*. 
Fuli  royally  along  the  lawn  they  tread,       [head. 
And  each  with  circling  gold  embraved'  had  his 

Low,  Tery  Iow  on  bended  knce  they  greet 
The  yirgin-mother,  and  the  son  adore, 
The  son  of  loTe !  and  kiss  his  blessed  feet; 
Then  ope  the  vases  and  present  tbeir  storę, 
Gold,  frankincense  and  myrrh;  what  cou'd  tber 
For  gold  and  myrrh  a  dying  kiog  diyine^;    [moro ! 
The  frankincenn,  from  Arab*s  spicy  sliore, 
Confess'd  the  God;  for* God  did  in  him  ahine; 
Myrrh,  frankincense  and  gold,  God-man,  were 
meetly  thine. 

And  last,  triumphant  on  a  purple  clond, 
Fleecy  with  gold,  a  band  of  angels  ride: 
They  boldly  sweep  tbeir  lyres,  and,  hymning  loody 
The  richest  notes  of  harmony  divide ; 
Scarce  Tbomalin  the  rapture  cou*d  abidc: 
Aud  eyer  and  anon  the  babę  they  eyc. 
And  through  the  flesbly  veil  the  God  descry'd, 
Shrill  hallelujahs  trcmble  up  the  sky:  [reply. 

"  Good-willandpeaceto  man,'*thechoirs  inHeav'u 

They  ended:  and  all  naturę  soou  was  chang^d! 
0'er  diamond-pebbles  ran  the  liąuid  gold: 
And  side  by  side  the  lamb  and  lion  rang*d 
Th«  flow^ry  lawn.    The  serjjent  gently  rolPd 
His  glistcring  spires,  and  playful  tongue  outloird 
To  lick  the  infant-hand.     Togethcr  fed 
The  wolf  and  kid,  together  sougłit  a  fold. 
The  roses  blush^d  with  morę  cełestial  red; 
Heli  groan^d  through  all  her  dens;  and  grim  Deatli 
dropp'd  down  dead. 

WhilomS  these  scenes  the  tuneful  Twick^nhaiBi 
swain, 
With  £say's  heav'nly  pencil  taught  to  glow: 
Then  ccase,  O  ccase,  the  antiquated  strain; 
Nor  marr^  his  song:  but  reverently  go, 
And  in  (he  tempie  of  his  Muses  bow.— 
Delight  and  wonder  broke  the  shepheni^s  dream^ 
Fadcd  the  scenes:  and,  in  a  goodly  row, 
Rush'd  on  his  eyes  the  Muses  welUloT^d  theme. 
Fair  Rhedicjma^s  tow'rs,  and  Isis>  sacred  stream ! 


^HE  BOWEE. 

Błow,  blow,  thou  summer-breeze, 
O  getitly  fan  tlie  trees, 

That  fonn  yoii  fragrnnt  bow'r ; 
Where  Sylvia,  IoveIiest  maid ! 
On  Natore's  carpet  iaid; 

Enjoys  the  ev*uing  hour. 

^  Unknown,  un1ook*d  for.  '  Appearance. 

*  Commoaly  paintedblack;  but  a  vul^rerrour« 
'  Adomed  or  madę  brave.         4  Foretell. 
'  Formerly^  sómetime  ago.       ^  Spoil. 
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Hence,  heoee,  ye  objects  fool, 
Tbe  beetie,  bat,  and  owi, 

The  hagwonD,  neute,  and  toad; 
Bat  fotry-ehres,  unseen, 
May  gambol  o^er  tbe  green. 

And  oircle  ber  abode. 

Breathe,  bieatbe  tby  incense,  May^ 
Ye  flow^rsy  jrour  bomage  pay. 

To  one  more  fair  and  sweet: 
Ye  op>ning  nMe-blids,  shade, 
Wtth  fragranttwine,  ber  head, 

Ye  lilies,  kiss  ber  feet. 

Shed,  shed  thy  sweetest  beams, 
In  paiticolour'd  streams^ 

Tbou  fount  of  beat  and  ligbt! 
No,  no,  witbdraw  tby  ray, 
Her  eyes  effuse  a  day, 

As  mild,  as  warm,  as  brigbt, 

Plow,  flow,  tbou  crystal-rlll, 
Witb  tinkling  gnrgtes  fili 

The  mazes  of  tbe  grore  i 
And  if  tby  murmuring  stream 
Inrite  my  loTe  to  dre^» 

O  may  she  dream  of  loTe ! 

Sing,  sing  ye  feather*d  ąuires. 
And  melt  to  soft  desires 

Her  too  obdurate  breast: 
Then,  in  that  tender  hour> 
FU  steal  into  ber  bow'r, 

And  teach  ber— to  be  blest. 


TBE  LOFER. 


SncB  SteUa'8  channs,  divioely  fiiir. 
Fint  pour*d  their  lostre  on  my  beart. 
Ten  thousand  pangs  my  boaom  tear, 
Imł  erery  fibrę  feeU  tbe  nnart. 
If  nich  the  moumfuk  moments  prore, 

0  wfao  woa*d  gWe  bis  beart  to  Iotć! 

1  meet  my  boaom-friends  witb  pain, 
IW  friendship  us*d  to  warm  my  sou! ; 
Wine'8  geneious  spirit  flames  in  vain, 

I  find  no  cordial  i  o  tbe  bowl. 

If  soch  the  mournilil  moments  prove, 

O  who  woa'd  give  his  beart  to  lore ! 

Tbo^  Nature^s  Tołume  open  lies, 
Which  once  witb  wonder  1  bave  read. 
No  glories  tremble  from  the  skies. 
Ko  beauties  o*er  tbe  Earth  are  8pread« 
If  soch  the  moamful  moments  prove, 
O  wfao  woifd  give  his  beart  to  ]ove ! 

GT*n  ?oetry*8  ambrosial  dews 
With  joy  no  longer  feed  my  mind. 
To  Beaoty,  Musie  and  the  Muse, 
My  Eonl  is  dnmb  and  deaf  and  bliod. 
Tho^  Mich  the  moumiul  moments  proro^ 
Abis!  I  give  my  beart  to  love. 

Bot  sboold  the  yiclding  virgin  smile^ 
Dtest  in  tbe  spotless  marriage-robe« 
Pd  look  upon  tb*is  worid  as  Yile, 
The  master  of  a  ńober  glob«. 


If  such  the  rapfrous  moments  pro^e, 
O  let  me  giye  my  beart  to  love! 

The  business  of  my  futurę  days. 
My  every  thought,  my  every  pray*r, 
Shall  be  employ'd  to  sing  ber  praise, 
Or  sent  to  bounteous  Heav'n  for  her. 
If  such  tbe  rapfrous  moments  ,prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  beart  to  love. 

Poets  shall  wonder  at  my  loTe, 
Painters  shall  crowd  ber  face  to  see. 
And  when  they  wou'd  the  passions  move, 
Shall  copy  her,  and  think  of  me. 
If  such  tbe  rapfrous  moments  prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  heart  to  loYe. 

Oid  age  shall  bum  as  bright  as  youtb, 
No  respite  to  our  bliss  be  given : 
Then  mingled  in  one  flame  of  ti^ith, 
We^U  spum  at  Earth  and  soar  to  Heay*n. 
Since  such  the  rapt^rous  moments  proye. 
We  botb  will  giye  our  hearts  to  loye. 


THE 

LOVERS  NIGHT. 

ŁinLŁ^D  in  tbe  arms  of  him  she  lov'd 
lauthe  sigh*d  the  kindest  things: 
Her  fond  surrender  be  approv*d 
With  smilesj  and  thus,  enamoar'd,  sings. 

"  How  sweet  are  loyer*s  yows  by  night^ 
Lapp'd  in  a  honey^suckle  groye ! 
When  Yenus  sheds  her  gentle  light, 
And  sootbcs  the  yielding  soul  to  loye. 

"  Soft  as  the  silent-footed  Dews 
Tbat  steal  upon  the  starlighUhoura ; 
Warm  as  a  loye-sick  poefs  Muse ; 
And  fiagrant  as  the  breatb  of  fiow^rs. 

''  To  bear  our  yows  the  Moon  grows  pale. 
And  pants  Endymion^s  wartnth  to  proye: 
Whilc,  emulous,  the  nigbtingale, 
Thick-warbling  trills  ber  lay  of  lore, 

"  The  silyer-sounding  shining  sphereS| 
Tbat  animate  tbe  glowing  skies, 
Nor  charm  so  much,  as  tbou,  my  ear% 
Nor  bless  so  much,  as  thou,  my  eyes. 

"  Thus  let  me  clasp  tbee  to  my  beait, 
Thus  slnk  in  softness  on  thy  breast ! 
No  cares  shall  baunt  us;  danger,  part. 
For  ever  loying,  ever  blest. 

'<  Censorioua  Enyy  darcs  not  blame 
The  passion  which  thy  truth  inspiress 
Ye  Stars,  bear  witness,  that  my  ftame 
Is  cbaste  as  your  etemal  fires." 

Loye  saw  them  (bid  among  the  boaghs) 
And  beard  him  sing  their  mutual  bliss 3 
•*  Enjoy,"  cry»d  he,  "  Ianthe*s  yowsj 
Bat|  oh  1— I  envy  tiiee  her  kisa,*' 


'  U  W  I 
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TO  A 

FRIEND   ON  HIS  MARRIAGE. 

AN  ODE. 

AusPicious  sprang  ihe  morning  ioto  light. 
By  T.ove  selected  from  the  golden  tide 
Of  Time,  illustrioiu  with  peculiar  wbite. 
And  meaded  from  the  blushes  of  the  bride. 

The  Muse  ob8eiVd  the  fond  approaching  boor. 
And  thus  her  Philo*s  gentle  ear  addrest : 
**  Behoid,  descending  from  yon  maideo  tow'r 
The  beauteous  object  of  tby  eyes  and  breast. 

**  Fair  issuing,  down  the  bill  I  see  ber  morę, 
like  the  sweet  mom,  in  dews  and  blushes  gay: 
Yoa,  like  the  bridegroom  Sun,  her  charms  ap- 
And  warm  her  dawning  glories  into  day.    [pio^e; 

**  1  own  the  radiant  magie  of  her  eyes. 
But  morę  the  graces  of  her  soul  admire; 
Tbose  may  lay  traps  for  loyers,  fops  and  flies. 
But  these  the  husband  and  the  Muse  inspire. 

**  A  husband  is  a  venerable  naroe ! 
O  happy  State,  when  heart  is  link*d  to  heart! 
Kor  less  the  hooour  of  the  wedded-dame: 
Sweet  interchange !  which  oniy  Death  can  part 

**  O  blest  with  gentle  manners,  graceful  ease; 
Gay,  yet  not  trifling;  -aerious,  yet  not  grare; 
Skilfiil,  to  charm  the  wits ;  the  wise  to  please; 
Tho'  beauteous,  humble;  and  tho*  tender,  braye. 

**  Riches  and  honours  wait  on  either  name: 
But  they  in  life  are  but  the  last  desert  i 
Your  richer  happiness  and  feirer  fiime, 
Shall  be  the  good  befaaviour  of  the  heart, 

**  When  snch  the  wonders  botb  of  form  and  mind, 
What  rap  turę  fancy*d,  reason  will  approTe; 
By  time  your  inclinations  be  refin'd ; 
And  youth  be  speat  in  passion;  age  in  loTe?** 

Thus  far  the  Muse.  When  Hymen,  from  the  sky, 
The  lorers  in  the  band  of  Concord  ty*d ; 
The  Yirtues  and  the  Oraces  too  were  by. 
And  Venus  left  ber  cestus  with  the  bride. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  WEARINO, 

TnE  FAMOUS  MUSICIAN  AT  OXFORD. 

PooR  Wearing  to  the  shades  is  gone, 

Like  Orpheus,  by  mishap: 
Not  gone  to  seek  his  wife,  but  gone. 

To  leave  her  in^— a  scrape. 

We  find  the  Sisters  three  are.deaf, 
Since  Wearing  now  is  dead ; 

For  had  the  Fates  but  heard  his  strings, 
They  wouM  have  8par'd  his  thread. 

Death  heard  his  notes,  and  heard  well-pleasM, 

So  drew  his  fatal  lance ; 
Death  will  keep  holyday ;  and  he 

Must  play  to  Holben^s  dance. 


TO  DR.  UNDEN, 

ON  HIS  TRBATUB  ON  CHAŁTBBATE  WATERIb 

With  healing  wings,  intent  on  doing  good, 
An  angel  risited  Betbesda^s  flood ; 
Suick  as  the  morning  ray,  or  ey^ning  beam, 
Himsetf  diffiising  through  the  vital  stream : 
The  sick  who  drink,  the  impotent  wbo  laTe, 
Dive  from  diseases  and  deceive  the  grare. 

Tho'  miracles  are  ceasM,  yet  all  oonfess, 
Your  work,  and  you,  ar»— only  flomething  lesa. 
So  much  is  to  your  worth  and  leaming  due, 
Batb  is  Bethesda ;  the  good  angd,  you. 


PARADJSE  REGAIWD: 

to  a  FRIEND. 

Lord  of  himsełf,  and  sole  of  humankind, 
In  rectitude  of  reason  Adam  shone: 
Till  the  sfiU-Yoice  infu8*d  into  his  mind, 
"  It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone." 

By  Ood*s  own  hand  his  Yii^in-Eye  was  led. 
Now  Paradise  with  fresher  beauties  glows: 
The  conscious  roses  form  a  bhishing  bed: 
Consenting  Naturę  soothes  them  to  repose. 

A  single  is  an  inconsistent-life : 
Completely-blest,  O  friend !  to  tbee  is  giyen, 
A  sweet,  a  fair,  a  wise,  a  modest  wife, 
The  bloom  of  Innocence,  and  blush  of  Heav'n ! 

May  Eden-nfe  in  bright  succession  flow, 
When  all  was  happiness,  for  love  was  all: 
Her  beauties  will  a  Paradise  bestow. 
And  both  your  Tirtues  guard  you  fiom  a  falU 


CORESUS  AND  CAUIRHOE. 

A  TALE. 

Yeteres  renoramus  amores.        Catullus. 


ĄDYERTISEMENT. 

The  following  tale  is  related  by  Pausanias,  in 
Achaicis,  Graecise,  lib.  7. ;  but  instead  of  giring 
the  original,  or  the  Latin  version  by  Romulus 
Amassus  (both  which  the  leamed  reader  may 
find  in  the  edition  published  by  Joach.  Kuhnins 
in  fol.  Lipsie,  1696,  pag.  515),  I  shaU  contenŁ 
myself  with  the  translation  of  the  story  into 
English,  as  it  is  done  from  the  Greek  in  the 
leamed  and  ingenious  travels  of  sir  G.  Wheeler : 
which  book,  upon  mady  accounts,  deserve8  to  be 
reprinted  and  madę  morę  common. 

'*  Coresus,  the  priest  of  Bacchus,  fell  in  love 
with  a  fair  yirgin  of  Calydon,  called  Callirhoe; 
who  the  morę  she  was  courted,  the  morę  she 
despised  the  priest;  so  that  neither  his  rich 
presentSy  yows,  nor  tears  could  move  her  to  tbm 
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leftrt  coiB]MSsioi|.  This,  at  last,  madę  the  priest 
ran  in  deq»aar  to  the  image  of  Baccbus  for 
nccoar,  imploring  TeDgeaoce  from  him.  Bacchus 
madę  it  appear  that  he  lieard  his  prayen,  by  a 
dbeaae  he  seat  ob  the  town;  which  leemed  a 
kiiid  of  drankeii  madness,  of  which  mad  fit 
VfOfi£  died  in  abundaace.  Whereupon  thej  ient 
deputies  finom  Calydon  to  the  oracie  of  Jupiter  of 
Dodona,  to  know  wbat  they  should  do  to  be  fireed 
firom  that  woefiil  malady.  Aoswer  was  glven, 
that  Coresiu  most  sacrifioe  CaUirfaoe,  or  some 
other  penon,  that  would  dedicate  himself  in  her 
stead,  to  appease  the  anger  of  Bacchas.  The 
▼ii|iii,  when  ahe  could  no  way  obtain  her  life  of 
ber  rdatiODS,  was  brought  to  the  altar,  adomed  as 
▼ictims  iised  to  be,  to  be  sacrificed  by  her  lóyer 
Coresus:  whoae  wonderful  lorę,  erea  at  that 
pieaent,  so  conąuered  all  past  thoughts  of  rerenge, 
tfast  instead  of  ber  he  siew  himsdf :  the  Tirgin 
alco,  rdenting  of  her  crudty  to  him,  went  and 
siew  herself  at  a  fountain  near  the  town,  firom 
theooe  caUed  by  her  name,  Caliirhoe.'* 

Thns  &r  sir  George  Wheeler.  See  his  Joumey 
rato  Greece,  foU  book  W,  page  S9t. 

I  shall  only  add  that  the  ancient  eustoms, 
psiticidariy  of  the  orgia  or  rites  of  Baochos,  and 
of  tbe  sacrtfice,  are  alluded  to,  and  caidiilly 
obaorred,  in  the  8everal  parts  of  this  little  poem. 


High  in  Achaia,  splendid  firom  afiur, 
A  dty  flouri8h'd;  Calydon  its  name, 
Wasb'dby  B^ennal  chalky  flood ;  the  seat 
Of  M eleager,  from  the  slaughter*d  boar 
Glorioos.    A  tirgin  here,  amazing,  shone, 
CaDirfaoe  the  fiur :  her  ikther>s  boast ! 
For,  ah !  śbe  nerer  knew  a  mother'8  smile; 
Nor]eam*d  wbat  happiness  firom  marriage  springs. 
h  flow'r  of  yooth,  and  pnrer  than  tbe  snów, 
Which,  with  a  silrer  circle,  crown'd  the  head 
Of  the  steep  neighbour  mountain;  but  arerse 
To  Hymen*s  rites,  the  lorely  fi)e  of  man. 
O  why  win  beanty,  cruel  to  itself, 
No  less  than  other^  riolate  tbe  laws 
Which  Naturę  dictates,  and  itsdf  inspires ! 

A  thoDsand  loirers  from  th'  Olenian  bill, 
From  raogh  Pylene,  and  from  Pleoron's  tow'rs, 
Theirpassion  pleaded:  bat  Coresus,  chief, 
Tbe  Calydonian  priest  of  Bacchus,  form'd 
By  Venus*  self  for  love ;  in  beaaty's  pride; 
Toung,  bounteoos,  afiable.    Wbat  tender  arts, 
What  winning  carriage,  and  respcctfiil  suit, 
Abnost  to  zealous  adoration  sweH^d, 
Bid  he  not  prectise  >    But  in  vain.    And  now 
Ihew  near  the  orgial  festival,  and  rites 
hymuL    Poor  Coresus,  to  approve 
Tbe  vonders  of  his  1ove  and  dear  regaid, 
By  scorn  anquench'd,  and  growing  by  neglect» 
(lo  hopes  to  soften  her,  at  least  adom) 
Fresenied  to  this  mordress  of  his  peace 
Tbe  ritual  omaments^  by  yirgins  worn 
Upon  the  solemn  feast,    The  iry-spear, 
With  winding  green,  and  yiny  foliage  gay, 
Cari'd  by  his  band:  a  mitrę  for  his  h«id, 
Corioiis  aumaiPd  with  imitated  grapes, 
Ofbludiing  robies  form'd:  the  pall  of  lawo, 
Flower^d  with  the  conquests  of  the  purple  god ; 
The  nsta,  siłyer  j  apd  the  cymbals,  gold : 


And  piny  toreb  (O  were  it  H3rmen's!)  t]ng'd 
With  spicy  gums,  to  feed  the  ready  flame. 

Open»d  the  festiTal— Loose  to  the  winds, 
Di8heveU'd,  bare,  the  yirgins  giye  their  necks 
And  wanton  hair.     "  Broe  !'*  they  mad'ning  ery. 
And  shake  their  torches.    "  Eyob  !  lo !"  rends 
The  air,  and  beats  the  echoing  vault  of  Heav'n. 
The  hills,  the  yales  with  lo!  £vce!  ring. 

Tbe  tempie  opens  to  the  sacred  throng ; 
When  foremost  enters,  as  in  dres^and  charms, 
Callirboe,  so  in  speed.    Their  loyers  wait, 
With  buming  expectation,  to  enfold 
His  beauteous  mistress  each.    High  on  a  throne 
Coresus  b]az*d  in  jewels  and  in  gold. 
Morę  charming  in  himself.    Suick  with  his  eye 
He  catch'd  CaUirhoe,  and,  descending,  c]asp>d 
With  eager  transport  her  reluctant  waist. 
A  thousand  yows  he  bTeath*d,  and  melting  things 
He'  spoke  and  look^d ;  but  to  tbe  rocks  and  wind. 
What  could  he  morę  ?  Yes  morę  he  did :  for  what, 
What  can't  a  loyer,  like  Coresus,  do  ? 
Neglectfal  of  his  dignity  he  sunk 
(Still  loye  disdains  what  dignity  demands, 
O^er  Jupiter  himself  supremę)  he  sunk, 
And  trembled  at  her  feet,  with  prostrate  zeal, 
As  to  his  God.     He  dy'd  upon  her  band 
With  sighing  languishment ;  he  gaz'd  bis  soul 
At  eyery  ardent  glance  into  ber  eyes; 
Most  eloąuently  silent !     0'er  his  cheek 
The  gushing  tears,  in  big,  round  drops,  diffbsM 
The  dews  of  passion,  and  the  brain's  soft  sbowY, 
Potent  to  warm  the  most  obdurate  breast, 
Tho'  cold  as  maible.    Idłe  were  his  tears. 
His  glances,  languishment,  and  prostrate  zeal. 

Disdainful — ^frowning:    "  Hence,"  ahe  cry*dy 
To  interrapt  my  progress  in  the  rites  [**  nor  dare 
With  thy  capricious  rudeness.    Shall  the  priest 
Tbe  mysteries  of  Bacchus  thus  profane, 
In  his  own  tempie  too  ?    Aud  rather  pay 
To  Venus  his  deyotion,  than  his  Ood  ?" 
Then,  baoghty  as  away  she  tnm'd,  he  grasp'4 
Her  knees ;  upon  her  garments  flowing  train 
Shiyering  he  hung :  and  with  beseeching  eyes, 
Thus,  firom  the  abundanoe  of  his  heart,  com- 
plainM: 

"  If  pity  be  no  stranger  to  thy  breast, 
(As  surę  it  should  not  to  a  breast  like  thine. 
Soft  as  the  swanny  down  1)  relenting,  hear; 
In  fiselingness  of  spirit,  mildly  lend 
Attention  to  the  language  of  my  heart, 
Sick  with  o^er^flowing  tendemess  and  loye. 
I  loye  thee  with  tbat  innocence  of  truth, 
That  purity  of  passion  and  desire 
Unutterable,  of  bequeathing  up 
My  heart,  my  life,  my  all  into  thy  hands, 
Into  thy  gentle  custody;-— that  all. 
My  heart,  my  life,  are  bittemess  and  weight 
Of  agony  without  thee.    Since  I  first, 
(By  Bacchus*  self  I  swear)  bebeld  that  face^ 
Aiiid  nameless  magie  of  those  radiant  eyes, 
AU  the  foundation  of  my  peace  gaye  way : 
While  hopes  and  fears  rosę  up  in  bosom-war 
To  desolate  tbe  quiet  of  my  days. 
Thy  dear  idea  was  my  iancy's  dream ; 
It  mingled  with  my  lilood ;  and  in  my  yeins 
Tbrobb^di  undulating,  as  my  life  were  stnog. 
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I  Uve  but  on  thc  tłiougłiŁ  of  thee ;  my  breast 
Bleeds  in  ińe,  with  distress  to  see  thee  frown. 

0  smile !  by  thy  dead  mother^s  revereiid  dust, 
£y  all  thy  boweU  are  most  fund  of,  smile, 
And  chasf  these  heavy  clouds  of  grief  away. 

1  beg  by  Baccbu^;  for  his  sake  be  kiod." 

Herę,  intcmipted  by  the  swelling  stono 
Of  passion  labouńng  in  his  breast,  his  words 
Gave  way  lor  sighs  and  tears  to  speak  the  »sŁ 
She,  in  cuntempfous- derision,  smiPd, 
To  whicb  her  fruwns  were  innocent  j  and  thus : 
•*  Thy  staggeriug  Pow»r,  and  thee  I  scorn  alike; 
Hini  I  despise,  for  choobinar  thee  his  priest; 
Tliee,  for  thy  arrogance  aud  oourŁship  yile." 

Indignant  he,  in  wrathful  mood  (alarmM 
Itfure  at  his  god  revil'd,  than  scoru  for  him) 
First  casting  on  the  ground  his  mitred-crown, 
With  hauds  and  eye:i  uplifled,  ardent,  pray^dr 

"  Offspring  of  Jove,  Evoq  Łysus,  hcar ! 
If  e'er  these  łiands  with  ivy  wreaths  thy  brow 
Circled,  and  twining  tendrils  of  the  vine: 
If  e'er  my  grateful  tongue,  big  with  thy  praise, 
.Evce  Lyaeus !  lo  Bacehus !  sung : 
If  e*er  thy  seryaut  on  thy  altars  pour'd, 
Copious,  the  purple  wave  of  offer'd  winę. 
And,  busy,  fed  the  consecrated  fire, 
With  fat  of  ass,  or  hog,  or  mountain-goat; 
Deroutly  lavish  in  the  sacrifice : 
Avenge  thy  priest ;  this  cursed  race  destroy : 
Thy  honours  violated  thus,  avow ; 
Till  they  confess  tbii»  staggering  pow*r  a  god.*' 

He  prayM. — Loud  peals  of  thunder  shook  the 
Thc  image,  noddiug,  his  petition  sealM ;        [fitne : 
And  Baochas  gave  the  Calydonian  race 
To  maduess,  aud  unutterable  woes. 

The  frantic  crowd,  as  if  with  winę  possest,        ' 
And  the  strong  spirit  of  the  ilamin?  Kr^pCf 
To  and  fro  reel,  and  stagger  to  and  fro, 
In  diChyrambic  mcasures,  wild,  convoIv*d. 
They  toss  their  cynibals,  and  their  torches  shake, 
Shrieking,  and  tear  their  hair,  and  gash  their  flesh, 
And  howl,  and  foam,  and  whecl  the  rapid  dance 
In  giddy  maże :  with  fury  then  o'erbomy 
Enthusiastłc,  whirling  in  despair, 
^lat,  drop  down  dead  (  aod  heaps  on  heaps  expire. 

AmazM,  conibunded  at  the  raging  pest, 
The  yenerable  fathers,  in  debatę, 
To  speed  inquiriiig  deputies,  resoIvM, 
To  high  1)odona's  groye;  with  yocal  oaks 
Umbrageous,  aged,  vast,  the  struggłing  day 
£xcluding:  the  prime  oracie  of  Grecce! 

Ob8equioiis,  they  hastę:  inquire:  return: 
And  thos  tho  counsels  of  the  god  disclose: 

"  The  ragę  of  Bacehus  for  his  injur*d  priest, 
Toresus,  by  Ca11irhoe'8  scorn  repuls'd, 
Yoar  city  wastes :  and  with  fiinert*al  fircs 
Your  streets  shall  redden,  fonnidably  bright, 
Till  by  Coresus"  hand  the  cruel  maid 
A  sacrifice  be  ofier^d  up :  or  one, 
Free,  ancompelPd,  embrace  the  destjn'd  steel, 
Deyoted  in  her  stead ;  and  błeed  for  her. 
9o  yon^U  appea«e  the  god  j  the  plague  be  stay'd." 


They  said.    Staring  affn^Ł,  and  dumb  amaztf 
The  fathers  seize :  but  chief,  JEnebs,  thee, 
Cal)iihoe'B  old  miscrabie  sire! 
Tenfołd  affliction  to  the  graye  weighs  down 
Thy  silver'd  hairs.    But  Fate  and  Heayhi  reqiiii«: 

Soon  through  the  city  spread  the  news,  aodsooa 
Wounded  Całlirhoe*s  ear.     Her  spindle  drops 
Neglected  from  her  hand.    Prone  on  the  floor, 
She  fiills,  she  feints;  her  breath,  her  colour  fled: 
Paie,  cold  and  pale.    Till,  by  assisting  care, 
The  fragrant  spirit  hovers  o»er  ber  lips. 
And  Itfe  returning  stream^  in  rosy  gales  j 
Rekindled  only  to  despair.     She  knew 
The  yirgins  enyy'd ;  and  the  injur^d  youth 
Stung  with  her  scorn,  would  wanton  in  her  woands. 
Nor  one,  one  offer  up  the  willing  breast 
A  yictim  for  her  life.     And  now  the  crowd, 
Impatient  of  their  miseries,  bcsiege 
The  marble  portal ;  burst  thc  bolted  gates; 
Demand  Callirhoe ;  furious  to  obey 
The  oracie,  aud  pacify  the  god. 

What  pangs,  unhappy  maid,  thy  bosom  tear, 
Sleepiess  and  sad  ?  releuting  now  too  late, 
Thy  stubbom  cruelty.    Coresus'  oharms 
Blaze  on  thy  mind;  his  unexampled  loye^ 
His  every  yirtue  rising  to  thy  thought. 
Just  in  his  fury,  see  the  pointed  steel 
Waves,  circling}  o^er  thy  tbrobbing  breast;  be 
He  riots  in  thy  blood  with  dire  delight ;  [strikes; 
Insatiate !  He  głuts  his  heart  of  ragę 
With  thy  warm  gushing  life;  and  dcath  enjóys, 
Rcdoubiing  wound  on  wouiid,  and  blow  on  blow. 

Thus  pa88*d  her  hours.  And  now  the  dewy  mom 
The  mountains  tipp'd  with  gold,  aod  threatened 
Without  the  city  gates,  a  ibuntain  wclIs        [(lay* 
Its  Itying  waters,  elear  as  shining  glass: 
Hauot  of  the  Nymphs !  A  cypress*  agcd  armS 
Threw  round  a  yenerable  gluom,  and  scem'd 
Itself  a  groye.     An  altar  on  the  brink 
Conyent^^nt  rosę :  for  holy  custom  wills 
Each  yictim  to  be  spriukled  with  its  streams, 
New  from  pollution,  worthier  of  tłie  god. 
Fierce  for  the  sacriAce,  Coresus  here 
Waited;  and,  stimulated  with  rei^enge, 
He  cursM  and  chid  the  lazy-circling  hours 
Too  slow,  as  if  injurious  to  his  hate. 

But  soon  the  gath*ring  crowd  and  shoiits  pn>- 
Callirhoe  near.    Her  weeping  damsols  lead  [claim 
The  destin*d  offering,  loyely  in  distress, 
And  Rparkling  through  her  tears.  A  myrtle  crown 
With  roses  glowing,  and  sclected  grcen, 
Th*  ambrosiai  plenty  of  her  golden  hair 
Entwine :  in  looks,  a  Yenus ;  and  a  Grace 
In  motion.     5tcarce  the  flow*rs  of  sixteen  springą 
The  fields  had  painted,  sińce  iEneus  first 
Fondled  his  babę,  and  blest  her  on  his  knee. 
Fiy*n  mountain-clowns,  who  never  pity  knew, 
Riflented,  and  the  hardest  heart  wept  blood, 
SubduM  by  beauty,  tbo*  the  iatal  source 
Of  all  their  misery.     What  tumults  then 
Roli  in  thy  breast,  Coresus !  while  thy  hands 
The  purifying  waters  on  her  head 
Pour'd  tremblmg;  and  the  sacred  knife  nnsheath*d ! 

Wiping  the  silver-streaming  tears  away, 
She  with  a  look  nor  cbeerfal,  nor  disaiay*dy 
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Bot  lao^ishingfy  sweet,  her  niby  lips 
Soft-op*Diiig,  Łhns  bcgaii :  *<  Father  and  friends, 
WooihI  me  mot  doubly  with  your  tender  grief : 
1  vas  not  born  alone  fbr  you.     My  lifc 
I  dadiy  offer  for  my  country*8  wcal : 
Tis  glory  tbas  to  die.    Receive  my  blood 
Dear  native  soil !  O  msty  it  health  reśtore 
And  peace ;  and  Bacchus'  wrath  be  new  appeasM, 
And  Uiou,  Coresus,  whoin  I  most  bave  wrong'd, 
Łook  not  so  fiercely  on  me,  while  tbe  steel 
Mjr  once-lov*d  bosom  lances ;  drop  a  tear; 
One  sigh  tn  mercy  heavc,  and  drop  one  tear, 
And  I  will  tbank  thee  for  thy  blo\v.     Fur,  oh ! 
I  nerer  hated  tbeo:  but  female-pride, 
Our  sex's  cur^e !  forbade  me  to  comply, 
Too  easy  won ! — Then  pity  me,  Coresus; 
O  pity;  and  if  póssible,  forgive." 

Heanswer'd  not:  but,  ardent,  8natch'd  theknife, 
And,  runnin^  o*er  ber  beauties,  strangely  wiid, 
Witb  cyes  which  witiic3)«*d  hutre  dismay  and  love, 
"  Thus,  thns  I  satisfy  tbe  gods !"  be  cry*d, 
AimI  bury'd  in  his  beart,  in  his  <fwn  beart, 
The  pitlty  blade:     Then,  reeling  to  ber  arms, 
Hesunk,  and  groaning,  "  O  CaUirfaoc!"-^y*d. 

HeaT*n  riugs  with  shouts,  '*  Was  ever  love  like 
this  ?" 
Callirhoe  shriek*d  ^  -and  from  thc  gaping  wound, 
Satck  as  the  lightnings  wing,  tbe  reeking  knife 
WrenchM :  in  an  agony  of  grief  and  loye, 
Her  bosom  piercing,  on  his  bosom  feil, 
Aiłd  si?b*d  upon  his  lips  her  life  away. 
Tłtpir  blo^jd  uniting  in  a  friendiy  stream, 
With  bubblrng  purpW  stainM  tbe  siWcr-flood, 
Which  to  the  fountaiu  gave  CaIlirhoc's  name. 


TO  j^ISS  AD  Dl  SON. 

ON  SEEING   MR.  ROWE'8  MONUMENT 

IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY, 

IRICTED  AT  THE  EXP£NSE  OF  HIS  WIDÓW. 

Lite  sn  applauding  people  rear'd  tbe  stone 
To  Sbakspeare^s  honour,  and,  alike,  their  own. 
A  peffect  whole,  where  part  consents  to  part; 
The  wonder  he  of  Naturi^,  this  of  A  rt. 
And  now  a  wife  (ye  wits,  no  morę  despise 
Tbe  name  of  wifiE')  bids  Rowe  in  marble  rise. 
Smiling  he  Ticws  her  conjngal  regard ; 
A  nation^s  cost  ba<l  becn  a  less  reward : 
A  nation'8  praise  may  vulgar  spints  move, 
Rowe  morę  deserrM  and  gaiuM,— a  sponiial  lorę. 


O  Italy!  thy  iąjurM  marble  keep 
1Ve{»  in  thy  bowels,  providently  deep, 
Wben  fools  would  force  it  over  knaves  to  weep. 
But  whcn  tnie  wit  and  mertt  cłaim  a  shrinc, 
Foor  forth  thy  stores  and  beggar  every  minę. 
Tbeydaimtbem  now :  for  Virtue,  Seiise,  and  Wit 
Hare  long  been  fled,  and  want  thy  succours— yet: 
Th(7  claim  tbem  now  ibr  one,— yes,  one,  I  see : — 
MazUe  woułd  weep— if  Addison  be  he. 

O  CTOwn'd  with  ałl  the  glories  of  thy  race, 
The  fatber*8  candour,  and  thc  mother^s  grace ! 
With  Bowe,  Cbarlotta !  vie,  in  gcnerous  strife, 
And  let  tbe  daughtcr  emniate  the  wjfe. 
Bejostly  pious;  raise  the  honour'd  stone, 
AiMl,30---deserve  a  Rowe,  oi— Addison  I 


THE  MILKMAID. 


TwAS  at  the  cool  and  fragrant  hottr, 
When  ev*ning  steals  upon  the  sky, 
Tliat  Lucy  sought  a  woodbine-grove. 
And  Colin  taught  the  grove  to  sigh ; 
The  sweetest  damsel  she,  on  al!  the  plains| 
The  softest  lover  he,  of  ail  the  swains. 

He  took  her  bjc  the  lily-band, 

Which  oft  had  madę  the  milk  look  pale; 

Her  cheeks  with  modest  roses  glowM, 

As  thus  he  breathM  his  tender  tale:         "* 

The  list^ning  streams  awhile  forgot  to  flow, 

The  doYes  to  marmur,  and  the  breeze  to  blow. 

"  O  smile  my  love !  thy  dimply  smiles 

Shall  lengtben  on  the  setting  ray: 

Thus  let  us  meit  the  buurs  in  bliss, 

Thus  sweetly  languisb  life  away: 

Thus  sigh  our  souls  into  each  other^s  breast, 

As  tnie  as  turŁles,  and  as  turtles  blest! 

"  So  may  thy  cowś  for  ever  crown 

With  floods  of  milk  thy  brimiiig  pail; 

So  may  thy  chcese  all  eheese  surpass, 

So  may  thy  buttef  never  fail: 

So  may  each  vii  lagę  ruund  this  truth  declare, 

That  Lucy  is  the  fairest  of  the  tair. 

"  TTiy  lips  with  streams  of  honey  flow. 

And  pouting  swcll  with  healiug  dews ; 

Morę  sweets  are  blended  in  thy  breatb, 

Than  all  thy  father^d  fields  difTusc: 

Tho*  thousand  flow»rs  adom  each  blowing  field, 

Thy  lovely  cheeks  morę  bloomiug  beauties  yield. 

"  Too  long  my  erring  eyes  had  rov*d 
On  city-dames  in  scarlet  drest ; 
And  scornM  the  charmful  village-maidy 
With  innocence  and  grogram  blest: 
Since  Lucy's  native  graces  filPd  my  sight, 
The  painted  city-dames  no  morę  delight, 

'<  The  speaking  purple,  when  you  blush, 
Out-glows  the  bcarlefs  deepest  dye; 
No  diamonds  tremble  on  thy  bair. 
But  brighter  sparkle  in  thy  eye. 
Trust  me  the  smiling  apples  of  thy  eyes,  • 
Are  tempting  as  were  those  in  Paradise. 

**  The  tunefiil  Iinnet*8  warbling  notes, 

Are  gratefiil  to  the  shepbei-d-swain ;  ' 

To  drooping  plants,  aud  thirsty  fields 

The  siWer  drops  of  kindly  rain ; 

To  blossoms,  dews,  as  blossoms  to  the  bee; 

And  thou,  my  Lucy !  only  art  to  me. 

*'  But  mark,  my  lo^e !  yon  westcrn-clouds : 
With  liąuid  gold  they  scem  to  bum: 
The  Ev'ning  Star  will  soon  ap^iear, 
And  OYerflow  his  silver  urn. 
Soft  stillness  now,  and  fklling  dews  inrite 
To  taste  the  balmy  blessliigs  of  thc  night, 

"  Yet  ere  \s?e  part,  one  boon  I  crare. 

One  tender  boon !  nor  this  deny : 

O  promise  that  you  still  will  love, 

O  promise  this!  or  else  1  die : 

Death  else  my  only  rcmcdy  must  prore ; 

PU  ccase  to  Uve,  wbea(i'(;r  you  cease  to  luve.* 
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Sbe  stghM,  and  blushM  a  sweet  conaent; 

Joyous  he  tbank'd  her  on  his  knee, 

And  warmly  pres8*d  her  virgin-lip<-ii« 

Was  erer  yonth  so  bless^d  as  he  !«— 

The  Móon,  to  light  the  lovera  bomeward,  rosę. 

And  Philomela  lulPd  them  to  repose* 


THE  COmUEST. 

When  Phcebus  heard  lanthe  sing 
And  two^tly  bid  the  groYes  rejoice, 
Jealous  he  smote  the  trembling  string, 
Bespairing,  quite,  to  match  her  ▼oice. 

Smilingy  her  harpsieord  sbe  strung : 
As  soon  as  she  began  to  play, 
Away  his  harp  poor  Phoebus  flung; 
It  was  no  time  for  him  to  stay. 

Yet  hołd ;  belbre  your  godship  go 
The  iair  sball  gain  another  prize ; 
Your  voice  and  lyre^s  outdone,  you  know  ; 
Nor  less  thy  sunshine  by  her  eyes. 


THE   BEE. 

Lbatb  wanton  Bee,  those  blossoms  lea^e, 

Thou  buzzing  barbinger  of  Spring, 

To  Stella  fly,  and  sweeter  spoils 

Shall  load  thy  thigb,  and  gild  thy  wing. 

Her  cbecks,  ^er  lips  witb  roses  swell, 
Not  Paphian  roses  deeper  glow; 
And  lilies  o'er  her  bosom  spread 
Their  spotless  sweets,  and  balmy  snów. 

Then«  grateful  for  the  sacred  dews, 
Invite  her,  humming  round,  to  rest; 
Soft  dreams  may  tune  her  soul  to  love, 
Tho*  coldness  arm  her  waking  breast. 

But  if  she  still  obdurate  prore, 
O  shootthy  sting. — ^The  little  smart 
May  teach  her  then  to  pity  me 
Tran8fix'd  with  LoTe*s  and  Beauty's  dart. 

Ab  no,  forbear,  to  sting  forbear; 
Go,  fly  unto  thy  bire  again. 
Much  rather  let  me  die  for  her, 
Than  she  eodur0  the  least  of  pain. 

Oo,  fly  unto  thy  hire  again, 
With  morę  than  Hybla-honey  blest: 
For  Pope'8  sweet  lips  prepare  the  dew, 
Or  else  for  Love  a  nectar-feast. 


THE  MORNING  LARK. 

AKACRBONTIC. 

FsATHBR^D  lyric !  warbling  high, 
Sweetly  gaining  on  the  sky , 
Op*niug  with  thy  matin-lay 
(Nature^s  hymn!)  the  eye  of  day, 
Teach  my  soul,  on  early  wing, 
Thus  to  soar  and  thus  to  sing. 


While  the  bloom  of  onent  ligbt 
Gilds  thee  io  thy  tunefol  flight, 
May  the  Day-spring  firom  on  higii| 
Seen  by  Faith's  religious  eye, 
Cheer  me  with  his  Yital  ray, 
Promise  of  eteroal  day ! 


ANNA  MARIA  W*VF**RD*! 

**  Go,  Anna !"  Naturę  said,  *'  to  Oxfoid  go : 
(Anna!  the  faircst  form  and  mind  below, 
Blest  with  each  gift  of  Naturę  and  of  Art 
To  charm  the  reasou  or  to  fix  the  heart) 

00  with  a  sprigbtly  wit  and  easy  mień. 
To  prove  the  Graces  four,  the  Muses  ten. 

1  see  the  wits  adore,  the  wise  approTe, 
EVn  fops  themselves  ha^e  almust  sense  to  lovtt. 
When  poets  would  describe  a  lip  or  eye,  ' 
They'11  look  on  thee  and  lay  their  Orids  by* 
I  see  a  love-8ick  youtfa,  with  passion  fir'd, 
Hang  on  thy  channs,  and  gazę  to  be  inspii^di. 
With  asking  eyes  esplain  his  silent  woes^ 
Glow  as  he  looks,  yet  tremble  as  he  glows : 
Then  dmnk  with  beauty,  with  a  warmer  rage^ 
Pour  thy  soft  graces  throogfa  the  tragic-page. 
He  sigbs;— he  bleeds; — to  twilight  sbaides 

flies: 
Shakspeare  he  drops,  and  with  hik  Otway  diet. 
This  pomp  of  charms  you  owe  to  me  alone, 
The  charms  which  scaroe  8ix  thoosand  years  ha^e 
That  foce  illumin'd  softly  by  the  mind,   [known. 
That  body,  almost  to  a  soul  refin'd; 
That  sweetness,  onty  to  an  angel  giT'n ; 
That  blosh  of  innoCence,  and  smile  of  Heav'n ! 
I  bade  thy  cheeks  with  moming-purple  glow  ^ 
I  bade  thy  lips  with  nectar-epirit  flow; 
I  bade  the  diamond  point  thy  azure  eyes, 
Tum'd  the  fine  waist,  and  taught  the  breast  to  riśe. 
Whetber  thy  siWer  tides  of  musie  roli, 
Or  peocil  on  the  can^ass  strikes  a  soul, 
Or  curious  needle  pricks  a  band  or  heart, 
At  once  a  needle,  and  at  once  a  dart ! 
AU  own  that  naturę  is  alone  thy  art. 
Why  thus  I  form'd  thy  body  and  thy  mind 
Witii  sumless  graces,  prodigally  kind, 
The  reason  was, — but  you  in  time  will  know  it;— « 
One  is,  but  that*s  the  least — ^to  make  a  poet" 


he 


MINER  VA  MISTAKEN. 

MiNERVA  last  week  (pray  let  no  body  doubt  it) 
Went  an  airing  from  Oxford,  six  mUes,  or  about  it: 
When  she  spy'd  a  young  virgin  so  blooming  and 

fair,  [there  ? 

That,  «  O  Yenns,"  she  cry»d,  '*  is  your  ladyship 
Pray  is  not  that  Oxford?  and  lately  you  swore 
Neither  you,  nor  one  like  you,  sbonhl  trouble  as 

morę.  [fy>d  >«» 

Do  you  thus  keep  your  promise  ?  and  am  I  de- 
The  virgin  came  nearer  and  smiling  reply'd: 
'*  My  goddess !  what,  have  you  your  pupil  for^ 

got?»'—  [s ?•» 

— "  Your  pardon,   my  dear,  is  it  you,  Molly 

■  Written  ilk  a  window  at  the  Three-Tapfi  ta- 
vem,  Oxford;  May  29t^,  1738. 


ON  MIL  POPE^S  WORKS. 
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THE  MAGL 

A    gACRED   ECŁOGUS. 

No  morę  in  beaaty'8  praise  mj  numbera  moTe, 
Kor  mełt  away  in  dying  ialls  of  love  : 
A  cfaUd  on  Eazth,  yet  Heav>n's  eternal  kin;, 
The  manger^d  God,  tbe  Yirg^n^s  Son  I  siog.  [flow, 
Thou  FotintaiD-Good,  with  light  my  soul  o*er- 
With  halloir*d  ardoor  bid  my  bosom  głów ! 
Fir^d  at  tbe  promise  of  tby  dawning  ray, 
Tbe  castem  sages  fonnd  oelestial  day. 

Drawnby  a  leading  flame,  with  sweet  suiprise, 
Tbe  Infimt  Deity  salates  tbeir  eyes. 
The  Heir«]ect  of  Łove  bis  motber  prest, 
Siiid'd  in  ber  araia,  and  wanton'd  on  ber  breast* 
No  jewels  sparkle  here,  nor  India'8  stores 
Tbe  poitaU  brighten  or  emblaze  tbe  doors. 
9at  yoiing-«yM  serapbims  around  him  glow. 
And  Mercy  spreads  ber  many-coloarHl  bow! 
Ber  bow,  oomposM  of  new^reated  light, 
Ho«  sweetly  lambent  and  how.softly  brigbt! 
The  lacred  eircie  of  embodied  rays 
Ute  cradle  crowna,  and  round  his  temples  plays. 
So  thinęs  tbe  rainbow  round  th'  eternal  throne 
Tosbade  tbe  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  One. 
By  tiima  the  raby  bleeds  a  beam,  by  tums, 
Smiles  ttie  green  em*rakl,  and  tbe  topaz  bunis : 
The  Tarioas  opal  minglea  every  ray, 
Pades  into  iaintness,  deepens  into  day : 
Pronusciioas  luatre  kindles  balf  the  skies, 
Too  slippery  brigbt  for  keen  seraphic  eyes. 
The  Tenerable  three,  low-bending  down, 
Eitend  tbeir  offierings  and  the  Godhead  own. 

MAG.  I. 

Trom  eaatem  realras,  where  first  the  in&nt 
sight 
Sprhięs  into  day  and  streaks  the  fading  night. 
To  thee  we  bend,  belbre  tbe  moming  rise ; 
A  porer  morning  trembles  from  tby  eyes. 

MAG.  II. 

Id  tain  tbe  Sun  with  Ugbi  his  orb  arrays, 
Oor  senae  to  dazzle,  and  as  God  to  blaze; 
Thnragh  his  transparent  fallacy  we  see, 
AaA.  own  the  Sun  is  but  a  star  to  thee. 

BIAG.  III. 

Thoa  spotless  Essence  of  primeral  Light, 
Thy  tassals  own,  and  wash  thy  Ethiops  wbite. 
Thy  cloud  of  sabłe  witnesses  adom 
With  the  first  roses  of  thy  smiling  mom. 

MAG.  I. 

By  baids  foretold  the  ripen*d  years  are  come, 
6ods  &11  to  dttst  and  orades  are  dumb. 
Old  Ocean  mormnrs  from  bis  ouzy  bed, 
"  A  maid  bas  born  a  son,  and  Pan  is  dead. 

MAG.  II. 

Tbe  Nympbs,  tbeir  flaw*r-inwoveQ  trestes  tom, 
O^er  fiMmtains  weep,  iu  twilight  thickets  mourn. 
long,  bollow  groans,  deep  sobs,  tbick  screecbes 
£ach  dreaiy  vaUey  and  each  shaded  bill.         [fili 

MAG.  III. 

Ko  morę  sbaU  Memphian  timbrels  wake  the  mora, 
tfu  morę  shaU  h«"w»«^"  lift  hia  gUded  born. 


From  hence  in  vain  sball  Belzebub  rebel. 
Anubis  howis,  and  Moloch  sinks  to  HelL 

MAG.  I. 

Herę  lows  a  buli;  a  golden  gleam  adoraa    ' 
The  circliog  honours  of  his  beamy  boms. 
He  safely  lows,  nor  fears  the  holy  knife. 
No  sacrifice  from  hence  sball  drink  his  life. 

MAG.  II. 

Ye  gardens,  blush  with  never-fading  flow^rs. 
For  ever  smile,  ye  meads,  and  blow,  ye  bow>n: 
Bleat,  all  ye  hi  lis,  be  whitenM,  all  ye  plains; 
O  Earth,  rąjoice !  th>  Eternal  Sbepberd  reigni. 

MAG.  IIŁ 

Ye  lilies,  dip  your  leaves  in  fidling  snów, 
Ye  roses,  with  the  eastera-scariet  glow. 
To  crown  tbe  God:  ye  angels,  hastę  to  poar 
Your  rain  of  nectar,  and  your  stany  ^ow*r. 

MAG.  I.    Ofert  gokU 

The  ore  of  India  ripens  into  gohi, 
To  gild  thy  courfs,  thy  tempie  to  infold. 
Accept  tby  emblematic  gift;  again 
Saturnian  years  rerol^e  a  golden  reign! 

MAG.  II.    OffenfrmkmoBue, 

For  thee  Arabia^s  happy  forests  rise. 
And  clouds  of  odours  sweetly  stain  the  skies. 
While  fragrant  wreaths  of  sknoking  incense  roll^ 
Receive  our  pray>rs,  the  incense  of  the  soul ! 

MAG.  Ul.     Ciffwrt  fm/rrk. 

The  weeping  myrrh  with  balmy  sorroW  flows, 
Thy  cup  to  sweeten  and  to  sooth  thy  woess 
So  prophets  sing^for  (human  and  di^ine) 
The  man  was  bom  to  griere,  the  God  to  shine. 

MAG.  I. 

Smile,  sacred  Infimt,  smile :  thy  rosy  breast 
£xcels  the  odours  of  tbe  epicy  East; 
The  buroish*d  gold  is  dross  before  thy  eye, 
Thou  God  of  Sweetness,  God  of  Purity  1 

MAG.  II. 

Ye  planeta,  unregarded  walk  the  skies, 
Your  glories  lessen  as  his  glories  rise : 
His  radiant  word  with  gold  the  Sun  attires, 
Tbe  Moon  illumes,  and  ligbts  the  starry  fires. 

«  MAG.  ni. 

Hail,  Lord  of  Naturę,  hall !  To  thee  bdong 
My  soDg,  my  life,— I  give  my  life,  my  song : 
Walk  in  thy  light,  adore  tby  day  alone, 
Confiess  thy  loye,  and  pour  out  all  my  own. 


ON  MIL  P0P&8  WORSS. 

WlUTTBir  tOON  AFTBR  HIS  DEATH^ 

Man  not  alone  bath  end :  in  measur^d  time, 
(So  HeaT'n  bas  wilPd)  togetber  with  tbeir  snowf 
Tbe  everlasting  hills  sball  melt  away : 
This  solid  globe  dissoWe  as  ductile  wax 
Before  the  breath  of  Yulcan;  like  a  scroll 
ShriTel  th*  onfolded  curtąins  of  the  sky; 
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Thy;  planets,  Newton,  tumbie  from  their  spheres, 
Tbat  lead  banuonious  on  tbcir  mystic  rouiids: 
Tiie  Moon  be  perishM  from  ber  bloody  orb ; 
Tbe  Sun  bimself,  in  Hquid  ruin,  ru&b 
And  deluge  witb  destroying  flamcs  tbe  clobe— 
Pcacc  tben,  my  soul,  nor  grieve  tbat  Pope  isdead. 

If  erc  tbe  tuneful  spirit,  sweetly  strong, 
Spontaneous  nurobers,  tceming  in  my  breast, 
Enkindle  j  O,  at  tbat  cxalting  uame. 
Be  favourable,  be  propitious  now, 
Whiie,'  in  tbe  gratitudc  of  praise,  I  sing 
Tbe  vorks  and  wonders  of  this  man  di vine. 

T  tremble  wbile  1  write. — His  lisping  muse 
Surmounts  tbe  loftiesŁ  eifbrts  of  my  age. 
'What  wonder?  when  an  iufant,  be  appły'd 
The  loud  Papinian  h  trumpet  to  his  lips, 
Fir'd  by  a  sacred  fury,  and  inspii''d 
Witb  all  the  god,  in  sounding  numbers  sung 

Fratemal  ragę,  and  guilty  Tbebes'  alarms." 
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Surę  at  his  birth  (things  not  unknown  of  old) 
The  Oraces  round  his  cradle  wove  the  dance, 
And  led  the  maże  of  harmony :  the  Ninę, 
Pruphetic  of  his  futurę  honours,  poar*d 
Plentcous,  upon  his  lips  Castalian  dcws; 
And  attłc  bees  their  golden  stot«  distilI'<L 
The  soul  of  Homer,  sliding  from  its  star, 
Where,  radiant,  over  tbe  poetic  world 
It  rules  and  aheds  its  influence,  for  joy 
Shouted,  and  bless^d  the  birth :  the  sacred  choir 
Of  poets,  bom  in  elder,  better  times, 
£niaptttr*d,  caŁcb'd  the  elerating  sound, 
A  nd  roU'd  the  glad*ning  news  rix>m  sphere  to  sphere. 

O  listen  to  AIexi8*'  tender  pląint! 
How  gcutły  rural !  without  eoarseness,  plain; 
How  simple  in  his  clegance  of  grief ! 
A  sbephcrd,  but  ńo  clown.     His  cvery  lay 
Sweet  as  tbe  early  pipę  along  tbe  dale, 
When  bawtborns  bud,  or  on  tbe  thymy  brow 
When  all  the  mountaius  bleat,  and  ralleys  sing. 
Soft  as  tbe  nigbtingale^s  hirmoiiious  woe, 
In  dewy  even-tide,  when  cowslips  drop 
Their  sleepy  hcads,  and  lauguish  in  the  breeze. 

Imperial  Windsor^!  on  thy  brow  august, 
Superbly  gay,  exalt  thy  tow'ry  bcad ; 
(Mucii  prouder  of  his  verse  tban  of  thy  stars) 
And  bid  thy  forests  dance,  and,  nodding;  wave 
A  ycrdant  testimuny  of  thy  joy :  * 

A  native  Orphcus  warbling  in  thy  shades. 

• 

Ncxt,  in  the  critic-chair^  survey  him  thron'd, 
Imperial  in  his  art,  prescribiug  laws 
Clcar  from  tbe  knitted  brow,  and  squjnted  sneer: 
Learn*d,  without  pcdantry ;  corn^ctly  bold. 
And  rcgularly  casy.     Gentle,  no  w, 
Asrising  incense,  ordescending  dcws, 
The  yariegated  echo  of  his  tłiume: 
Kow,  animatiti  flame  oommauds  the  soul 
To  giow  witb  sncred  wonder.     Pointed  wit 
And  kecu  discernment  form  tbe  certain  page. 

^  Translation  of  the  first  book  of  Statius's 
Thebais. 
'  Pastorals. 

3  Windsur  Forcst    Mr.  Popc  bom  tbcre. 
*  £ssay  on  Criticism. 


Just,  as  the  Stagyrite;  as  Horace,  free; 
As  Fabian,  eleara  and  as  Pctronius'  gay. 

But  whcnce  those  peals  of  laugbter  shake  tb« 
Óf  decent  mirth^?     Am  I  in  Fairyland?    [sides 
Young,  eyanescent  forms,  before  my  eyes, 
Or  skim,  or  seem  to  skim;  tbin  essences 
Of  fluid  light ;  Zilpbs,  Zilphids,  Elves,  and  GDomes  ; 
Genii  of  Rosicruce,  and  ladics*  gods!— • 
And,  lo,  in  shining  trails,  Belinda's  hair, 
Bespangling  witb  dishev«ll'd  beams  the  sldes, 
Flames  o'er  tbe  night.     Behind,  a  Satyr  grins 
And,  jocuud  holds  a  glass,  reflecting,  feir, 
Hoops,  crosscs,  mattadores;  beaux,  shocks,  and 
Prumiscuously  wbimsical  and  gay.  j^belles, 

Tassoiii,  hiding  bis  dirainibb'd  bcad,  [skuiks, 

Droops  o^er  the  laugbing  page;  while  Boileau 
With  blusbes  coyer^d,  Iow  beneath  the  desk. 

Morę  mournful  scencs  invite^   The  mUky  vei« 
Of  amorous  grief  dcvolvcs  its  placid  wave 
Soft-streamiug  o^er  tbe  soul,  in  weeping  woe 
And  tendeme:»s  of  anguisb.     While  we  read 
Th'  infcctious  page,  we  sicken  into  love. 
And  languisb  with  involuntary  fires. 
The  Zephyr,  panting  on  the  silken  budt 
Of  breathing  violets;  the  yirgin^s  sigb, 
Rosy  with  youth,  are  turbulent  and  nóde. 
To  Sappho's  plaint,  and  Kloisa*s  moan. 

Hcav'n8  what  a  flood  of  cmpyreal  day 
My  aching  eyes  involves !  A  Tempie''  scMirSj 
Rising  likc  exbaIations,  on  a  mount. 
And,  wide,  its  adamantine  valves  expands. 
Three  monumentaj  columns,  bright  in  air, 
Of  figur^d  gold,  tbe  centrę  of  tlie  quire 
With  lustre  fiU.    Pope  on  the  midmost  shines 
Betwiict  his  Homer  and  his  Horace  plac'd. 
Superior  by  tlie  band  of  Justice.     Fame» 
With  all  ber  moutbs  th'  eternal  trumpet  sweUs, 
Exulting  at  his  name;  and,  gratefol,  pours 
The  lofty  notes  of  never-dying  praise, 
Triumphant,  floating  on  tbe  wings  of  wind. 
Sweet  o'er  tbe  world:  th*  ambrosial  spirit  flies 
Diflfusire,  in  its  progress  wid*ning  still, 
"  Dear  to  the  Earth,  and  gil^tcftd  to  the  sky.* 
Famę  owes  him  morę  tban  e*er  she  can  repay : 
She  owes  her  very  tempie  to  his  bands; 
Like  llium  built;  by  bands*  no  less  di^ine! 

Attention,  rouse  thyself !  the  master*s  band, 
(The  master  of  our  souls!)  has  chang*d  the  key» 
And  bids  tbe  thunder  of  tbe  battle  roar 
Tumultuous^.  .  Homer,  Homer  is  our  own! 
And  Grecian  hcrocs  flame  in  British  lines. 
What  pomp  of  words !  what  namelcss  eneigy 
Kindles  the  verse ;  invigours  eyeiy  linej 
Astonisbes,  and  oyeiwhelms  the  soul 
In  transport  tost !  when  fierce  Achilles  rayes. 
And  flasbes,  like  a  comet,  o'er  the  field,- 
To  wither  armies  with  his  martial  frown; 
I  see  the  battlc  ragej  I  hear  the  wbeels 
Careering  with  tbeir1>razen  orbs !     The  sboat 
Of  nations  rolls  (the  labour  of  tbe  winds)>->  " 
Fuli  on  my  ear,  and  shakes  my  inmost  soul. 

*  Rapc  of  the  Lock. 

*  Ovid»s  Sappho  to  Pbaon.    And  Eloise   to 
Abelard. 

"'  Tempie  of  Fmne.    «  TnuMlation  of  Homer. 


ON  A  PRESENT  OF  THREE  ROSES  FROM  lANTHE. 


«9 


Deacnption  never  coidd  so  well  deceivę: 
*Tis  real !  Troy  is  hcre,  or  I  at  Trojr 
Enjoy  the  war.     My  spirits,  all  on  fire,    . 
With  anestinguishM  violence  are  borne 
Abore  tbe  world,  and  mingle  with  the  gods. 
Olympos  rings  with  anns !  the  firmament, 
Beneath  the  lightning  of  MinerTa*s  shield, 
Burns  to  tbe  centrę:  rock  the  tow*rs  of  Heav'n. 
All  Natare  trem  bies !  8ave  the  throue  of  Jove  !-^ 
Have  mercy,  Pope,  and  kill  me  not  with  joy : 
'Ti«  tenfold  ragę,  an  agony  of  bltss! 
Se  l«ss  a  gody  nor  force  me  to  adore. 

To  root  excea9es  from  the  hnman-breast, 
Bebold  a  beauteous  pile  of  Ethic  •  riseC; 
Sense,  the  ibundation;  harmony,  the  walls; 
(The  Doric  grave,  and  gay  Corinthian  join'd) 
TlTieie  Socrates  and  Horace  jointly  reign. 
Best  of  philosopbers;  of  poets  too 
The  best!  He  teaches  thee  thyaelf  to  know: 
That  rirtne  is  the  noblest  glft  of  Heav'u : 
"  And  vindicates  the  ways  df  Qod  to  man.^' 
O  hearken  to  tlie  moralist  polite ! 
Enter  his  school  of  tnith;  where  Plato'9  self 
Might  preach;  ąnd  Tully  deign  to  lend  an  ear. 

Last  see  him  waging  with  the  fools  of  rhyme 
A  vanton,  barmless  war'^.     Ihmce  after  dunce, 
Beani,  doctors,  templars,courtierSy  sophs  and  cits, 
CondemnM  to  suffer  life.    The  motley  crew, 
Emerging  from  Oblivion's  muddy  pool, 
Give  tbe  round  face  to  Tiew,  and  sbameless  front 
Pioodly  expo8c;  till  Łaugbter  have  her  fiU. 

Bom  to  improre  the  age,  and  cheat  mankind 
lato  the  road  of  Honour! — Vice  again 
The  gilded  chariut  drives: — ^for  he  is  dead! 

■ 

I  saw  the  sab!e  barge,  along  his  Thames, 
In  slow  solemnity  beating  the  tidc, 
ConveT  his  sacred  dast! — Its  swans  expir'd, 
Wfthcr*d  in  Twit*nam  bow'rs  the  lam-el-bough; 
Sleottbe  Muse^  broke  thcir  id!c  lyres: 
Th'attendant  Graces  cIicckM  tbe  sprightiy  dance, 
Theirarms  unlockM,  ^nd  catcb'd  the  staiting  tear, 
And  Tirtue  for  her  lost  defender  mourn'd ! 


EPITAPH  ON  MY  FATRER\ 

IN  THE 

PARISH  CHURCH  OF  BROUGH,  'WESTMOREŁAND. 

Deir  to  the  wise  and  good  hy  all  approv>d, 

The  joy  of  Virtup,  and  nr»aveH*s  weU-beIov'd ! 

His  iife  inspir'd  with  every  better  art, 

A  leamed  head,  elear  sonl,  and  honest  heart. 

Each  science  ehose  his  breast  her  favuurite  seat, 

Earh  langnage^  but  tbe  language  of  deceiU 

Severe  his  Tirtues,  yet  bis  nianners  kind, 

A  mauły  fbrm,  and  a  scraphic  mind. 

So  long  be  walk^d  in  YirtueS  even  road, 

la  him  at  Iengtb>  'twas  natural  to  do  good« 

*  Ethic  Epistles.         *«  Dunciad. 

^  Francis  Thompson,  B.  D.  senior  fellow  of 
9iieea's  College,  Oxford,  and  vicar  of  Brough 
thirty-tiro  vears«  He  departod  tbis  life  Aug,  3l, 
1735,  aged  70. 


Like  Eden*,  his  old  age  (a  sabbath  rest!) 

FIow»d  without  noise,  yet  all  around  him  bl€«t! 

His  patron,  Jesus!  with  no  titles  grac»d, 

But  that  best  title,  a  good  parish  pritf  t. 

Peace  with  his  asbes  dwell.    And,  mortals,  know, 

The  sainfs  above ;  the  dust  alone  below. 

Tbe  wise  and  good  shall  pay  tbeir  tri  butę  here, 

The  modest  tribute  of  one  thought  and  tear; 

Then  pensiTe  sigh,  and  say,  "  To  me  be  giveB 

By  liTing  thus  on  Earth,  to  reign  in  Heaven.» 


EPITAPH  ON  MY  MOTHERK 

Ilf  THB 

I 

PARISH  CHDRCH  OF  BROUGH,  WESTaSOREŁAND. 

Here  rcsts  a  pattem  of  the  female  life, 
The  woman,  friend,  the  motber,  and  tbe  wife. 
A  woman  formM  by  Naturę,  morę  than  art, 
With  smiling  ease  to  gain  upon  the  ht^ail:. 
A  friend  as  true  as  guardian-angels  are, 
Kindness  her  law,  humanity  her  care. 
A  motber  sweetly  tender,  justly  dear. 
Oh !  never  to  be  nam'd  without  a  tear. 
A  wife  of  evcry  social  charm  possest, 
Blessing  her  husbands* — in  her  husbands  blest. 
Lo%'e  in  her  heart,  compassion  in  hor  eye, 
Her  thoughts  as  humble,  as  her  virtues  Itigh. 
Her  knowledge  useful,  nor  too  high,  nor  Iow, 
To  serye  ber  Maker,  and  herself  to  know. 
Bom  to  relieve  the  poor,  the  rich  to  płease. 
To  Iive  with  honour,  and  to  dic  in  peace. 
So  fuU  her  hope,  her  wishes  so  resignM^ 
Her  life  so  blamelesś,  so  unstainM  Iier  mind, 
Heav'n  smiPd  to  see,  and  gave  the  gracious  nod. 
Nor  longer  wou*d  detain  hec  from  ber  God, 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  HOLY  BIBLE. 

Ye  sacred  tomes,  be  my  uncrring  guide, 
Dove-hearted  saints,  and  prophets  eagle-eyM ! 
I  scorn  tbe  moral-fop,  and  ethic-sage, 
But  drink  in  Łruth  from  your  illumin*d  page: 
Like  Moses-bush  each  leaf  divinely  bright, 
Where  Ood  invests  himself  in  milder  light! 
Taught  by  your  doctrines  we  devoutly  rise, 
Faith  points  the  way,  and  Hope  unbars  the  skies. 
You  tune  our  passions,  teach  them  how  to  roil, 
And  sink  the  body  but  to  raise  the  soul; 
To  raise  it,  bear  it  to  raysterious  day. 
Nor  want  an  angcl  to  dircct  the  way !  * 


ON  A  PRESENT  OF 

THREE  ROSES  FROM  lANTHE. 

Three  roses  to  her  humble  slarc 
The  mistress  of  the  Graces  gave: 

*  The  river  Eden  ruus  near  Brou2:h. 

*  She  departcd  this  life  October  35,  1737, 
agcd  65. 

*  Hei-  formrr  husband  was  Jos.  Fisher,  M.  A. 
fellow  of  2ueen's  College,  Oxford,  vicar  of  Brough 
and  arch-deacon  of  Carlisle^  by  whom  the  had 
no  children. 


so 


THOMPSON'S  POEMS. 


Three  roses  of  ati  eastern  hue, 

Sweet-swelling  with  ambrosiat  deor. 

How  eacb,  with  glowing  pride,  displays 

The  riches.of  its  circling  rays! 

How  all,  in  sweet  abundance,  shed 

Perfiimes,  that  might  reviTe  the  dead ! 

^  Now  tdl  me,  (kir  one,  if  you  know, 

Whence  these  balmy  spirits  flow  ? 

Wheace  springs  this  modest  blush  of  ligbt 

Whicb  charms  at  once  and  pains  the  sight?" 

The  iair  one  knew,  but  wou'd  not  say, 
So  blush'd  and  smiling  went  ber  way. 
Impatient,  next  the  Muse  I  cali ;. 
Sbe  cooies,  and  thus  would  answer  all. 

**  Fool,"  (and  I  surę  desenr^d  the  name) 
**  Mark  well  the  beauties  of  the  damę, 
Aud  can  you  wonder  why  so  Iair, 
And  why  so  sweet  the  roses  are } 
Her  cheek  with  Hving  purple  glows 
Which  bhi6h'd  its  rays  on  every  rosę; 
Her  breath  exhalM  a  sweeter  smell 
Than  fragrant  fields  of  asphodel; 
The  sparkling  spirit  in  ber  eyes 
A  kindlier  influence  supplies 
Than  genial  suns  and  summer  skies. 
Now  can  you  wonder  why  so  fieiir. 
And  why  so  sweet  the  roses  are?* 
«*  Hołd,  tuneful  trińer,**  I  reply»d, 
•*  The  beauteous  cause  1  now  descry*d, 
Hołd,  talk  no  morę  of  summer  skies, 
Of  genial  suns  and — splendid  lies;  , 
Of  fragrant  fields  of  asphodel, 
And  brightest  rays  and  sweetest  smell; 
Wbatever  poetry  can  paint, 
Or  Muse  can  iitter — all  is  feint: 
Two  Words  had  bctter  all  expre8t; — 
*  She  look  the  roses  from— ber  breasL* " 


CUPID  MI  ST  A  KEK 

Vehvs  whipt  Cupid  t»  other  day. 
For  having  lost  his  bow  and  quiver : 

For  be  had  giv*n  them  both  away 
To  Stella,  queen  of  Isis  river. 

**  Mamma!  you  wrongmc  while  you  strike,* 
Cry'd  weeping  Cupid,  "  for  1  vow, 

jStella  and  you  are  so  allke, 

I  thought  that  1  had  lent  them  you." 


CUPID  m  LOFEi 

OR  8TEŁŁA  AND  THE  WA9P. 
ANACRBQNTIC. 

Cupin  by  a  bee  was  stung, 
Lately;  sińce  Anacreon  sung: 
Yenus,  with  a  smiling  eye, 
Laugh^d  to  hear  him  sob  and  sigh, 

Angry  Cupid  in  revenge, 
(Gods  their  shapes  at  pleasure  change) 
In  the  form  of  wasp  or  bee, 
Stella !  fix'd  his  sting  in  thee : 
Stella !  fairest  of  the  fair: 
Stella,  Yenus'  dearest  care ! 


In  reyenge  be  dealt  tbe  blow 
On  ber  favourite  below; 
In  reyenge  of  smiling  eyes, 
Sweetest  emblems  of  the  skies! 
"  O  my  finger!"  SteUa  cry'd: 
Would  for  SteUa  I  had  dy*d  I 
**  O  my  fioger!"  thrice  she  cry»d, 
Thrice  for  Stella  Pd  have  dy'd! 
Stella!  feirestof  tbe  fair, 
Stella,  Venus'  dearest  care! 
Yenus,  red'ning  dropp»d  a  tear: 
— "  Herę,  you  ąirrah,  Cupid,  here! 
Dare  you  torturę  like  a  foc, 
Stella,  my  belov'd  below  ? 
Curst  reyengoon  smiling  eyes, 
Sweetest  emblems  of  the  skies !" 
Cupid,  smit  with  Stella's  eye, 
Answer*d  Yenus  with  a  sigb, 
'*  Rather,  mamma,  pity  me; 
I  am  wounded  morę  than  she.*' 


ON  . 

WRmNG  LAURA^S  NAME  IN  THE  SNÓW. 

TBIRSIS  AND  DAMON. 
THIRBIS. 

Why,  Damon,  write  you  Laura*s  name 
In  snowy  letters?  prithee,  say : 
Was  it  ber  coldness  to  expres8, 
Or  show  thy  loye  would  melt  away  ? 
Or,  rather,  was  it  thisł  Because 
When  she  is  nam*d  you  bum  and  glow, 
Tberefore  in  hopes  to  cpol  your  breast 
You  writ  the  charmer^s  name  in  snów? 

DAMON. 

Tllirsts,  sińce  ink  would  biot  ber  charms, 
In  snów  I  chose  ber  name  to  write ; 
Since  only  snów  like  her  is  pure, 
Is  soft  alone,  alone  is  white. 
Perbaps  the  air  her  name  may  fteeze. 
And  every  letter  gpow  a  gem; 
Fit  characters  to  blaze  her  charms. 
And  owe  their  rays  to  Stella^s  name. 
A  monarch  for  the  precious  name 
Might  then  with  half  his  kingdom  part, 
Despise  the  jewels  on  his  crown. 
To  weaf  my  Laura  near  his  beart, 

THIRBIS. 

In  yain.    Behold  tbe  noontide  Sun 
Dissolyes  it  with  his  amorous  flame:— • 
The  liquid  syllables  are  lost: 
Now,  Damon,  w  here  is  Laura^s  name? 

DAMON. 

Too  true:  yet  tho'  her  name  dissolyes^ 
Tbe  sbining  drops  shall  not  be  lost: 
ini  drink  them  as  they  weep  away. 
And  still  her  name  shall  be  my  toast. 


EPILOGUE  TO  CATO. 

S^oken  by  a  yoUng  Gentleman  in  the  Character  qf 
Maraa^  b^re  a  prhate  Audienee, 

Critics  affirm,  a  bookish,  clo^nish  race« 
(I  wŁsh  they  durst  affirm  it  to  my  foce) 


/ 


THE  WEDDING  ńORN. 


31 


TIttt  lofe  in  tngedićs  blu  nought  to  do: 
laSe»t  if  so,  what  would  they  make  of  you  ? 
Wbjr,  make  yoa  usekss,  nameleBs,  hannless  things : 
How  hlae  their  doctrine,  I  appeal  to^-kings ; 
Appeal  to  Afric,  Asia,  Greece,  aod  Rdme: 
And,  fiuth,  we  need  not  go— flo  fiEur  from  home. 
For  08  tbe  lover  bums  and  bleeds  and  dies, 
1  haey  we  have  comets  in  our  eyes; 
Aod  tbey,  you  know,  are — aigns  of  tnigediefl. 
Tfaankf  to  my  sfean,  t»r,  rather,  to  my  feuce, 
Sempronioi  perish>d  for  that  very  case.        [der', 
The  boistProos  wi^etch  bawPd  out  ibr  peals  of  thun- 
Becaoae  be  could  not  force  me — ^to  come  under. 
Łard!  bow  I  tiemble  at  tbe  narrow  Bcape; 
Whicb  of  you  would  not — ^tremble — at  a  rape? 
Howe^er  tbat  be,  this  play  will  plainly  prore, 
That  liberty  is  not  so  sweet  as  lo^e. 
Thiok,  ladies,  think  what  fiincies  ffll*d  my  head. 
To  find  tbe  living  Juba  ibr  the  dead ! 
Tbo'  mach  he  suffi^d  on  my  &ther'8  side. 
Pil  make  him  ery,  ere  long,  *'  I*m  satisfied!" 
For  I  shall  proTe  a  mighty—- loving  bride. 
Bat  DOW,  to  make  an  end  of  female  speeches, 
PU  (juit  my  petticoats  to— wear  the  breeches. 

IRmpu  out  and  eomes  ininhit  nighi  goan. 
We  have  cłuuigU  tbe  scenę:  for  grayity  becomes 
A  tragedy,  as  hearses  sable  plumes. 
His  coantf7'8  fiither  you  bave  seen,  to-night, 
Unfortonately  great,  and  stemly  right. 
Fair  liberty,  by  impioos  power  opprest, 
Foond  no  asylum  but  ber  Cato'8  breast: 
Thither,  as  to  a  tempie,  she  retir'd. 
And  when  be  plnng'd  the  dagger  she  ezpir^d. 
If  liberty  Tevive  at  Cato'8  name. 
And  Britiab  bosoms  catch  the  Romao  flame: 
If  hoary  yillains  rouse  your  honest  ire. 
And  patriot-yonths  with  love  of  fieedom  fire, 
K  Liicia's  grief  your  graceful  pity  move. 
And  Marcia  teach  the  virgins  virtuous  lore, 
Yooll  own,  ew*n  in  this  methodizing  age, 
Tbe  mildest  scbool  of  morals — is  the  stage. 
To  yon,  tbe  polish'd  judges  of  bur  cause, 
WhosesmilesareboDOur,  and  whose  nods  applause, 
Hamble  we  beod :  encoarage  arts  like  these ; 
For  tbo>  the  actors  faiPd — ^they  stroye  to  please. 
Perhaps,  in  time,  your  favour8  of  this  night 
May  warm  na  like  young  Marcus  self  to  fight, 
like  Cato  to  defend,  like  Addison  to  write. 


TFTE  HAPPY  UFE. 

A  BOOK,  a  firiend,  a  song,  a  glass, 
A  chaste,  yet  laughter-loving  lass. 
To  mortals  various  joys  impart, 
lafonn  tbe  seuse,  and  warm  the  beart. 

Thrice  happy  they,  wbo,  careless,  laid, 
BeoeaŁb  a  kind-embow'ring  shade, 
With  rosy  wreaths  tbeir  temples  crown, 
lo  rosy  winę  tLdr  sorrows  drown. 

Mcan  while  tbe  Muses  wake  the  lyre, 
The  Graces  modest  mirth  inspire, 
Good-nator^d  hiunour,  harmless  wit; 
Weil-temper^d  joys,  nor  grave,  nor  light 

'  >  Act  4y  Scenę  %. 


Let  sacred  Yenus  with  her  heir. 
And  dear  lanthe  too  be  there. 
Musie  and  winę  in  concert  mo^e 
With  beauty,  and  refining  love. 

There  Peace  shall  spread  her  dove-like  wing. 
And  bid  her  olives  round  us  spring. 
There  Truth  shall  reign,  a  sacred  gpiest ! 
And  Innooence,  to  crown  the  rest. 

B^^ne,  ambition,  riches,  toys, 
And  splendid  cares,  and  guilty  joys,^ 
Give  me  a  book,  a  friend,  a  glass. 
And  a  chaste,  laughter-loTing  lass* 


THE  WEDDING  MOEN. 

A  DREAM. 

TwAS  mom:  but  Theron  still  his  pillow  prest: 
(His'Annabel]a*s  cbarms  improv*d  his  rest.) 
Ad  angel  form,  the  daughter  of  the  skies, 
Descending  blest,  or  8eem'd  to  bless  his  eyes; 
Wbite  from  her  breast  a  dazzling  yestment  rolPd, 
With  stars  bespangled  and  celestial  gold. 
She  mov'd,  and  odours,  wide,  tbe  cirćuit  filPd; 
She  spake,  and  boney  from  her  lips  distilPd. 
*'  Behold,  illustrioas  comes,  to  bless  thy  arms, 
Tby  Annabella,  breathing  love  and  cbarms ! 
O  melting  mildness,  undissembled  truth ! 
Fair  flow'r  of  age,  yet  blushing  bloom  of  youth ! 
Fair  without  art,  without  design  admir^d, 
Prais'd  by  the  good,  and  by  tbe  wise  desir^d. 
By  Art  and  Naturę  tauptht  and  form*d  to  please, 
With  all  the  sweet  simplicity  of  ease. 
In  public  courteous-— for  uo  private  end; 
At  borne — a  aervant;  and  abroad — a  frieud. 
Her  geutle  manners,  unafTected  grace. 
And  animated  sweetness  o^  her  £sce, 
Her  feultless  form,  by  deceney  refin*d, 
And  bri^t,  unsullied  sanctity  of  miud, 
The  Christian  Graces  breathing  in  her  breast, 
Her-^whole  shall  teach  thee  to  be  morę  than  blest. 

«  Tis  Virtue*sray  that  pointsher  sparkling  eyes, 
Her  fdjce  is  beauteous,  for  her  soul  is  wise. 
As  from  the  Sun  refiiigent  glories  roU, 
Which  feed  the  starry  bost  and  fire  the  pole, 
So  stream  upon  her  fiice  the  beauties  of  ber  souL 
Tho'  the  dove's  languish  melts  upon  her  eye. 
And  her  cheeks  mantle  with  the  eastem  sky, 
When  seyenty  on  her  temples  sheds  its  snów, 
Dim  grow  her  eyes  and  cheeks  forget  to  glow, 
Good-nature  shall  the  purple  loss  supply, 
Good-sense  shine  brighter  than  the  sparkling  eye : 
In  beauteous  order  round  and  round  shall  move, 
ŁoTe  cooPd  by  reason,  reason  wann'd  by  love. 

"  Receive  HeaveQ*s  kindest  blessing !  And  regard 
This  blessing  as  tby  virtue's  best  reward. 
When  Beauty  wakes  her  iairest  forms  to  charm, 
When  Musie  all  her  pow^rs  of  sound  to  warm, 
Her  golden  floods  when  wanton  Freedom  roils. 
And  Plenty  pours  herself  into  our  bowls ; 
When  with  tumuttuous  throbs  our  pul^es  beat, 
And  dubious  Reason  totters  on  her  seat, 
The  youth  bow  steady,  bow  resoly^d  the  guido 
Which  stems  the  fUll  luxuriaiit,  pleasing  tide ! 
For  these,  and  virtues  such  as  these  is  giren 
Thy  Aanabella !    O  belov'd  of  Heav'u  !«-> 
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Hail  Marnftge!  eyeiliistitog  be  thy  reign! 
The  chain  of  being:  is  thy  golden  cbain. 
From  hence  mankind,  a  g^wing  raice  depend, 
Began  with  Naturę,  shall  with  Natnre  end* 
The  mists,  which  stain^d  thy  lustre,  break  away, 
In  glory  lessen,  and  refine  to  day: 
No  morę  the  jest  of  wits,  of  fools  tbe  scorn, 
Which  God  madę  sacred,  and  whicb  priests  ndom> 

"  Asceud  the  bed,  whiie  genial  Natare  pours 
Herbalmy  blessings  round  and  nectar-show^rs. 
And  lo !  the  futurę  opens  on  my  eyes, 
I  see  soflbuds,  and  smiling  ilow^rs  arise: 
The  human  blossoms  every  charm  display, 
Unfold  their  sweets,  and  beaatify  the  day. 
The  father*s  yirtues  in  the  sons  combine; 
The  mother's  graccs  in  the  daughters  shine* 
So  whe^e^an  angel  spreads  his  dove-like  wing 
Young  laurels  sprout,  and  tender  myrtles  spring; 
Sweet  dews  descending  consecrate  the  ground. 
And  open  a  new  Paradise  around ! 
I  see  !♦» — Bnt  here  the  scenę  which  b1az*d  behind 
Her  fancy  dazzled,  and  dissoWd  his  mind. 
He  woke:  yet  still  he  thtnk!)  he  sees  and  hears; 
Till  real  sounds  salutes  his  rarish^d  ears: 
**  — Arise  !  the  bride  invites  thee  to  be  blest?" 
He  rosc^—But  silence  oniy  speaks  the  rest. 


jiX  HYMN  TO  MAY. 


•*-Nunc  formosissimus  annus.        Virg. 


PREFACE. 

As  Spenser  is  the  most  descriptive  and  florid  of 
all  our  Knglish  writers,  I  attcmptcd  to  imitate  his 
roanner  in  the  foUowing  vernal  poem.  1  have 
been  very  sparing  of  the  antiquated  words,  which 
are  too  JVequent  in  most  of  the  imitations  of  tbis 
author;  however,  I  have  introduce<l  a  few  here 
and  there,  which  are  explain\l  at  the  bottom  of 
each  page  where  they  occnr.  Shakspeare  is  the 
poet  of  Naturo,  in  adapting  the  afiections  and 
passions  to  his  characters;  and  Spenser  in  de- 
soribing  her  delightfiil  scenes  and  rural  beauties. 
His  lines  are  most  musioally  sweet ;  aiKl  his  de- 
scriptions  most  dclicately  abundant,  even  to  a 
wantonness  of  painting:  but  still  it  is  the  musie 
and  painting  of  Naturę.  We  iind  no  ambitious  or- 
namcnts,  or  epigraramatical  tums,  in  his  writings, 
but  abeautifulsimplicity;  which  pleases  far  aboTe 
the  glitter  of  pointed  wit.  I  endeavoured  to  avoiU 
the  a(fectation  of  the  one,  without  any  hopes  of 
attaining  the  graces  of  the  other  kind  of  writing. 

Te  sequor,  O  nostrs  gentis  decus !  inque  tais 

nunc 
Fixa  pedum  pono  pressis  vcstigia  signis : 
Non  itd  c^rtandi  cupidus,  quam  propter  amorem 
2uód  te  imitari  aveo:   ^2uid   enim  contendat 

hirundo 
Cycnis?—  Lucretius. 

A  modem  writer  has,  1  know,  objected  against 
mnninc;  the  rerse  into  alternnte  and  stanza :  but 
Mr.  Prior's  authority  is  sufficient  for  me,  who  ob- 
wnrł-es  that  it  allows  a  greater  ▼  ariety,  and  still 
presejrres  the  dignity  of  tbe  Yćrse.   As  I  professed 


myself  in  tłiis  canto  to  take  Spenser  for  my  model, 
I  chose  the  stanza;  which  I  think  adds  both  a^ 
sweetness  and  solemnity  at  the  same  time  to  sub-' 
jects  of  this  rural  and  ilowery  naturę.  The  most 
descripti^e  of  our  old  poets  have  always  iised  it 
from  Cbaucer  down  to  Fatrfax,  and  eVen  long 
after  bina.  I  followed  Fletcher's  measure  in  his 
Purple  Island;  a  poem  printed  at  Cambridge  in 
twefye  cantos,  in  qiuiTto,  scaiTe  heard  of  in  this 
&&(*>  yet  the  best  in  the  allegorical  way,  (Dext  to 
the  Fairy  ^ueen)  in  the  English  language.  The 
Alexandrine  linę,  I  think,  is  peculiarly  graoefal  at 
the  end,  and  is  an  improvement  on  Shakspeare^a 
Vcnus  and  Adonis.  After  all,  Spen8er'«  hymna 
will  excuse  me  for  using  this  measure;  and  Sca- 
liger  in  the  third  book  of  his  Poetics,  tdls  os, 
(from  Dydimus)  that  the  hymns  of  the  Athenians 
were  sung  to  the  ly|«,  the  pipę,  or  some  musical 
instrument :  and  this,  of  all  other  kinds  of  verse 
is,  certainly,  lyrical.  But  cnough  of  tbe  stanza: 
for  (as  sir  William  Davenant  obserres  in  his  ad- 
mirable  prefiice  to  Gondibert)  nnmbers  in  tense, 
like  distinct  kinds  of  musie,  are  compoaed  to  the 
uncertain  and  different  ta^  of  seyerał  ears.  1 
hope  I  ha^e  no  apology  to  make  for  describing 
the  beautitfs,  tbe  pleasures,  and  the  lores  of  the 
season  in  too  tender  or  too  florid  a  manner.  The 
naturę  of  the  subject  required  a  laxuriott8ne8s  of 
versiOcation,  and  a  sofhiess  of  sentiment;  bat 
they  are  pure  and  chaste  at  the  same  time: 
otherwise  this  canto  had  neither  been  ever  written, 
or  offerod  to  the  public  If  the  sentiments  and 
verse  be  florid  and  tender,  1  sfaaU  eaccase  myself 
in  the  words  of  Yirgil  (though  not  in  his  sense). 

—Nunc  mollissima  &ndi 
Tempora! 


ARGUMENT. 
Subject  proposed.  Invocation  of  May.  i)escrif>- 
tioaof  her:  her  operations  on  naturę.  Bounty 
recommended;  in  particular  at  this  scasoo. 
Yernal  apdstrophe<  IiOve  fhe  ruling  passion 
in  May.  The  celebration  of  Veuus,  her  birth- 
day  in  this  month.  Rural  retirement  in  spring. 
Conclusion. 


ErriEREAL  danghter  of  the  lusty  Spring, 

And  sweet  Favonłus,  ever-gentle  May ! 

Shall  I,  uublamM,  presnme  of  thee  to  sing. 

And  -with  thy  living  colours  gild  my  lay? 

Thy  genial  spirit  mantles  in  my  brain; 

My  numl*ers  langiiish  in  a  softer  vein : 

I  pant,  too  emnlous,  to  flow  in  Spenser's  strain« 

Say,  mild  Aurora  of  the  blooming  year, 

With  storms  wben  winter  blackens  Nature*8  face  j 

When  whirling  winds  the  bowling  forest  tear. 

And  shake  the  solid  mountains  from  their  base: 

Say,  what  refulgent  chambers  of  the  sky 

Veil  thy  beloved  glories  from  the  eye,  [dren  dłe? 

For  which  the  nations  pine,  and  £arth's  fair  chiU 

Where  Leda*s  twinsS  forth  from  their  diamond 

towV, 
Altemate,  o'er  the  night  their  beams  divide; 
In  light  embosom'd,  happy,  and  secure 
From  winter-rage,  thon  cboosest  to  abide. 

*  Castor  and  PoIIn^c 


AN  HYBfN  TO  MAT. 
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Blat  icHdeMef  For,  tliere,  as  poets  tdl, 
Tlie  powers  ot  poetry  and  wisdom^  dwell; 
jlpoUowaktttiearts;  the  Miues  strike  the  shell. 

Certet^o^Rbedłcyna*s  laorelM  mead, 

(For  ever  spraad,  ye  laurels,  green  and  new !) 

The  brotber-stara  their  gracioiu  nuiture  ihed. 

And  secret  blessings  of  poetic-dsw. 

They  batbe  tfaeir  horses  in  the  leanied  flood, 

Witb  flaoie  recroited  for  th'  etberial  road ; 

AoA  deem  hir  Isis'  swans  4  fair  aa  their  fisither-god. 

• 

No  sooner  April,  trim*d  with  girlanda^  gay, 

Raiasfragmoceo^cr  the  worid^and  kiodly  ałiow^ra; 

Bal,  in  the  eaateru-pride  of  beauty,  May, 

To  iriadfien  Earth,  forsa  kea  her  beay^nly  bow'r89 

Rfstoriog  Naturę  from  her  palsy'd  atate, 

April|  letirej.ne^  longer.  Naturę,  wait: 

Sooffl  may  she  iaaue  fram  the  Morning^a  golden  gate. 

Come,  boonteooa  May !  in  fulneaa  of  tfay  might, 
Łtad  briskly  oo  the  mirth-infusiiig  Hoara, 
Ali-recent  from  the  boaom  of  delight, 
With  nectar  nurtur^d;  and  involvM  in  flow'ra: 
By  SpriDg'88\reet  bluabyby  Nature^a  teemingwomb; 
By  Hebe*s  dimply  amile,  by  Flora'a  bloom; 
Bj  Yeoiia^^aelf  (for  Venus*-self  detnanda  tbee) 
come! 

Bytbe  warm  aighs,  in  dewy  even*tide, 
Of  otelting  maidena,  in  the  wood-bind-grv>ve8, 
To  pity  looarn^d,  aoften'd  do.wn  from  pride  5 
fij  błUing  tnrtlcs,  and  by  cooing  dovea ; 
By  the  yoatb'8  plainioga  stealing  on  tbe  air, 
(Por  yootba  will  plain,  tho^  yiełding  be  the  ^ir) 
Hitber,  to  bless  the  maklena  and  the  youtha,  re- 
pair. 

Withdew  beapangled,  by  thehawthom-buda, 
With  ftesbneaa  breathing,  by  the  daiay*d  plaina, 
By  the  młx'd  muaic  of  the  warbling  wooda, 
Aod  jovial  loundelaya''  of  nympha  aud  awaina; 
In  thy  foli  energy,  and  rłch  array, ' 
Ddifhtof  Earth  and  Heov>n  !  O  hleaaed  May! 
Fnm  Heav'n  deacend  to  Earth :  on  Eartb  voach- 
safe  to  atay, 

Sie  oomes!^-A  ailken  canioa^  emral^d-green, 
Gncefolly  loose,  adown  her  ahoulders  flowa, 
(Fit  to  enfoM^  Łhe  limba  of  Paphos*  qucen) 
And  with  the  loboura  of  the  needłe  głowa, 
Purfled  9  by  Nature^s  hand  I     The  amoroua  Air 
And  mnsky-westem  Breezes  fiut  repair, 
Her  mantle  pn^id  to  awell,  and  wanton  with;  her 
hair. 

Her  hair  (but  rather  threada  of  light  it  aeems) 
With  the  gay  bonoura  (rf  the  Cprinir  «ntwin*d, 
Copious,  nnboand,  in  orctarM  nngieta  atreama, 
FkMts  gUCt*riiig  on  the  Sun,  and  Jicenta  the  wind, 

*  The  Gemini  are  anppoaed  to  preaide  over 
leamed  men.  See  Pontanua  in  hia  beautifal 
poem  called  Unnia.    Lib.  2.     De  Oeminia. 

'  Sorely,  certainly.    Ibid. s-*r— Rhedicyna, 

Itc.  (Mord. 

*  lapiter  deceived  Leda  in  the  ahape  of  a  awan 
as  sb<  waa  bathiug  heraelf  in  the  nver  Eurotaa. 

^  Garlanda.       ^  Nor.        ''  Songa. 

^  A  light  gowiv        9  Flooriabed  with  a  needłe. 

TOI»XV. 


Loye-aick  with  odoara ! — Now  to  order  roird, 
It  melta  upon  her  boaom^a  daiaty  mould, 
Or,  curling  round  her  %Taiat,  diaparta  ita  wavy 
gofci 

Youog-circling  roaea,  bloabiag,  round' them  throw 
The  aweet  abundance  of  their  putnie  rays,^ 
Andliliea,  dip^d  in  fragrance,  freahly  blow, 
With  blended  beautiea,  in  ber  angeł-face 
Tbe  homid  radiance  beaming  from  her  eyea 
The  air  and  seaa  iUumes,  the  earth  and  akies ; 
And  open,  where  ahe  amilea,  tbe  aweeta  of  Para-' 
diae. 

On  Zephyr*8  wing  the  laogbing  goddeaa  viev, 
Distilling  balm.    She  cleaves  the  buxom  Air, 
Attended  by  the  aiWer-footed  Dew, 
The  raragea  of  Winter  to  repair. 
She  giTea  her  naked  boaom  to  the  Galea, 
Her  naked  boaom  down  the  ether  aaila; 
Her  boaom  breathea  deligbt;  ber  breath  the  Spring 
exhalea, 

AU  as  the  pheniz,  iu  Arabian  skiea, 
New-bumiah^d  from  hia  apicy  funeral  pyrea, 
At  laige,  in  roaeaP  undułation,  fliea; 
Hia  plumage  dazzlea  and  the  gazcr  tirea; 
Around  their  king  the  plumy  nationa  wait, 
Attend  hia  triumph,-  and  augment  hia  atate : 
He  tow*ring,  clapa  hia  winga,  and  wina  th'  eth9* 
real  beight, 

So  round  thia  phenis  of  the  gawdy  year 

A  thoufand,  nay  ten  thon-«and  Sporta  and  Smilea^ 

Fluttering  In  gold,  along  the  hemisphere, 

Her  praifiea  chant;  ber  praiaea  prlad  Łhe  ialea. 

Conacioua  of  her  approach  (to  deck  her  bo\7*ra) 

Earth  from  her  fruitful  lap  and  boaom  ponra 

A  waate  of  springing  aweeta,  and  volontary  flowYa. 

Narciaaua*  fair,  in  anowy  velvet  gown'd; 
Ah  fooliah !  atill  to  love  the  fountain-brim : 
Sweet  Hyacrnth^,  by  Phoebua  erat*  bemoan*d{ 
And  tulip,  fląring  in  her  powder^d  trim, 
Whate*er,  Armida  ^,  in  thy  gardena  blew  | 
Whate^er  the  Sun  inhales,  or  aipa  the  de^i^; 
Whate'er  compoae  the  cha  piet  on  ianthefa  brow« 

1  Pliny  tella  ua,  lib.  U,  that  the  phenix  ta, 
about  the  bigneaa  of  an  eagle:  tbe  feathera  round 
the  neck  ahining  like  gold,  the  body  of  a  porple 
colour,  the  taił  bhie  wtth  feathera  reaembling 
roaea*  See  Claodian'a  fine  poem  on  that  aubject, 
and  Marcelina  Donatna,  who  haa  a  ahort  diaaer* 
tation  on  the  phenix  in  hia  Obaei-vati6n8  on  TVu 
citua.  Ąiinal.  Lib.  6.  Weatley  on  Job,  and  air 
Tho,  Brown'a  Yulgar  Erroura. 

^  A  beautifiil  vouth  who,  beholding  hia  foce  in 
a  fountatn,  fell  m  love  with  himaelf,  and  pining 
away  waa  cbanged  into  a  flower,  which  beara  hia 
naoie.    See  Ovid.  Metamorph.  JLib.  3. 

^  Beloved  and  tumod  into  a  flower  by  Apollo. 
See  the  atory  in  Ovid.  Met.  Lib.  10.  There  ia 
likewiae  a  cnrioua  diało^ie  in  Lucian  betwixt 
Mercury  arfd  Apollo  on  thia  anbject.  Sonsiua  in 
hia  Notea  on  Virgil'a  aecond  Bucolic  takes.tho 
hyacinth  to  be  the  vaccinium  of  the  Latina» 
bfaring  aonie  aimilitude  with  tbe  name. 

*  Formerly:  long  ago. 

9  See  Tasao^a  II  Qoffredo.  Canto  16^ 
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He  who  andBz'd^  can  waader  o*er  ber  face, 
May  gain  upon  the  aoUr»blaze  at  noón  !— 
Wbat  moró  than  female  sweetness,  and  a  grace 
Peculiar !  save,  lanthe,  thine  alone, 
Inefiable  efiiision  of  the  day ! 
So  very  much  the  same,  that  loyers  say, 
May  is  laathej  or  the  dear  lanthe,  May. 

Sq  far  as  doth  the  harbinger  of  day 
The  lesser  lamps  of  night  in  sheea  7  exce] ; 
So  far  in  sweetness  and  i  o  beauty  May 
,  Above  all  othcr  months  doth  bear  the  beli. 
So  far  as  May  doth  other  months  exceiBd, 
So  far  in  virtue  and  in  goodlihead^, 
Above,air  other  nymphs  lanthe  bears  the  meed^. 

Welcome!  as  to.  a  youthful  poet,  winę, 
To  fire  his  £ftncy,  and  enlarge  his  soul : 
He  weaTes  the  laurel-chaplet  with  the  Yine, 
And  grows  immortai  as  be  drains  the  bowl. 
Welcome !  as  beauty  to  the  lovesick  s^^n, 
For  which  he  long  had  sighM,  but  sigh^d  tn  rain; 
He  darts  into  her  arms;  quick-vani8hes  his  pain. 

The  drowsy  elements,  arousM  by  thee. 

Roli  to  hai  monipus  measures,  active  all ! 

Earth,  water,  air,  and  Gre^  with  feeling  glee, 

£xult  to  celebrate  thy  festival. 

Fire  j^lows  intenser;  softer,  blows  the  air; 

Morę  smooth  the  waters  flow  ^  earth  smiles  morę 

fair: 
Earth,  water,  air  and  fire,  thy  gład'ning  impulse 

share. 

What  b<mndles8  tides  of  splendour  o'er  the  sUes, 
0'erflowing  brightness !  streani  their  goidcn  rays ! 
Heaven*8  azure  kindles  with  the  varying  dies,  » 
Keflects  the  glory,  and  retums  the  blaze. 
Air  whitens;  wide  the  tracts  of  etber  been 
With  colQurs  damask'd  rich,  and  goodly  sheen, 
And  al]  above,as  blue;  and  all  below  is  green. 

At  thy  approacb,  the  Wild  waves*  loud  t^roar. 
And  foamy  surges  of  the  mad'ning  main, 
Forget  to  heave  their  mountains  to  the  shore; 
Diffus*d  into  the.level  of  the  plain. 
For  thee,  the  halcyon  buikis  her  summei^s-nest; 
For  thee,  the  Ocean  smootbs  her  troubled  breast, 
Gay  fi[t>m  thy  pUcid  smiles,  in  thy  own  purple 
drest 

Have  ye  not  seen,  in  geńtle  eren-tide, 
W  ben  Jupiter  the  Earth  hath  richly  showei^d, 
Striding  the  ciouds,  a  bow  dispreddeii  ^  wide 
As  if  with  light  inwuve,  and  gaily  flowcr'd 
With  bright  variety  of  blend  Ing  dies? 
White,  purple,  yellow  melt  along  the  skies, 
Alternate  colours  sink,  alternate  colours  risc. 

The  Earth's  embreidery  then  have  ye  ey»d. 
And  smile  of  blossoms,  yellow,  purple,  white; 
Their  vemal-tinctar*d  lcaves,  luxurious,  dy'd 
In  Flora»8  liv»ry,  painted  by  the  light 
Light*s  painted  children  in  the  breezes  play, 
Lay  out  their  dewy  bosoms  to  the  ray, 
Their  soft  enamel  spread,  and  beautify  the  day. 

6  Undazzled.        v  Brisrhtness.    Shiniug. 
«  Beauty.  9  Prize. 

}  Spread.. 


From  the  wide  altar  of  the  (bodftil  Earth       [rótf  i 

The  ilow*rs,  the  herbs,  the  planłs,  thfeir  incenae 

The  orchards  swell  the-raby-tinetar^d  birtb; 

The  yermil-gardens  breath  the  spicy  soul. 

Orateful  to  May,  the  nectar-spirit  flies, 

The  wafted  ciouds  of  layish^d  odoors  rise, 

The  Zepbyt^s  balmy  burthen,  worthy  of  the  skieib 

The  beey  the  golden  dangfater  of  the  Spring, 
From  mead  to  mead,  in  wanton  labour,  rores. 
And  loads  its  little  thigh,  or  gilds  its  wing 
With  all  tbe  essence  of  the  flushtng  grovef : 
£xtracts  the  aromatic  soul  of  flow^rs. 
And,  humming  in  delight,  its  waxen  bow^rs 
Fills  with  the  Imcious  spotis,  and  liTes  śmbroauJ- 
hours. 

TouchM  by  thee,  May,  the  flocks  and  lusty  dityref 
That  Iow  in  pastnres,  or  on  mountains  bleaty 
Revive  their  frolięs  and  cenew  their  lovoi. 
Stung  to  the  marrow  with  a  generous  heat, 
The  stately  courser,  bounding  o>er  the  plain, 
Shakes  to  the  winds  the  honours  of  his  mane,     * 
(High-arc|i'd  his  neck)  and,  snu&ng,  hopes  the 
dappled  train. 

r 

Tbe  aereal  songsters  sooth  the  lisfning  groresś- 
The  mellow  thrush,  the  ouzle*  sweetly  iuHl, 
And  little  linnet  celebrate  their  Iotcs 
In  hawthom  val]ey,  or  on  tufted  hiil ; 
Tbe  aoaring  lark,  the  lowly  nightingale, 
A  thom  her  pilłow,  trillsher  doleful  tale, 
And  melancholy  musie  dies  along  the  dale. 

Thią  gay  ezuberance  of  gorsreous  Spring, 
The  gilded  mountain,  and  the  herbag^d  vale, 
The  woods  that  blossom,  and  the  birds  that  sing, 
The  murmuriog  fountain  and  tbe  breathing  dale: 
The  dale,  the  fountains,  birds  and  woods  delight^ 
Tbe  Tales,  the  mountains  and  the  Spring  invite, 
Yet  unadomM  by  May,  no  longer  charm  the  sight. 

Wben  Naturę  langhs  around,  shall  man  alone, 
Thy  image,  hang  (ah  me ! )  the  siekły  bead  } 
When  Naturę  sings,  shall  Natiire^s  gtory  groan-. 
And  languish  for  the  pittance  poor  of  bread ! 
O  may  tbe  man  that  shall  his  image  scorn, 
Alive,  be  gróund  with  hunger,  most  forlom, 
Die  unanell*d^,  and  dead,  by  dogs  and  kites  be  tom. 

CursM  may  he  be  (as  if  be  were  not  so.) 
Nay  doubly  curs'd  be  such  a  breast  of  steci, 
Which  never  melted  at  another^s  woe, 
Nor  tendemess  of  bowels  knew  to  feel. 
His  heart  is  black  as  Heli,  in  flowing  storę 
Who  bears  tlie  needy  crying  at  his  door, 
Who  hcars  them  ery,   ne  recks^;    but  8u£Rpr» 
them  be  poor. 

But  blest,  O  morę  than  doubly  blest  be  he ! 
Let  honour  crown  him  and  etemal  rest, 
Whose  bosom,  the  sweet  fbunt  of  charity, 
Fłows  out  to  noursie  5  innocence  distrest. 
His  ear  is  open  to  the  widow^s  cries, 
His  hand  the  orphan^s  cheek  of  sorrow  drys; 
Like  Mercy*s  self  he  looks  on  want  with  Pity** 
eyes. 

3  Blackbird.         ^  Withont  a  faneral  knelU 
^  Nor  is  concerned.        ^  To  nurse. 


AS  HYMN  lO  MAY. 


Ib  this  Uest  Mason,  pregnant  wtth  ddight, 

Ne^  nttytbe  boading  owi  with  screacbes  woand 

Tbe  Miemn  silenoe  of  the  quiet  nigłlt, 

Ne  croakiDg  nvea,  with  uabmlIow'd  sound, 

Ne  dunned  ghost  affrey'!  with  deadly  yell 

Tbe  waking  lover,  rais^d  by  migfaty  apieil, 

Tb  pale  the  stan,  till  Hesper  shine  it  back  to  flell. 

Ne  vitchefl  rifle  gibbeta,  by  the  Mood, 

(With  hoiToar  winking,  trembling  all  with  fear) 

Of  many  a  dinkii^  cbain,  and  canker*d  bonę: 

Nor  imp  in  risionary  ihape  appear, 

To  biast  the  thriTing  loerdare  of  the  plain ; 

Ne  let  hobgoblio,  ne  the  poiik»  profiine  [ing  brain. 

Withafaadowy  glare  the  iight,  and  mad  the  bunt- 

Yet  Miy-dTcs  (ao  ancient  custom^s  will') 
The  gree&-gown'd  iairy  elves,  by  stanry  sheea  ^, 
May  gambol  or  in  valley  or  on  hill, 
Aod  lesTe  tbeir  footstepe  on  tbe  ctrded  green. 
FoH  lightly  trip  it,  dappet  Mab,  aiomid ; 
Fali  fndy ',  Ob'ron,  thou,  o^er  grasa-turf  bound : 
Mab  bmdies  off  no  dew-diops,  Ob*ion  prints  no 
gitMind. 

Kt*  Uoody  lumoiin  violate  the  ear, 
Of  dties  8ack'd,  and  kingdoms  desolate, 
Witik  piagne  or  aword,  with  pestilenoe  or  war ; 
Ne  niefiij  murder  stain  thy  era-date; 
,  Ne  (bameless  Calnoiny,  for  fell-  despight, 
Theibulest  fiend  tbat  e'er  Uasphem^i  the  ligfat, 
^      At  lonty  lady  raił,  nor  grin  at  coorteoas  knight. 

Ne  wailing  in  onr  streets  nor  fields  be  heard, 
Ne  Toice  of  Misery  assault  tbe  heart  ^ 
Ne  fatberieas  frum  table  be  debai'd ; 
Ne  piteoua  tear  from  eye  of  Sorrow  start ; 
Sat  Plenty,  poar  thy^elf  into  the  bowi 
Of  boonty-bead;  may  nev«r  W  Alt  control 
That  gpod,  good-honest  man,  who  feeds  the  fep> 
]niah'd  soul. 

Now  let  the  trampefs  martial  thunders  sleep  ^ 
The  ▼iol  wake  alone,  and  tender  flate : 
Tbe  Phrygian  lyre  witb  sprigfatly  fihgera  sweep, 
Aad,  Erato,  dissoUe  the  Łydian-late. 
Yet  Clio  freta,  and  bums  with  honest  pain. 
To  nmze.and  animate  the  martial  strain, 
While  Bffitiah  banners  flame  o*er  many  a  purpled 
plain. 

The  tmmpet  slerps,  but  soon  for  tbee  shall  wake, 
lUustioas  chief!  to  sound  thy  mighty  name, 
(SoatchM  from  the  raaltce  of  Lethean-lake) 
Tńomphant^swelling  from  the  mOutb  of  Famę. 
Mean  while,  disdain  not  (so  the  Tirgins  ptay) 
Hiis  rosy-crown,  with  myrtle  wore  and  bay ; 
(Too  hnmble  crown  I  ween)  the  offering  of  May. 

6  Nor.  ''  Affiright. 

'  The  Lemnria,  or  rites  sacred  to  the  Lemares, 
were  celebratod  by  the  Romans  in  May.  Sce 
Ofid.  Fa9L  1. 5.  &c.  They  imagined  the  Lemures 
(in  Englisb,  fairies)  to  be  like  ghosts  of  deceased 
penoiis:  but  oar  traditional  accounts  are  very 
diffcreBt  in  respect  to  the  natore  of  lairies. 
'  Shakespear's  MidsommeWa  Nighfs  Dream,  Dray- 
t0B's  Faiiy  Tale,  and  a  cdebrated  old  ballad,  are 
iter^pieces  in  thcir  kind. 

f  BńghtneM.  i  Nimbly.  f  Noe. 
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And  while  the  virgins  hail  ffaee  with  their  roice, 
Heaping  thy  crowded  way  with  greens  and  flow^rs. 
And  in  the  fondneas  of  their  heart  rgoice 
To  sooth,  with  dance  and  song,  thy  gentler  hour6) 
Indolge  the  season,  and  with  sweet  repair 
Embay  thy  Umbit,  the  vemal  beanties  share: 
Then  blaze  in  arms  again,  renew'd  for  futurę  war* 

Britannia'8  happy  isle  deńres  from  May 
The  choicest  blessings  Liberty  bestows: 
Wben  royalt  Charles  (for  ever  hail  the  day !) 
In  merey  triumph^d  o*er  ignoble  foes. 
Re8tor*d  with  hhn,  the  Arts  the  drooping  head 
Oaily  again  uprearM ;  the  Muses^shade  [array*d. 
With  firesher  honours  bloom'd,  in  greener  trim 

And  thou,  the  goodKest  blossom  of  our  isles! 
Great  Frederic'8  and  his  Augusta^s  joy, 
Thy  natiTd  month  approv'd  with  inftint-smiles. 
Sweet  as  the  amiling  May,  imperial  boy ! 
Britannia  hopes  thee  ibr  ber  fiiture  lord, 
Lov'd  as  thy  parents,  only  not  ador*d ! 
Wheno^er  a  Georgia  is  bom,  Charles  is  agaiń  re- 
stor^d. 

O  may  his  &ther*8  pant  for  finer  (ame. 
And  boundless  boantyhead  to  humankind; 
His  giandsire^s  glory,  and  his  uncle>8  nai&e, 
Renown*d  in  war !  inflame  his  ardent  mind: 
So  arts  shall  flourish  *neath  his  eqnal  sway, 
So  arms  the  hostile  nations  wide  aflray ; 
The  lanrel,  Yictory ;  Apollo,  wear  the  bay. 

Througfa  kind  tnfusion  of  celcstial  poWr,  ^ 

The  dullard-Earth  May  quick'neth  with  deligfat: 

FuU  soddeniy  the  seeds  of  joy  recure^  ' 

Elastic  spring,  and  force  withinempight4. 

If  senselcss  elements  in^igorate  prbve 

By  genial  May,  and'heavy  matter  moTe,     [love? 

Shall  shepherdesses  cease,  shall  shepherds  fail  ta 

Ye  shepherdesses,  in  a  goodly  round, 

Pnrpled  with  heaith,  as  in  the  greenwood-shada, 

Incontinent  ye  tfaurap  the  echoing  ground 

And  deAly  5  lead  the  dance  along  the  glade ! 

(O  may  no  show^rs  yoar  merry-inakes  affray !) 

Hail  at  the  op^nincr,'  *t  the  dosing  day, 

A  ii  hail,  ye  bounibels^,  to  your  own  season,  May.* 

Nor  ye  abaent  yourselyes,  ye  shepherd-swains, 
But  lend  to  dance  and  song  the  liberał  May, 
And  while  in  jocand  raoks  you  beat  the  plains, 
Your  flocks  shall  nlbble,  and  your  łaiubkins  play, 
Trisking  in  glee.     To  May  your  girlands  bring, 
And  erer  and  anon  ber  praises  sing : 
The  woods  shall  echo  May,  with  May  the  vallcys 
ring. 

Your  May-pole  deck  with  flow»ry  coronal ; 
Sprinkle  the  flow'ry  coronal  with  wincj 
And  in  the  nimble-footed  galliard,  all, 
Shepherds  and  shepherdesses,  liveły,  join. 
Hitherfrom  villagc  sweet  and  hamlet  fhir, 
From  bordering  cot  and  diHtant  glenne''  repair: 
Let  yooth  induige  its  sport,  to  elU  8  bequeath  its 
care. 

*  Recorer.         4  Placfd,  fixed.         $  Finely. 
®  Prt^tty  women.       ''  A  country  hamlet. 
«  Oldage. 
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THOMPSOWS  POEHS. 


Ye  wanton  Dryads  and  1ight49ripping  Fawns, 
'  Ye  jolly  Satyn,  fuli  of  luttyhead9^ 
And  ye  that  hannt  the  bilU>  the  brooka,  the  lawns; 

0  come  with  rural  cbaplets  gay  dispread : 
With  heel  so  nimbie  weffr  the  sprinsring  gran, 
To  shrilUng  bi^ipe,  er  to  tinkUng  orass ; 

-Or  foot  it  to  the  reed :  Pan  pipea  himaelf  apace. 

In  this  soft  season,  when  Creation  smiPd, 
A  qui7eńng  splendour  on  the  Ocean  hnng. 
And  from  the  ftnitftil  froth,  faia  fairest  child, 
The  ąueen  of  bliss  and  beauty,  Venus  sprung. 
The  dolphins  gambol  o*er  the  wafry  way, 
Carol  the  Naiads,  while  the  Tritons  play. 
And  all  the  sea«green  sisters  biesa  the  holy-day. 

In  bononr  of  her  nata1-month,'the  qneen 
Of  bliss  and  beauty  consecrates  her  hours, 
Fresh  as  her  cheek,  and  as  her  brow  serene. 
To  bnxom  ladies,  and  their  paramours. 
Łove  tips  with  golden  alchymy  his  dart ; 
With  rapfrous  anguish,  with  an  honey'd  smart 
Eyo  langntshes  on  eye,  and  heart  dissoWes  on 
heart. 

A  softly-swetling  hill,  with  myrtles  crownM, 
(Myrtles  to  Venus  algates'  sacred  been) 
Hight  Acidale,  the  fiiirest  spot  on  ground. 
For  ever  fragrant  and  for  ever  green, 
O^erlooks  the  windings  of  a  shady  vale, 
By  Beauty  fotni*d  for  amorous  regale. 
Was  ever  bill  so  sweet  as  sweetest  Acidale? 

Ali  down  the  sides,  the  sides  profUse  of  flow'rs, 
An  bundred  rills,  in  shining  mazes,  flow 
Through  mossy  grotto^s  aroarantbine  bow'rB, 
And  form  a  laughing  flood  in  Tale  below : 
Where  oft  their  limbs  the  Lores  and  Graces  bay" 
(When  Summer  sheds  insufferable  day) 
And  sport,  and  diye,  and  flounce  in  wantonness  of 
play. 

No  noise  o^ercomes  the  silance  of  the  shades, 
Save  short-breathM  yows,  the  dear  exces8  of  joy  $ 
Or  harmldss  g^ggle  of  the  youths  and  maids, 
Who  yield  obeysanee  to  the  Cyprian  boy : 
Or  lute,  aofl-sigbing  in  the  passing  gale ; 
Orfountain  gurgling  down  the  saored  yale, 
Or  hymn  to  beauty's  queen,  or  loyer^s  tender 
tale. 

Herfe  Yenua  revels,  here  maintains  her  oourt 
In  light  festivity  and  gladsome  gamę : 
The  young  and  gay,  in  frołic  troops  resort, 
Witbouten  censure,  and  withouten  blame. 
In  pleasore  steep'd,  and  dancing  in  delight, 
Night  steals  upon  the  day,  the  day,  on  night: 
Each  knight  his  lady  loyes ;  each  lady  loYes  her 
knigbt 

Where  lires  the  man  (if  such  a  man  there  be) 

In  idle  wilderness  or  desert  drear, 

To  Beauty*8  sacred  pow'r  an  enemy  ? 

I^  foul  fiends  harrowS  him;  Pil  drop  no  tear. 

1  deem  that  carM,  by  Beauty^s  pow^r  unmov'd, 
Hated  of  HeaT'n,  of  nonę  but  Heli  approy^d. 

O  may  he  nerer  love,  O  never  be  be]ovM ! 


9  Yigonr. 
4  A  down* 


>  £ver.      *  Bathe.      »  Destroy. 


Hard  is  his  heart,  unmelted  by  thee,  May! 
Unconscious  of  Łove'B  nectar*tłckling  stingy 
And,  unrelenting,  coki  to  Beauty's  ray ; 
Beauty  the  mother  and  the  child  of  Spring ! 
Beauty  and  Wit  declare  the  seses  even; 
Beauty,  to  woman,  Wit  to  man  is  given; 
Keither  the  sltme  of  Earth,  but  each  the  fire  of 
Heav'n. 

Alliance  sweet  I  let  Beauty  Wit  approre, 

As  flow^ra  to  sunshine  ope  the  ceady  breast: 

Wit  Beanty  loTes,  and  nothing  ełse  can  lave: 

The  best  alone  is  grateliił  to  the  best. 

Peifection  h^  no  other  parallel ! 

Can  light,  with   darkness;    do^es  with   faresi* 

dweU? 
Assoon,  perdiel,  ahall  Heav'a  oommuuion  hołd 

withHelL 

I  sing  toyott,  who  kyve  alone  for  Ioy«: 

For  gold  the  beauteous  fools  (O  ibols  besnre !) 

Can  win ;  tho*  brighter  Wit  shall  never  move : 

But  Folly  is  to  Wit  the  certain  cure. 

CuES*d  be  the  men,  (or  be  they  young  or  old) 

Curs'd  be  the  women,  who  ibemselyes  have  aold 

To  the  detested  bed  for  lucre  base  of  goUL 

Not  Julia  such:  she  higher  honourdecmi^d 
To  languish  in  the  Sulmo  poet'8  anns, 
Than,  by  the  potentates  of  Earth  esteem^d^ 
To  give  to  sceptres  and  to  crowns  her  channa* 
Not  Laura  such :  in  sweet  Yauclusa's  yale 
She  listMied  to  her  Petrarch'8  amorous  tale. 
But  did  poor  Colin  Clout  *  o'er  Rosalind  pieyaił  ł 

Howe^er  that  be;  in  Acidalian''  shade, 

Embracing  Julia,  Oyid  melts  the  day: 

No  dreams^f  banishment  his  loyes  inyade; 

Encircled  in  etemhy  of  May,  i 

Here  Petrarch  with  his  Laura,  soli  iecUn'd 

On  yiolets,  giyes  sorrow  to  the  wind : 

And  Colin  Clout  pipes  to  the  yielding  Rosalind. 

^  An  old  word  for  aaaerting  any  thing* 

^  Spenaer. 

''  These  three  cdebrated  poets  and  loyers  wete 
all  of  them  unhappy  in  tbeir  amours.  Ov'id  was 
banished  on  aceoont  of  his  passkm  for  Juiia. 
Death  depriyed  Petrarch.  of  his  bełoyed  Laura 
very  early;  as  he  himself  tflls  us  in  his  aceoont 
of  his  own  life.  These  are  his  words:  "  Amore 
acerrimo,  sed  unico  &  honesto,  in  adolescentia 
laboravi,  &  diutius  laborassem,  nisi  jam  tepescen- 
tern  ignem  mors  acerba,  sed  utilis,  extinxisset.** 
See  his  works,  Basil,  fol.  tom.  1 .  Yet  others  say, 
she  marńed  another  person  j  which  is  scaree 
probable;  sinoe  Petrarch  lamented  her  death  for 
ten  years  afterwards,  as  appears  from  Sonetto* 
313,  with  a  most  nncommon  ardour  of  pasaion. 
Thomasinus  in  bis  curious  book,  called  Petrarcha 
Redivivus,  bas  giyen  us  two  prints  of  Laura,  with 
an  accounl  of  her  family,  tbeir  loyes,  and  hia 
sweet  rettrement  in  Yauduse.  As  for  Spenser,  we 
may  conchide  that  his  love  for  Rosalinda  proved 
unsoccessful  from  his  pathetical  complainta,  ia 
several  of  his  poems,  of  her  cruelty.  Tbe  author^ 
therefore,  thought  it  only  a  poetical  kind  of  instioe 
to  reward  them  in  tbis  imaginary  n^reat  of  loyera^ 
for  the  misfortunes  they  really  suffered  here  on . 
accounl  of  their  passiuD. 


AN  HYMN  TO  MAT. 
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Pipę  OB,  fboa  aweetot  of  tV  ArcadiaD^train, 

Thftt  k?er  «fth  tnnefol  breaCh  in^m*d  tbe  quill : 

Pipę  on,  of  loven  tha  most  loving  swain  ! 

Of  UisB  and  melody  O  take  thy  fiłl. 

Ke  envy  I,  if  dear  lanthe  amile, 

TboMow  my  nanbers,  and  Łho^  mde  my  style  $ 

Ne  ^vk  hr  Addałe^  fair  Albion^s  happy  isle. 

Corae  tbea  lantbe!  milder  tbaii  the  Spring, 
And  grateAil  aa  the  rosy  mouth  of  May, 
O  come ;  the  birds  tbe  hymn  of  Naturę  sing« 
Encbantiog-wild,  finom  every  bush  and  spray  : 
SveU  th*  green  gems  and  teem  alung  the  vine, 
A  ftagiant  promiae  of  the  futurę  winę, 
The  tpińta  to  eudt,  tbe  genius  to  refine ! 

ŁeŁ  os  oor  ślepa  direct  where  father-Thames^ 
Ib  nl^er  windings  draws  his  humid  traia, 
And  poars,  where*er  he  rolls  his  naval-stream, 
Pomp  on  the  city,  plenty  o^er  the  płain. 
Or  ky  tbe  hanks  of  Isis  shall  we  stiay, 
(Ah  why  80  long  from  Isis  hanks  aWayl) 
Wbere  thousand  damsels  danoe,  and  thousand 
sbepherds  play. 

(kcboose  yott  rather  Theron^s  «a1n  rętreat, 
£obosom'd,  Surry,  in  tliy  rerdaot  vale, 
Atoncethe  Muses'  and  the  GnM:et>  seat! 
nere  genUy  listeo  to  my  feithfal  tale. 
Jikng  the  dew-bright  parterres  let  us  rove, 
Or  tutę  tbe  odours  of  the  masy-gro^e :  lorę. 

łiaric  bow  tbd^  turtles  coo:  1  langnish  too  with 

Ami^the  pleasannce  of  Arcadian  scenes, 
Ło^e  steaJs  his  silent  arrows  oo  my  breast; 
Nor  iaUs  of  water»  nor  enamePd  greena, 
Cu  Mothe  my  anguish,  or  inTite  to  rest. 
Yao,  demr  lantbe,  yon  alone  impart 
Bifan  to  my  wonnds,  and  ooidial  to  my  smart: 
Tbe  apple  of  my  eye,  the  life-blood  of  my  heart 

WHh  Itae  of  sUk,  with  book  of  barfoed  steel, 
BcBestb  this  oaken  ambrage  let  ns  lay, 
Aad  from  the  water'8  cry8tal4>osom  steal 
UpoD  the  giasay  bank  the  finny  prey : 
Thepereh,  with  purple  speckled  manifold ; 
^  eeŁ  in  siWer  labyrintb  8etf-roU'd, 
And  carp,  afl  bumiBh'd  o^er  with  drops  of  sealy 
gohL 

Or  diall  the  meads  invite,  with  Iris-hoes 
Aad  Natttre>s  pencil  gay-dWersify^d, 
(For  DOW  the  Son  bas  lick'd  away  the  dews) 
FaJF^osfaing  and  bedeck>d  like  virgin-bride  ? 
Thither,  (for  they  inTite  us)  we^U  repair, 
CoHect  and  weare  (what6'er  is  sweet  and  iair) 
A  posy  for  thy  breast,  a  garland  for  thy  hair. 

Tair  is  the  lily  dad  in  balmy  snów; 

SwBet  is  the  rooe,  of  Spring  tbe  smiling  eye; 

Nipt  by  tbe  winds,  tbeir  beads  the  lilies  bow  -, 

Cmpt  by  the  band,  the  roaes  £ade  and  die. 

Tbo^  now  in  pride  of  youtk  and  beauty  drest, 

O  tłimk,  lanthc,  cruel  Time  laya  waate 

The  roses  of  the  cbeek,  tha  Uliea  of  the  breast. 

V«ep  not ;  but,  rather  taught  by  this,  improTe 
The  peesent  fr^ness  of  thy  springing  prime : 
B«tow  thy  giaees  on  the  god  of  lo?e, 
Too  precious  for  the  wither^d  arms  of  Tiot. 


In  chaste  endearments,  innocently  gay, 

lantbe!  now,  now  love  thy  Spring  away; 

£re  cold  October-blasts  despoil  the  bloom  of  May, 

Now  up  the  chalky  mazes  of  yon  bill, 
With  grateful  diligence,  we  wind  onr  way; 
What  op^ning  scenes  onr  ravi8h*d  senses  fili, 
And,  wide,  tbeir  rural  lujcury  display  !        [spires, 
Woods,  dales,  and  flocks,  and  herds,  and  cots  and 
Villas  of  leamed  clerks,  and  genile  sąuires; 
The  Tilla  of  a  friend  the  e3^sightnever  tires. 

If  e^er  to  thee  and  Yenus,  May,  I  strung 

Tbe  gladsome  lyre,  wben  livelood8  swelPd  my 

veios, 
And  Eden*s  nymphs  and  Isis'  damsels  sung 
In  tender  elegy^,  and  pastoral-strains'; 
Collect  and  shed  thyself  on  Theron^s  bowr^s, 
O  green  his  ganlens,  O  perfume  his  flow*rs, 
O  bless  his  moming-walks  and  sooth  his  ev'mng* 

houra. 

liong,  Theron,  with  thy  Annabell  enjoy 
The  walks  of  Naturę,  still  to  Yirtue  kind. 
For  sacred  solitude  can  never  doy, 
The  wisdom  of  an  nncorrupted  nund  f 
O  Tery  loog  may  Hymen's  •golden  chain 
To  £arth  oonfine  you  and  the  mrał-reign ; 
Tben  soar,  at  leng^,  to  Heaven!  nor  pray,  O 
Muse,  in  Tain. 

Where>er  the  Muses  baunt,  or  poeta  mtise, 

In  soUtary  silence  sweetly  tirM, 

Unloose  thy  bosom,  May  \  tby  atores  effuse, 

Thy  vemal  stores,  by  poeta  most  desir^d, 

Of  iiTing  fountain,  of  tbe  wood-bind-shade, 

Of  Philomela,  warbling  from  the  glade. 

Thy  bounty,  in  bis  Terse,  shail  certes  be  repaid. 

On  TwitHiam-bow^rs  (Aonian  Twifnam  bow^rs !) 
Thy  softest  plenitude  uf  .beanties  shed, 
Tbłck  as  tbe  winter-stars,  or  summer>flow'r8; 
Albę'  thetuneful  master  (ah !)  be  dead. 
To  Colin  next  he  taught  my  youth  to  sing,     * 
My  reed  to  warble,  to  resound  my  string: 
Tbe  king  of  sbepherds  he»  of  poeta  be  the  king. 

Hail,  happy  scenes,  where  Joy  wou*d  choose  to 

dwell; 
Hail,  golden  days,  which  Saturn  deems  bis  own; 
Hail,  musie,  which  the  Muses  scant '  cxcel ; 
Hail,  flow'ret8,  not  unworthy  Venus*  crown. 
Ye  linnets,  larka,  ye  thnishes,  nigbtiiigalea ; 
Yeliills,  ye  plains,  ye  groTes,  ye  streams,  ye  gales, 
Ye  erep-happy  scenes !  all  you,  your  poet  bails. 

AlUhail  to  thee,  O  May !  the  crown  of  all ! 
The  rocpmpense  and  glory  of  my  song : 
Ne  smali  the  recompense,  ne  glory  smali, 
If  gentle  ladies,  and  the  tuneful-throng, 
With  loTer^s  myrtle,  and  with  poet's  bay 
Fairly  bedight^,  approTC  the  simple  lay. 
And  think  on  Thomalin  wl^ne*er  tbey  hail  thee, 
May! 

B  ŁiTelineas. 

9  Stella;  siTe  Amores:  Klegiarum  Tres  Łibri. 
Written  in  the  year  1736. 

>  8ix  pastorals:  written  in  the  year  1734. 
*  Altho*         f  Scarcely.        «  Adoroad, 
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THOMPSON'8  POEMS. 


THE  NEW  LYRE. 

■ 

TO  A  FRIEMD.  ' 

I  8TRUNG  my  lyre,  vben  Love*appear*d, 
Demanding  a  ligfatrwanton  lay: 
«  Christ!*'  1  began-^tbe trifler  beard, 
And«hook  his  wings,  and  paasM  away, 

The  strings  rebellious  to  my  band 
Hefiise  to  cbarni :  .in  vain  I  sue, 
The  strings  are  mute  to  my  demand— 
I  broke  tbe  ołd,  and  form*d  a  new. 

•*  Christ  I*'  1  began :  tbe  sacred  lyre 
Kesponsive  s\^ell*d  with  notes  dłvine, 
And  warmM  me  with  seraphic-fire: 
Sweet  Jesus,  1  am  only  tbine! 

O  wake  to  life  this  sprioging  grace, 
And  water  with  thy  heavcnly  dew : 
Display  tbe  glofies  of  thy  face. 
My  spirit  and  my  heart  renew ! 

Direct  my  soul,  direct  my  band:— 
O  blessed  cbange !  thy  pow'r  I  feel : 
My  numbers  fiow  at  thy  conunand. 
My  strings  witb  holy  raptures  sweU. 

And,  you,  wbose  pious  pains  unfbld 
Those  tnitbff,  receive  this  tribute  due; 
Yott  once  endurM  my  Muse^of  old. 
Nor  scorn  the  firstfruita  of  the  new. 


SICKNESS,  A  POEMi 

IN  FIYE  BOOKS. 
BOOK  I. 

The  Lord  comfbrt  him,  when  hc  Hcth  sick  upon 
his  bed  •  make  thou  all  bis  bed  in  his  sickness. 

Psalms. 


^\RGUMKNT. 
Subject  propose^  The  foUy  of  employing  poetry 
on  wanton  or  trifling  subjects.  Invocation  of 
Urania.  Reflections  on  the  instability  of  life 
itself:  frailncss  of  youth,  beauty,  and  hcalth. 
The  suddenness  and  first  attacks  of  a  distemper, 
in  particular  of  the  smali  poXk  Morał  and  re- 
ligioos  observations  resulting  from  sickness. 


Of  days  with  pain  acquainted,  and  of  nightś 
Unconscious  of  tlie  healing  balms  of  sleep, 
That  bum  in  restless  a^onies  away; 
Of  Sickness,  and  its  family  of  woes, 
The  felU^st  enemies  of  lifr*,  I  sing, 
Horizon'd  close  in  darkness.    Wbile  I  touch 
The  ebou-instnunent.  of  solemn  tonę, 
Pluckt  from  tbe  cypress'  melancholy  boughs, 
Which,  deep^ning,  sliade  the  huuse  of  mouming, 
groans 

'  He  lent  mc  a  MS.  discourse  on^  these  words 
"  014  thlngs  are  pabsed  away,  and  lo  !  all  thtngs 
are  become  u«w.^ 


And  hollow  wailings,  throiigh  the  damps  of  nigKt, 
ResponsiTe  wound  the  ear.  The  sprigbtly  pow^ra 
Of  moBical  enchantment  wave  their  wings. 
And  seek  tbe  fragrant  groTes  and  purple  fields, 
Wheie  Pleasure  roUs  ber  honey-trickling  streams, 
Of  blooming  Health  and  laugfater-dimpled  Joy. 

Me  other  scenes  tban  langhing  Joy,  and  Heaitfa 
Higb-blooroing,  purple-living  fields  and  groYes, 
Fragrant  withrSpńng,  inrite.  Too  long  the  Mute, 
Ah !  much  too  long,  a  libertine  diffiis^ 
On  pteasure*8  rosy  łap,  bas,  idly,  breath'd 
Love-8ighing  elegies,'an«Lpastoral*strąin89 
Tbe  soft  seducers  of  our  youthful  hours, 
Soothing  away  the  Tigour  of  tbe  mind. 
And  eneiigy  of  vtrtue.    Bat  faiewel, 
Ye  myrtle  waiks,  ye  lily-mantled  meads, 
Of  Paphos,  and  the  fount  of  Acidale, 
Where,  oft,  in  snmmer,  Grecian  fabl^  tdf, 
The  daughters  of  Eurynome  and  Jore, 
Thalia  and  ber  sister-Graces  cool 
Their  glowing  features,  at  the  noontide  hour, 
Farewel !— ^Bat  come,  Urania,  from  tby  bowY^ 
Of  eveilasting  day ;  O  condescend 
To  lead  tby  votary  (with  rapt*rous  zeal 
Adoring  Kature^s  God,  the  great  Three-One!) 
To  Salem ;  where  the  shepherd-mooarch  wak*d 
The  sacred  breath  of  melody,  and  8weU*d 
His  harp,  to  angels'  kindred  notes  attun^d, 
With  musie  worthy  HeaTen !  O  bathe  my  breas^ 
With  praises  burning,  in  the  moniing-dews, 
Wbich  sparkle,  Sion,  on  thy  boly  bili. 

Tbe  prophets,  eagle-eyM,  celestial  maid, 
Those  poets  of  the  sky !  were  taught  to  chant 
The  glories  of  Messiah's  reign  by  the^: 
Kindled  by  thee,  the  eastem^page*!  flame 
With  ligbfniog,  and  with  thnnder  shake  the  soni; 
While,  from  tbe  wbirlwind,   God*s  all-glorious 
Bursts  on  the  tingling  ears  of  Job :  the  writ  [yoioe 
Of  Moses,  meek  in  spirit,  but  bis  tboughts 
Lofty  as  Heav'n'8  bloe  arch.     My  humble  hopes 
Aspire  but  to  the  alpha  of  his  song; 
Where,  rolPd  in  asfaes,  dtgging  for  a  grave. 
Morę  eamest  tban  tbe  covetous  for  gold 
Or  htddf^n  treasures  crusted  o*er  with  bpils. 
And  roaring  in  the  bittemess  of  soni. 
And  heart-sick  pain,  the  man  of  Uz  complains. 
Themes  correspondent  to  thy  senranfs  tl^.^mc;. 

I  sing  to  you,  ye  sons  of  men !  of  dust, 
Say  rather:  what  is  man,  wbo  proudly  lifts 
His  brow  audacions,  as  confronting  Hear'n, 
And  tramples,  with  disdain,  his  mother  Eartb, 
But  moulded  clay }  an  antmated  beap 
Of  dust,  that  shortly  shall  to  dust  return  ? 

We  dream  of  shadows,  when  we  talk  of  life^ 
Of  Peiops*  shoulder,  of  Pythagoras*  thigb, 
Of  Snrtus^s  saints,  and  Ovid*s  gods ; 
Merę  tales  to  cłieat  our  chiidren  with  to  lest; 
And,  when  tbe  tale  is  told,  they  sink  to  sleep, 
Dcath's  image!  so  inane  is  mortal-raan! 
Man*8  but  a  raponr,  t088»d'by  every  wind, 
The  child  of  smoke,  which  in  a  moment  flies. 
And,  sinking  into  nothing,  disappears. 
Man^s  a  brisk  bubbłe  floating  on  the  wares 
Of  wide  eternity :  he  dances  now 
Gay*gilded  by  the  Sun  (tho'  empty  proud ;) 
Phantastically  flne!  and  now  he  drops 
In  a  broad  sheet  of  waters  deep  invoIv'd 
And  give8  his  place  to  otbers.    O,  ye  sons 
Of  Tanity,  remember,  and  be  wise ! 
Man  is  a  Aow'r,  which  in  the  moming,  fair 


SICKNE^.    BOOKI. 
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Af  day-spńBf y  swellins  from  its  slender  stem^ 
fn  Tiri^n-modesty,  and  sweet  reserve» 
Łays  out  its  blushing  bcautics  to  the  day, 
As  Gideoo^s  fleece,  fuli  with  the  dews  of  Heay'n. 
But  if  8ome  ruder  gale,  or  nipping  wind, 
Diststmu,  blow  too  bard,  it,  weeping,  mourns 
lo  robes  of  darkness^  it  reclihes  its  hcad 
Id  languid  suftaess ;  witbers  every  grace ; 
And  eie  the  er^ng-star  the  west  infiames, 
K  frUs  ioto  the  portion  of  those  weeds 
Whieh,  with  a  careless  hand,  we  cast  away— 
Ye  tboughtless  fair-ones,  moralize  my  song! 

Thy  pulse  beats  musie ;  tbou  art  high  in  health; 
The  rather  trembie.    When  the  least  we  fear, 
Wben  FoUy  lulls  us  on  her  couch  of  down, 
^nd  winę  and  lutes  and  odours  fili  the  sense 
With  their  soft  affluence  of  bewitching  joys ; 
When  years  of  raptare  in  thy  fieincy  glow 
To  entertatn  thy  youth ;  a  sudden  burst 
Of  thundor  from  the  smalłest  cloud  of  Fate, 
Stanll  2s  the  prophefs  hand,  destroys,  confounds. 
And  iays  thy  Tisionary  hopes  in  dast. 
By  my  esample  taught,  exaroples  teacb 
Mach  morę  than  precepts,  leam  to  know  thy  end. 

The  day  was  Valentine*fi;  when  lovers'  wounds 
Afresh  begin  to  biced,  and  sigh£  to  warm 
The  cbilly  rigour  of  relentlng  skies : 
Stcred  the  day  Ło  innocence  and  mirth, 
Tbe  fe9tival  of  youth !  in  seeming  health 
(As  custom  bids)  I  hai)'d  the  year^s  fair  mom. 
And  with  it$  earliest  purple  braid  my  brows, 
The  Tiolet,  or  primrose,  breathing  sweets 
New  to  the  sense.     lanthe  hy  my  side. 
Morę  ]oveIy  than  the  season  !  raisM  her  voice, 
Obserrant  of  his  rites,  in  fcstal  Iays, 
And  thns  addrcst  the  patron  of  the  Spring : 

"  Hail,  Yalentine!  at  thy  approach  benign, 
Profbse  of  gems,  the  bosom  of  the  Earth 
Herfragraut  storcs  unfolds:  the  fields  rejoice. 
And,  in  the  infancy  of  picrity,  smile  : 
The  ralleys  laugb  and  sing:  the  woods,  alive,. 
^iraut  into  floaiing  rei-dure,  to  embow^r 
Ihose  happy  Iovers,  who  record  thy  praise. 
•  "  Hail,  Yalentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 
bhaling  genial  raptures  from  the  Sun, 
The  plamy  nations  swell  the  song  of  joy, 
Thy  soaring  choiristers !  the  lark,  the  thrush, 
And  all  tii'  acńal  people,  from  the  wrea 
Aod  linnet  to  the  eagle,  feel  the  stings 
Of  amorous  delight,  ao(l  sing  thy  praise. 

**  Hail,  Yalentine!  atthy  approach  benign, 
fiaick  o*er  the  soft*ning  soul  the  gentle  gales 
Of  Spring,  awaking  bliss,  instincttve  movc 
The  ardent  youth  to  breathe  the  sighs  of  faith 
Into  the  virgin's  beart;  who,  sick  of  love, 
With  equal  fires,  and  purity  of  truth, 
Conienting,  blushes  while  she  chants  thy  praise.*' 

So  sung  lanthe:  to  my  heart  1  prest 
Heripotless  swcetness :  wheą,  (with wonder,  hear !) 
TW  she  shone  smiling  by,  the  torpid  pow*rs 
Of  heaviness  weigh'd  down  my  beamless  eyes. 
And  pre88*d  them  into  night.     The  dc\rs  of  death 
Hang,  clammy,  on  my  fbrehead,  like  the  damps 
Of  miduight  sepulchres ;  which,  sile^ t,  op^d 
By  weeping  widows,  or  by  friendship^s  hand, 
Yavn  hideous  on  the  Moon,  and  blast  the  stars, 
With  pestłlential  reek.     My  bead  is  toni 
With  pangs  iBSofferable,  palsive  starts, 
And  puagent  acUes,  gliding.thro*  the  brain, 
Tojnadneas  hurrying  the  tormented  sense^ 


And  bate  of  being. — ^Poor  lanthe  wept 
In  bitterness,  and  took  me  by  the  hand 
Compassionately  kind:  **  Alas!**  she  cry*d, 
"  What  sudden  change  is  this  ?"  (Again  she  wept) 
"  Say,  can  lanthe  prove  the  soorce  of  pain 
To  Thomalin  ?  forbid  it,  gracioos  Heav»n!" 
"  No,  beauteous  innocence !  as  soon  the  rosę 
Shall  poison  witli  its  balm;  as  soon  the  dove 
Become  a  wbite  dissembler,  and  the  «tream 
With  lulling  murmurs,  creeping  thro'  tbe  grove, 
Ofieod  the  shepherd^s  slumber*'— Scarcemy  tongua 
These  fault*ring  accents  stammer^d,  down  I  sink. 
And  a  letbargic  stupor  steeps  my  sense 
In  duli  obUvion:  till  returning  pain, 
Too  faithftil  monitor!  and'dłre  disease 
Bid  me  remember,  pleasure  is  a^dream, 
That  health  bas  eagle'8  wings,  nor  tarries  long. 
New  horrours  rise.    For  in  my  pricking  rdns 
I  feel  the  fbrky  flame:  the  rapid  flood 
Of  throbbing  life,  ercursiTe  from  the  1aw8 
Of  sober  Nature^and  harmonious  Health, 
Boiis  in  tumultuary  eddies  ronnd 
Its  bursting  channels.    Parching  tłiirst,  anon, 
Drinks  up  the  vłtal  maże,  as  Simois  dry, 
Or  Xanthus,  by  the  ann-ignipotent, 
With  a  red  torrent  of  involving  flames 
Exhausted;  when  Achilles  with  their  floods 
Wag;'d  morę  than  mortal  war:  the  god  of  fire 
Wide  o'er  the  waters  pour^d  th'  inundant  blaze, 
The  shriuking  waters  to  the  bottom  boil 
And  hiss  in  ruin.     O !  ye  rircrs,  roli 
Your  cooling  crystal  o*er  my  buming  breast, 
For  ^tna  rages  here !  ye  snows  descend; 
Bind  me  inicy  chains,  ye  northem  winds. 
And  mitigate  the  furies  of  tbe  fire ! 

Good  Heav'n  !  what  hoards  of  unrcpentcd  giiilt 
Hate  drawn  this  Tengeance  down,  havc  niis'd  thi!» 
To  lash  me  with  his  flames?  But,  O,  forgive  [fiend 
My  rashneiss,  thac  dares  blame  thy  just  decrees. 
U  is  thy  rud :  1  kiss  it  with  my  heart, 
As  well  as  lips :  like  Aaron's  may  it  bloom 
With  fruits  of  goodness:  not,  like  Moses,  turn 
A  ser|Mmt;  or,  to  tempt  me  tu  accuse 
The  kind  oppression  of  thy  ri((hteous  hand, 
Or,  Sting  me  to  despair. — Affliction,  hail! 
Thou  school  of  virtuc !  open  wide  thy  gates, 
Thy  gates  of  ebony  !     Yet,  O,  correct 
Thy  senrant,  but  with  judgment,  not  in  wrath. 
But  with  thy  mercy.  Lord !  thy  stripes  will  heal« 
Xhu8  without  heresy,  aiflictions  prove 
A  purgatoryj  »aVe  lis  as  by  fire: 
And  purifying  off  the  dross  of  sin, 
Like  old  £lijah's  chariot,  rap  tbe  soul, 
On  wings  of  Meditation,  to  the  skies. 

In  health  we  have  no  time  to  yisit  Tnith : 
Health's  the  dise§.sę  of  moi;a]8 :  few  in  health 
Turn  o^cr  the  volumes  wh-.ch  will  make  us  wite. 
What  are  ye,  now,  ye  tuneful  triflen  !  once 
The  eager  solące  of  my  easy  hours, 
Ye  dear  deluders  or  of  Greece  or  Borne, 
Anacreon,  Horoce,  YiFgil,  Homer,  what? 
The  gay,  the  bright,  the  sober,  the  sublime  ? 
And  ye  of  softer  strain,  ye  amorous  fools, 
Corrrctly  indolent,  and  sweetly  vain, 
Tibullus,  Ovid,  and  the  female-yerse 
Of  her,  who,  plunging  from  Leucadia^s  heights^ 
ExtinguishM,  with  her  life,  her  hopeless  flres, 
Or  rosę  a  swan,  as  ]ove-8truck  Faocy  deem*d, 
Who  wou'd  not,  in  these  hours  of  wisdom,  gire 
I  A  Yatican  of  wita  for  one  saint  Paul  ^ 
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Dare  TuUy^^YiUi  ttae  sdl^aa  motttii  of  Oreece, 

Włih  Chrysoston  in  rbefric-tbonder  join, 
Advent*)rcms,  now  ?  as  soon  4be  feeble  smind, 
Salmoneus,  óf  thy  bnizen  bńdge  coRtends 
"WiŁb  Jove*8  etjierial  peal,  and  bursting  roar 
Fulinincms,  rendiog  Earth,  o'ertorning  air. 
And  shakinc  Heav'n.    Or  shaił  tbe  pointed  pee 
Of  Conkiba%  with  hostiłe  labour  bend 
Its  senteuces  obscure  agaiost  tbe  fbrce 
Of  Hierom*f(  noble  fire?  aa  sooo  tbe  Moon, 
With  blunted  horn,  dares  pour  ber  pallid  beam 
Agaiost  tbe  boundlesa  maje^ty  of  day, 
Tbe  Sun*s  refulgent  throne ;  wben,  higb,  in  noon 
He  kindles  up  tbe  Earth  to  light  and  joy. 
"Mj  best  instnictor,  Sickness,  shuts  tbe  cye 
From  Yanity;  sbe  draws  tbe  cuitain«  round 
The  concb,  nor  giyes  admittance  to  tiie  irorid? 
But  to  Harpocrates  consigns  tbe  door. 
And,  silnt,  wbispers  ae  that "  lifcis  vain.* 
If  life  be  vałn,  on  what  shall  nan  depend! 
Depend  on  Yirtue.    Yirtue  is  a  rock 
Wbicb  stands  for  cver{  braves  tbe  frowning  flood. 
And  rears  its  awful  brow,  direct,  to  Ueaveu. 
Tho'  Yirtue  8ave  not  firom  tbe  grave,  sbe  gives 
Her  Yotaries  to  the  stars;  sbe  plucks  the  ating 
Prom  tbe  grin  king  of  terroors;  smootbes  tbe  bed 
Of  angtńsh,  and  bids  Deatb,  tho'  dreadful,  smile. 
Death  smiles  on  Yirtue :  and  his  yisage,  Uack, 
Yet  coDieiy  seems.  A  Christian  scoros  the  boónds 
Where  limited  Creation  said  to  Time, 
"  Herę  I  bave  end.'*    Rapt*rous,  be  looks  beyosd 
Or  time  or  space ;  be  triumphs  o'er  decay ; 
And  fiUs  eternity.:  tbe  next  to  God.  . 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS. 
Page  S8.    Płuckt  from  tbe  cypress,  &c. 

Tbus  Horace: 

Barbiton  hic  paries  habebit  Lib.  iii.  Ode  26. 

And  a  greatcr  than  Horace  in  lyiic  poetry,  the 
roya)  psaimist,  representu  the  same  image : 

As  for  our  barpe  we  kanged  them  np,  upon  tbe 
trees  that  are  therein.  Psalm  CYxxTii.  2. 

P-  S8.  Paphos,  a  ciiy  of  Cyprus;  formeriy 
dedicatedto  Yenus. 

Acidale.  A  fountain  m  Orchomenus,  a  city  of 
Bosotia,  wbere  tbe  Oraces  w«re  snpposed  to  bathe 
themselres.  The  genealogy  of  the  Graces  is  rery 
di^ersely  relaied.  But  Hesiod  says,  they  were 
tbe  ofF^pring  of  Jupiter  and  Eurynome.      Theog. 

r 

Pa9e  68.  Burst  on  tbe  tingling  ears  of  Job,  &c* 

The  book  of  Job  iii  ascribed  to  raricms  authors, 
aod  amangst  the  rest  to  Mosea.  I  am  proud  to 
obterre  tbat  Dr.  Young  bas  str^gtheaed  this 
ofinion  in  bit  notes  U>  his  admirable  poem  on 
Job.  Most  of  the  ar^menta  on  eacb  side  of  the 
queation  may  be  found  |n  Pole*s  Sjmopsis  Critic. 
in  the  beginńing  of  his  notes  on  tbe  book  of  Job: 
and  in  Mr.  S.  Wesley^s  curious  dissertation  on 
the  same  subject. 

P.  38.    We  dream  of  sfaadows,  wben  we  talk  of 
life. 

Jauac  9fac  ay^ftTKw         Pind.  Pith.  Ode8. 

Sopbocles  has  much  the  same  thought  in  bis 

*  Seneca  wai  bom  at  Coiduba  in  Spain. 


Ajas ;  and,  io  dignify  the  aeBtiilMSDt,  ht  |kiti  it 
into  the  mooih  of  Ulysses : 

O^  yop  nfjutf  uity  otretc  aXXo  wTarf 

The  schotiast  obser^esy  that  be  bonowed  the  aen* 
timent  from  Pindar. 

P.  38.    We  dream,  &c.    Of  Pelops'  shoulder— 

The  poets  feign  that  Tantalus  terred  up  bia 
son  Pelops  to  tłfe  table  of  tbe  gods:  they  re- 
united  the  fragments,  and  fonned  his  tboolderp 
which  was  lost,  of  lYory.      Oyid.  Met.  Lib.  ri. 

—  HumenMjoe  Pelops  iosi^nis  ebumo. 

Ykg.  Georg.  iti. 

I  shatt  add  this  beantifu]  passage  from  TibuIliUŁ 

■  Carrańna  ni  sint, 

Ex  humero  Peiopis  non  nituisset  ebur. 

lib.  i.  Eleg.  4. 

P.  38.    OfPythjigQraś*thigti. 

This  is  totd  with  so  much  humour  by  Mr. 
Addition  in  one  of  his  finest  works,  that  1  ratfaer 
cboose  to  give  an  authority  finom  bim,  than  any 
of  the  ancients.  "  The  next  man  astonished  tbć 
whole  taUe  with  his  appearance:  be  was  slow, 
solemn  and  stlent,  in  his  behaviour,  and  wore 
a  raiment  curiously  wrought  with  hierogtyphicfi. 
As  be  came  into  the  middle  of  tbe  room,  he  throw 
back  the  skirt  of  it,  and  discoTcred  a  goMea 
thigh.  Socratcs,  at  the  sight  of  it,  declared  againsi 
keeping  company  with  any  who  were  not  madę  of 
flesh  and  blood ;  and  therefbre  dcsirod  Diogenea 
tbe  Laertian  to  lead  him  to  the  apartment  alloticd 
the  fabulous  beroes,  and  wortbies  of  dubious  ex- 
istence,  &c. 

The  Table  of  Famę,  Tatler,  Yol.  II.  Nob  81. 

P.  •38.    Of  Surius's  saints. 

Surius  writ  the  yoluminous  legend  of  the  RomisU 
saints,  in  six  Tolumes  in  folio.  Dr.  Donnę  in  his 
Satyrs  bas  giren  him  this  character: 

outlie  either 

Jovius,  or  Surius,  or  both  together.    Sat.  4. 

P.  39.    lanthc  by  my  side. 

Sickness  being  a  subject  so  disagreeable  in  it- 
self  to  human  naturę,  it  was  thought  neceasaiy, 
as  bb\e  is  the  soul  of  poetry,  to  relieve  the  ima* 
giuation  with  the  following,  and  some  other  epi- 
sodes.  For  to  describe  the  anguish  of  a  distemper 
without  a  mixture  of  some  morę  pleasing  inci- 
dents,  would,  no  doobt,  diigust  every  good»-natured 
and  tender  rcader. 

P.  40.    Salmoneus,  of  thy  brazen  bridge,  &c. 

Salmoneus  king  of  Elis,  a  province  in  the 
Peloponnesus.  He  was  so  arnigaut  as  to  aiiect 
bel  lig  thought  a  god:  for  which  end  he  buijt  a 
bridge  of  brass,  by  driving  over  which  in  his 
chariot,  he  endeavoured  to  make  himsdf  be  be- 
Iie%'ed  the  Thunderer,  But  Jupiter,  enragcd  at 
his  impiet}',  struck  bim  dcad  with  a  real  thuuder- 

bolt. 

* 

Vidi  crudeles  dantem  Salmonea  psna«. 
Dum  flammas  Jovis  &  son^tus  Imitatur  OlynipH*, 
Demens  qui  nimbos,  &  non  imitabile  fulinen 
iEre  fc  coraipeduffi  oarm  tnńtarat  eqQomm. 
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P.  49.    Anfl  to  Harpocntes  consigas  tiie  door. 

Harpocrates,  the  god  of  silcnce  amongst  the 
Egyptiułs. 

Si  quicqiiaiii  tacite  oommiftRum  est  Ado  ab  amico, 
Me  ttaum  csse  inyenies  illurum  jui-e  sacratum, 
Cornelt,  &  factiun  esse  puta  Harpocratem. 

CatulL 

Hence  Erannus,  Lib.  Adaic.  tells  na,  that  fe- 
«ere  Harpocratem  is  the  same  as  mutum  red- 
dn«.    Sc  Catollus  ia  aoother  place : 

PaŁraam  reddidit  Harpocratem. 

Ovid  describes  bim  in  the  same  manner,  witb- 
oak  taking  notice  of  bis  uame,  amongst  the  at- 
teodants  of  Isis: 

Siiiqae  premit  vocem,  digitoqiie  silentia  suadet. 

Metam.  I.ib.  ix. 

Thls  description  entirely  agrees  vnth  the  sevc. 
«l  medah  and  statues  of  Harpocrates,  which  the 
kmmed  antiqiiar7  Gisb.  Capems  exhibite  in  his 
toborious  dissertation  on  that  subject,  printed 
with  Monumenta  Antiąua, 

ihit  upon  anotheraccountlikewise,  Harpocrates 
inay  justly  ba  appointed  to  attend  npon  the  sick ; 
fcr  hc  is  nombered  amongst  the  salutaiy  gods, 
wfao  aaaisted  in  extreme  dangerii ;  as  appcars  from 
Artcmidoraa,  Oneir.  L.  ii.  C.  44.  where,  after 
hmYing  mentioned  Serapis,  Isis,  Anubis,  and  Har- 
pocimtes»  be  goes  on  thas:  «*  Scinper  enim  serva- 
tores  crediti  sunt  hi  dii,  eorum  c(ui  per  omnia 
cxercitati  sunt,  &  ad  extremum  pcńculum  per- 
v«iieTuiit,  &c.»  Kircher  also,  in  his  Oedip.  Egyp. 
p.  S.  rd.  II.  p.  915.  amongst  othcrs  to  the  same 
parpoae,  bas  tbese  remarkable  words: 

R«verebantur  JBgypti,  pncŁer  caetera  numina 
masfini  Isin  &  Osirin,  ac  hoium  sive  Uarpo- 
ciatem,  tanquam  latricos  geoios. 
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Diseaaet  dire,  of  which  a  raonstroas  creir 
Bcfose  tbee  aball  appear.  Milton. 


ARGUMENT. 
BeAactiona.  Invocatiott  of  the  genias  of  Spens?r. 
Apostropbe  to  the  dntehess  of  Somerset.  The 
Palach  of  Disease.  War.  Intemperance.  Me- 
lancboly.  Ferer.  Coosamption,  SmalUpoB. 
ComplainŁ  on  the  death  of  lord  Beauehamp. 


Dbath  was  not  maa^s  i  nberitance,  but  life 

Immortal,  buta  Faradise  of  bUss, 

Unlading  beauty,  and  ctemal  spring, 

(Tbe  dondless  błaze  of  lnnocenre*s  rcign:) 

Tbe  gifts  of  God's  right-hand !  till  monstroiM  Sin> 

Tbe  Biotiy  chUd  of  8ataa  and  of  Heli, 

]nvited  dire  Disease  into  the  worJd, 

And  ber  distortcd  brood  of  ugly  shapcs, 

Ecbidna^s  brood  {  and  fix*d  thcir  curs^d  abode 

On  Eartb,  iarisible  to  hnman  sight, 

The  f»«rŁioQ  and  the  seourge  of  niortal  man. 

Yet  tbo'  to  hnman  sight  inriaible, 

)f  ihe,  wboBi  1  nnplore.  Urania,  deism, 

With  mtfńaoMj  to  purge  away  thti  niists 


Which,  humid,  dim  the  minror  of  tbe  mind; 

(As  Venua  gave  .^eas  to  behold 

The  angry  gods  with  flame  ©'erwl-elming  Troy, 

Neptune  and  Pallas)  not  in  vain,  Pil  siug 

The  mystic  terrours  of  tliis  gloomy  rei^n: 

And,  led  by  her,  with  dangerous  courage  press 

Through  draary  patbs,  and  haunts,  by  moital  foo% 

Rare  visitcd ;  unlcss  by  thee,  I  wccn, 

Father  of  Fancy,  of  descriptirc  rerse. 

And  shadowy  beings,  gentle  F.dmund,  Hight 

Spenser !  the  swoetcst  of  the  tunefiil  throng^ 

Or  recent,  or  of  cld  •.    Creatłve  bard, 

Thy  springs  unlock,  expand  thy  iairy  scenes, 

Thy  unexhausted  Stores  of  fancy  spread, 

And  with  thy  images  enrich  my  song. 

Come,  Hertford'!  with  the  Muse,  awhile,  vouch- 
(The  softer  viitaes  melting  in  thy  breast,      [saie. 
The  tender  groces  glowing  in  thy  form) 
Youcbsafe,  in  all  the  beauty  of  distress, 
To  take  a  silent  walk  among  the  tombs: 
There  lend  a  cbarm  to  Son-ow,  smooth  her  brow. 
And  sparkle  througb  her  tears  in  shining  woe. 
As  wbcn  thedore^,  (thy  embłem,  matchiess  damąi 
For  beauty,  innocence,  and  truth  are  thine) 
Spread  all  its  colours  o'er  tbe  boundloss  deep, 
(Bmpyreal  radiance  quivering  round  the  gloom) 
Chaos  reform^d,  and  bade  distraction  ^mile ! 

Deep  in  a  desert-rale,  a  pałace  froWns 
Snblimely  mournful :  to  the  eyc  it  secms 
The  mansłon  of  Despair,  br  ancient  Night. 
The  graces  of  the  Seasons  iiert^r  knew 
To  shed  tlieir  bounty  here,  or  sniiliiig,  blcs» 
With  hospitable  foot,  its  bleak  domain, 
UncuUivated.     Nur  the  various  robę 
Of  flu<thing  Spring,  with  purple  gay,  ini-ests 
Its  blighted  piains ;  nor  Summer^s  radiant  hand 
Profusive,  scatters  o*er  its  baleful  fieids 
The  rich  abundance  of  her  glorious  days; 
And  golden  Autumn  here  foigets  to  reign. 

Here  only  henilock,  and  whatever  weeds 
Medra  gatheWd,  or  Canidia  brew*d, 
Wet  with  Avernus'  uaves,  or  Puntus  yiekls, 
Or  Colcbos,  or  Thessalia,  taiut  the  winds. 
And  choke  the  ground  uołiałlow'd.    But  the  soit 
Refuses  to  embrace  the  kindly  seeds 
Of  heating  vtigetation,  sagę,  and  mc, 
Dittany  and  amello,Uoonung£till 
In  Virgil*s  rui-ai  page.   ,The  bitter  ycw, 
Tbe  chnrch«yard's  shade!  and  cypress'  witber^d 
In  formidable  ranks  surround  its  cuurts        [arma 
With  umbrage  dun;  adminisfring  a  roof 
To  birds  of  ominous  portent;  the  bat, 
The  raven  boding  death,  the  screaming  owi 
Of  heavy  wing,  wbile  serpents,  rustJiog,  hiss. 
And  crąaking  toads  the  odious  concert  aid. 

The  peevish  £ast,  tite  rheumy  South,  the  North 
Pregnant  with  stonns,  are  all  the  winds  thatblow: 
Whilc,  distant  &r,  the  purc  £t«3słau-^les. 
And  wcstem-breezes  lan  the  spicy  beds 
Of  Araby  the  blest,  or  shabe  their  balm 
0'er  fair  Britanoia^s  płains,  and  wake  her  flow'rs. 
Rtemal  damps,  and  deadly  humours,  drawn 
In  pois'nous  eshalatious  from  the  deep, 
Conglomerated  into  soHd  nigbt. 
And  darkness,  almost  to  be  f^It,  for  bid 

■  Old.       »  Tho  prcsent  dutchess  of  Somerset. 

*  The  Platonists  suppose  that  I^ve,  oi-  the 
celestial  Yenus  (of  .whom  the  dove  is  likewtse  an 
embLm^  created  %nie  worl4  out  of  cjaaoi. 
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The  Siin,  with'  cheeiftil  beams,  to  purge  the  air, 
Bat  roli  their  sufibcatin^  borrours  round 
Incessant,  tMmi»i\iDg'  the  blooming  train 
Of  Health,  and  Joy,  for  ever,  from  the  dome. 

lu  sad  magnificence  the  palące  rears 
\\&  mouMering  colimins;  from  thy  quaiTłe8,  Nile, 
Of  sable  marble,  and  Egyptian  mines 
Emboweird.     Nor  Corintbian  piłlars,  gay 
With  foliag'd  capitals  and  figur'd  frize, 
Nor  fetninine  loniąue,  nor,  tho*  grave, 
The  fluted  Doriq^e,  and  the  Tuscan  plain, 
In  just  proportions  rise:  but  Gothtc,  rude, 
IrrecoDCird  in  niinous  design : 
Save  in  the  centrę,  in  reliero  high. 
And  swelling  emblematically  bold, 
In  gold  the  apple  rosę,  "  whose  mortol  ta&te 
Brougbt  death*into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe4." 
Malignantly  delighted,  dire  Disease 
Snrveys  the  glitterinif  pcst,  and  grimly  smiles 
With  hellish  glee.     Beneath,  totters  ber  tbrone, 
Of  jarring  elements;  earth,  water,  ćrej  [tain 

Where  hot,  and  cold;  and  moist,  and  dry  main- 
Unnatnral  war.    Shaptlcss  ber  frigbtful  form, 
(A  chaos  of  Jistcmper^d  limba  in  one) 
Huge  as  Megaera,  cruel  as  the  grave, 
Her  eyes,  two  comets;  and  ber  breath,  a  storm. 
'High  in  her  wither'd  anns,  she  wields  ber  rod, 
AVith  adders  curIM,  and  dropping  gore;  and  points 
To  the  dead  wails,  besmear^d  with  cursed  tales 
Of  Plagues  red-spotted,  of  blue  Pestilence, 
Walking  in  darkness;  Havock  at  tbeir  heels; 
Lean  Famine,  gnawing  in  despigbt  her  arm: 
Whatever  Egypt,  Atiiens,  or  Messine, 
Constantinople,  Troynovant,  Marseilles, 
Or  Cairo  felt,  or  Spagnolet  could  paint. 
A  siekły  taper,  climmering  feeble  rays 
Across  the  gloom,  makes  horroor  yisible. 
And  punisbes,  wbile  it  informs,  the  eye. 
A  thousand  and  ten  tbousand  monstrous  sbapes 
Compose  the  group;  the  exeĆTable  crew 
Which  Michael,  in  vision  strange,  disclosM 
To  Adam,  in  the  Lazar-house  of  woe; 
A  colony  from  Heli.    The  knotted  Gout, 
The  bloated  Dropsy,  and  the  racking  Stpne 
Rolling  her  eyes  in  angutsh ;  Lepra  foul, 
Strangling  Angina;  Ephialtic  starta; 
X}nnerv'd  Paralysn;  with  moist  Catarrbs; 
.Płeuritis  bending  o'er  its  side,  in  pain ; 
Yertlgo;  murderous  Apop1exy,  proud 
With  the  late  spoils  of  Clayton'8  honour^d  life: 
Clayton,  the  good,  the  courteous,  the  humane; . 
Tenacious  of  bis  pnrpose,  and  his  word 
Firm  as  the  fabled  throne  of  Grecian  Jove. 
Be  just,  O  memory !  again  recall 
Those  looks  illumin^d  by  bis  honest  heart, 
Tbat  open  freedom,  and  that  cheeriul  ease, 
The  bounteous  emanations  of  his  soul: 
His  British  honour;  Christian  charity; 
And  roild  benevolence  for  human-kind. 

From  every  quarter,  lamentations  lood. 
And  sighs  resound,  and  rueiul  peals  of  groans 
Roli  echoing  round  the  Taulted  den8,'and  screams 
Dolorous,  wrested  from  the  heait  of  pain. 
And  brain-sick  agony.     Around  her  throne 
Six  favourite  Furies,  next  berself  accurst, 
Their  dismal  maosions  keep;  in  order  each, 
As  most  destmctire.     In  the  foremost  rank, 
Of  poiishM  steel,  with  armour  blood-distuinM, 

4  MOton't  Pqiradłse  Losł,  Book  Isjt. 


HehneŁs  and  spcars,  sad  8hield«>  andctetsi^f  mfui, 

With  iron  stiff,  or  tin,  or  brass,  or  gdd, 

Swells  a  triumphai  arch ;  beueath  grim  War 

Shakes  her  red  arm :  for  War  is  a  disease 

The  feilest  of  the  fell !     Wby  will  mankind, 

Why  will  they,  when  so  many  plagues  invo1ve 

l'hi8  habitable  globe,  (the  curse  of  sin,) 

Invent  new  desolations  to  cut  off 

The  Christian  race?    At  least  in  Christian  climes 

Łet  olives  shade  your  mountains,  and  let  Peace 

Stream  her  wbite  banner  o^er  us,  blest  from  War^ 

And  laurels  only  deck  yoor  poefs  browa. 

Or,  if  the  fiery  metal  in  your  blood, 

And  tbfrst  of  buman-life  your  bosom  sting, 

Too  8avage!  let  the  fury  loose  of  War, 

Aud  bid  the  battle  ragę  against  the  breasts 

Of  Asian  infidels:  redeem  the  tow'r8 

Where  David  sung,  the  son  of  David  bied; 

And  warm  new  Tasso'8  with  the  epic-flame. 

Right  opposite  to  War  a  goi'geous  throne 
With  jewels  flaming  and  em^ss'd  with  gold, 
And  various  sculpture,  strikes  the^wond^ńng  ey«: 
With  jorial  scenes  (amid  destruction  gay,) 
Of  instruments  of  mirth,  the  harp,  the  lute, 
Of  costly  Yiands,  of  delicious  wines. 
And  flow'ry  wreaths  to  bind  the  careless  broir 
Of  youth,  or  age;  as  youtb  or  age  demand 
The  plcasing  ruin  from  th'  encbantress,  vile 
Intemperance :  than  Circe  subtler  far, 
Only  subdu'd  by  wisdom ;  fairer  far 
Than  young  Armida,  whose  bewitching  cbarms. 
Rinaldo  fetter'd  in  her  rosy  chains; 
Till,  by  Ubaldo  held,  his  diamond  shield 
BlazM  on  his  mind  the  virtues  of  his  race, 
And,  ąuick,  di8Solv'd  her  wanton  mists  away« 
See,  from  ber  throne,  slow-moving,  she  extend.3 
A  poison*d  gobblet !  fly  the  beauteous  bane : 
The  adder's  tooth,  the  tiger's  hungry  fiing, 
Are  barmless  to  ber  smiles  \  ber  smiles  are  dcath. 
Beaeatb  the  foamy  lustre  of  the  bowi, 
Which  sparkles  men  to  madpess,  lurks  a  snake 
Of  mortal  stin^:  fly;  if  you  taste  the  winę, 
Machaon  swears  that  moly  cannot  cure. 
Tho*  innocent  and  fair  ber  looks,  she  holds 
A  lawless  commerce  with  ber  sister-pests. 
And  doubly  whcts  their  darts:  away — and  łiye. 

Next,  in  a  low-brow»d  cave,  a  little  heli, 
A  p^sive  hag,  moping  in  darkness,  sits 
Dolefully-sad :  her  eyes  (so  deadly-dull!) 
Stare  from  their  stonied  sockets,  wideł ywild; 
For  ever  bent  on  rnsty  knires,  and  ropes; 
On  poignards,  bows  of  poison,  daggers  red 
Witii  clotted  gore.     A  raven  by  her  side 
Etcmal  croaks;  ber  only  matę  Despair; 
Who,  scowling  in  a  night  of  clouds,  presents 
A  thousand  buming  helis,  and  damnod  souls. 
And  lakes  of  stormy  fire,  to  mad  the  brain 
Moon-stmcken.     Melancboly  is  her  name; 
Britann]a*s  bitter  bane.    Thou  gracious  Pow*r, 
(Whose  judgments  and  whose  mercies  who  can 

tełl!) 
With  bars  of  steel,  with  hills  of  adamant 
Crush  down  the  sooty  ficnd;  nor  let  ber  blast 
The  sacred  light  of  Heaven^  all-cheering  fiM:e, 
Nor  fright,  from  Albion^s  isie,  the  angcl  Hope. 

Fever  the  fbnrth :  adust  as  Afric-wilds, 
ChainM  to  a  bed  of  burning  brass;  her  eyes 
Like  roving  meteors  blaze,  nor  ever  ciose 
Their  wakeful  lids :  she  turns,  but  tums  in  rain,     - 
Thcough  nights  of  miaery.    Attendant  Thirst 
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.  Gissps  haid  an  empty  bewl,  aod  sbrirellM  rtrłves 

i         To  drench  her  parched  tbroat    Not  looder  ^roans 

'  From  PbaJaris*8  buli,  as  Famę  reports, 

TonoeDted  with  distressful  din  the  air, 

I  And  drew  the  tender  tear  from  Pity's  eye. 

I  Coimmptioo  near;  a  joyless,  meagre  wight, 

FuitiDg  for  breath,  and  shrinking  into-  shade 
Elodes  the  giasp:  thin  as  the  embodicd  air 
Whicb,  enrt,  deońvM  Ixion*8  void  embiace, 
Ambitious  óf  a  goddess !  scarce  ber  legs 
'Feebly  ehe  drags,  wilh  wheezing  laboar,  on, 
Aod  motłon  slow:  a  willow  wand  directs 
Her  tottering  steps,  and  marks  ber  for  the  grare. 

The  last,  so  turpid  to  tbe  Tiew,  afirights 
ficr  neigfaboar  hags.    Happy  herself  is  blind, 
Or  msdnesit  would  ensoe;  so  bloated-Uack, 
So  loatfasome  to  each  sense,  tbe  sigbt  or  smell, 
Soch  fonl  comiption  on  tbis  side  the  grave; 
YarioJa  ydep^j  ragged  and  roogk,  [scenes 

Her  coouh  perplex'd  with  thoms^—Wha^  heavy 
Haag  o^er  my  heart  to  ieel  the  tbeme  is  minę; 
Bot  ProńdeDce  oommands,  bis  wiU  be  done! 
She  raahes  tbrougb  my  blood;  sbc  burns  along. 
And  liots  on  my  life. — Have  mercy,  Heav'n!— 
Yariola,  what  art  thou  ?  whence  proceeds 
This  Tinilence,  which  all,  but  we,  escape? 
Tboii  nauseoos  enemy  to  bumao-kind: 

I  b  man,  and  man  alone,  thy  mystic  seeds^ 

Suiet,  and  in  tbeir  secret  windings  bid, 
Xie  unprolific;  till  Infection  ronze 
Her  poiś'Boiu  particles,  of  proper  size, 

^  Fignie  and  mcasuce,  to  exert  tbeir  pow'r 

Of  iinpr^ruation;  atoms  snbtle,  baTb*dy 
Infrangibłe,  and  ftctive  to  destroy; 
By  geometrie  or  mechanic  rules 
Yet  undiscoYer^d :  quick  tbe  Ieaven  runs,. 
Destractłve  of  tbe.solids,  spirits,  blood 
Of  mortal  man,  and  agitates  the  whole 
Ib  generał -Gonflagration  aod  misrale* 
As  vhen  the  flinty  seeds  of  fire  embrace 
SoBe  fit  materials,  stubble,  furze,  or  straw, 
The  erackling  blaze  ascends;  tbe  rapid  flood 
Qf  raddy  flaJODes,  impetuous  o*er  its  prey, 
RoUs  its  broad  course,  and  half  tbe  field  dcrours. 

As  adders  deaf  to  beauty,  wit,  and  yonth, 
How  many  Uving  lyrea,  by  tbee  unstmng, 
£^  half  tbeir  tanes  are  ended,  cease  to  charm 
Th'  admiiiDg  world?     So  ccras*d  the  matchless 
By  Cowley  honoar*d,  by  Ro8coqimon  loT'd,  [name, 
Orinda:  blooming  KiUigrew'8  soft  lay : 
And  manly  Oldham'6  pointed  yigour,  eorsM 
By  the  gor*d  sons  of  Loyola  and  Romę. 
And  he  wbo  Pbedra  song,  in  buskinM  pomp. 
Mad  with  incestuoos  fires,  ingenious  Smith: 
OxoDia*s  sons !    And,  O,  our  recent  grief ! 
Shatl  BeanchampS  die,  foi^tten  by  tbe  Muse, 
Orare  the  Muse«  with  their  Hertfort  dombl 
Where  aie  ye?  weeping  o*er  thy  learned  Rhine, 
Bononia,  fi&tal  to  our  hopes !  or  else 
By  Kenners  chalky  wave,  with  tresses  tom, 
Or  rade,  and  wiMly  floating  to, tbe  winds, 
Mute,  on  tbe  faoary  willowa  hang  the  lyre, 
Kegiccted  ?     Or  in  rural  Percy-lodgc, 
Where  Innocencc  and  he  walkM  band  in  baud, 
Tbe  cypress  crop,  or  wea^e  the  laurel-bough 
To  graoe  bis  honour*d  grave  ?     Ye  lilies,  rise 

S  Lord  Beauchamp,  only  son  of  the  earl   of 
Hertfon),  died  at  Boloicnia  of  tUc  srnaU-pox,  Sep- 
I  tember  llth,  1744,  aged  19. 


Immaculate;  je  roaes,  sweet  as  mom; 

Less  sweet  and  less  immaculate  than  be.  • 

His  op*ning  flow'r  of  beauty  sOfUy  smil>d. 
And,  sparkliug  in  the  liąuid  dews  of  yontb, 
Adorn^d  the  blessed  ligbt!  with  blossoms  foir, 
Untainted;  in  tbe  rank  Italian  soil 
From  blemish  pnre.    The  yirgins  stole  a  sigh, 
The  matrons  lifted  up  their  wondYing  eyes, 
And  blest  the^English  angel  as  he  pass*d, 
Rejoicing  in  bis  rays !     Why  did  we  trust 
A  plant  80  loirely  to  ^heir  enviou8  skies, 
UnmercifnUy  bright  with  savage  beams? 
His  were  tbe  arts  of  Italy  before, 
Courting,  and  courted  by  the  classic  Muse. 
He  traveird  not  to  leam,  but  to  reform. 
And  with  bis  fair  example  mend  mankiod. 

Why  need  I  name  (for  distant  nations  know, 
Hesperiaknowś;  O  would  Hesperia  sing! 
As  Maro,  etst,  and,  late,  Marino  rais*d 
The  blooming  Beanchamps  of  the  former  time^ 
Marcellus,  and  Adonis  to  tbe  stars, 
On  wings  of  soaring  fire !  so  woołd  sbe>sing !) 
His  uncomipted  heart;  his  bouour  elear 
As  summer-suns,  effiilging  fortb  his  soul 
In  every  word  and  look:  his  reason^s  ray 
By  folly,  vanity,  or  vice  unstain*d, 
Shining  at  once  with  purity  and  strength, 
With  Englisb  honesty  and  Attic  fiie : 
His  teiidemess  of  spirit,  high-infonn'd 
With  wide  benevolence,  and  candid  zeal 
For  leaming,  liberty,  religion,  truth: 
The  patriot-glories  buming  in  his  breast. 
His  king^s  and  country*s  undivided  friend ! 
Each  public  virtue,  and  each  private  grace; 
The  Seymour-dignity,  the  Percy-flame; 
Ali,  all  I^Ere  twenty  antumns  roird  away 
Their  golden  plentj'.    Further  stiłl  rbthold 
His  animated  bloom ;  liis  flush  of  health; 
Tbe  blood  emilting  with  the  baUny  tide 
Of  Tcmal  life!  so  fresh  for  pleasure  fomiM 
By  Ńature  and  the  Graces  r  yet  his  youth 
So  temperately  warm,  so  chastely  cool, 
Ev*n  seraphims  might  look  into  his  mind, 
Might  look,  nor  tum  away  their  holy  cyes ! 
Th'  unutterable  esscnce  of  good  Heav*n, 
That  breath  of  God,  thai  energy  divine 
Which  gi^es  us  to  be  wise,  and  just,  and  pure,    . 
Fol!  on  his  bosom  pour'd  the  1iving  stream, 
Il]um'd,  inspir*d,  and  sanctifyM  his  not^ ! 
-  And  are  thesewonders  Tani  sh'd?  are  those  eyes^ 
Where  ardent  truth  and  melting  mildness  shone, 
ClosM  in  a  foreign  land }  no  morę  to  bless 
A  father,  mother,  friend !  no  morę  to  charm 
A  longing  peoplc?  O,  lamented  youth! 
Since  fate  and  gloomy  night  thy  beauties  TeiPd  '  . 
With  shade  mysterious,  and  eclipsM  thy  beams, 
How  many  Somersets  are  lost  in  thce ! 

Yet  only  lost  to  Earth!— for  trust  tbe  Muse, 
(His  v.irtacs  rather  trust)  she  saw  bim  rise 
She  sa^  him  smile  along  the  tissuM  cloods, 
In  coloiirs  rich-erobroider^d  by  the  Son, 
Engirt  wifcb  cherub-wings,  and  kindred-fbrms, 
Cbildren  of  light,  the  spotlcss  youth  of  Hear^n! 
They  hail  their  blest  companion,  gain*d  so  soon 
A  partner  of  tbeir  joys;  and  crown  with  stars, 
Almost  as  &ir,  the  radtance  of  his  brows. 
Ev*n  where  the  angel  host,  with  tongues  of  fire, 
Chant  to  their  glittering  harps  th'  Almighty's 
And,  in  a  bnrning  circie,  shout  around       [praise; 
The  jasper^throne,  be  raingles  flamet  7ith  them  i 
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He  sprtngs  into  tbc  Centre  of  thc<»hoir, 

lAnd,  di-inking  in  the  spivit-ino8t-<livihe, 

Be  siags  as  sweet,  aud  glows  asbright  as  they. 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS. 


P.  44.     Mcdea  gather^d  and  Canidia  htewńd,  Al«. 

Medea,  notoriou«  for  her  incantatioos  ia  Orkl^ 
&c.  as  Canidia  i  u  Horace. 


P.  41. 


or  Pontus  yidds,  flce. 


PoDtus,  Colchos,  and  Thessalia,  well  known  fyr 
Page41.     WiTH  euphrasy,  Augl.   eyebright.     producing  noxioa$  and  poisonous  hbiiw  and  plantu. 
This  herb  was  uoknown  to  the  ancients;  at  least     „     ,     ,  ,        ,       «     ^       .... 

it  is  not  mentioned  by  them.     It  is  of  extraor-     p«  berbas    atque  h«c  Ponto  mihi  lecta  veneM, 

Ipse  dedit  Mcens;  tiascuntur  phinma  Ponto. 

Virg.  Eclog.  8. 

Herbasąiie  quas  &  Colchos  &  Iberta  mittit, 
Yeneiiorum  ferax.  Hor.  £pod.  5. 

Thessala  qninetiam  tellas  herbasąiie  nocentes, 
Rupibus  ingenait  Lacan.  Lib.  v. 


dinary  service  to  the  eye,  curing  most  of  its 
distempers. 

— Cum  dfbilitat  morb'  %'is  improba  yisuni) 
Aut  vinum,  aut  coccus,  luniinis  osor,  amorj  &o. 
Tuuc  ego,  non  frustra,  vocor— 

Couleius  Lib.  Plant.  p.  39. 

•— —  Pur^f^d  with  cupbrasy  ntid  nie 
The  risual  fierve.  Milton. 

P.  41.  As  Yenus  gave  ^iieas  to  behold,  &c. 

St^e  VirgU.  *^n.  lib-  ii.  Whioh  seems  to  be 
bo!To\ved  from  Homer.  Ilins.  Lib.  v.  We  have 
several  of  tbc  like  instanCes  in  the  sacred  roIuAies. 
Gen.  xxu  19.  And  God  opened  her  eyes  and  she 
saw  a  well  of  water.  Nuinbers,  xxii.  31.  Tben 
the  Li^rd  opened  the  eyes  of  Balaam,  and  be  saw 
the  angel  of  the  Lord,  &c. 


P.  41. 


amelk)  bloomiog  still 


P.41. 


by  mortal  foot 


Karę  yisitcdi 

See  Virgil: 

Sed  me  Pamassi  dcserta  per  ardua  dnlcis 
Raptatamor:  Juvat  ire  jiigio,  qui  nulla  prionim, 
Ca&tałiam  moUi  divertitur  orbita  clivo. 

Geoi^.  Lib.  iii. 

\VhicK  is  imitated  from  Lucretius,  Lib.  ii. 

A  via  Pieridom  peragro  loca,  nuUius  antę 
Trita  pede,  &c. 


lu  Yire^rs  niral  page. 

Est  etiam  flos  io  pretis  cni  nomen  ameHo 
Feoeie  agricole.       Vir|^.  Georg.  Lib.  ti. 

Bęsi  des  there  gtx3ws  a  flow*r  in  marshy  groand^ 

Its  name  amelluM,  easy  to  be  found: 

A  migbty  spring  works  in  its  root,  and  clea^ie* 

The  sproating  stalkj  and  shows  itself  iu  lea^es.    . 

The  flowV  itself  is  of  a  golden  hue, 

The  leaves  inclining  to  a  darker  blue,  &c. 

Addison^s  Works,  VoI.  i.  4to. 


P.42. 


or  ^agnolet  could  paint. 


P.41. 


gentle  Edmund,  higbt 


Speuser ! 

The  datę  of  our  Fnglish  poetry  may  with  great 

JYistice  bcgiu  with  Spensej-.    It  is  true,  Chaucer, 

*  (jower,  and  Lydgate  were  masters  of  uncommon 

beauties,  considering  the  age  they  lived  iu,  and 

haTe  described  the  biunourS,  passions,  &c.  with 

great  discemment.     Yet  nonę  of  them  scem  to 

have  been  half  so  well  acquainted  with  the  very 

lifeand  being  of  poetry,  inventioD,  painting,' and 

design,  as  Spenser.     Chaucer  was  the  best  before 

him;  but  then  he  borrowcd  most  of  his  poems, 

either  from  the  ancients,  or  from  Boccace,  Pe- 

trarch,  or  the  Provcncal  writers,  &c.     Thus  his 

Troilus  and  Cressida,  the  largest  of  his  works, 

was  taken  from  Lollius ;  and  the  Romaunt  of  the 

Rosę  was  translated  from  the  French  of  John  dc 

Mcun,  an  Englishman,  who  flourisbed  in  the  reign 

of  Richard  11.  and  so  of  the  rest.    As  for  those 

who  fołlowed  him,  such  as  Heywood,  Scogan, 

iSkelton,  &c.  they  secm  to  be  wholly  ignorant  of 

either  numbers,  language,  propricty,  or  .e\-cn  de- 

cency  itself.    I  must  be  undorstood  to  except  the 

earl  of  Surry,  sir  Thomas  Wiat,  sir  Philip  Sidncy, 

flevera]  pieces  in  the  Mirror  of.  Magistmtcs,  and 

a  few  partsof  Mr.  Q,  Ga»coign'8  aud  TurberviU's 

works. 


A  famous  painter,  eminent  for  diawiog  ibm 
distrcsses  and  agonies  of  human  naturę. 

P.  42.  Which  Michael  in  vision  straoge. 

See  Milton*s  Paradise  Lost,  b.  xk 

P.  42.  —  C]ayton*s  honoured  life. 

Sir  William  Clayton,  bart.  died  at  Marden  in 
Surry,  December  the  I28th,  1744. 

P.  42.  Wbere  I>avid  sung,  &c 

Though  a  croisade  may  seem  Tery  romantic 
(and  perhaps  it  is  so)  yet  it  has  been  applatided 
by  tbe  greatest  writers  of  different  ages;  by 
i^neas  Sylvius,  by  Bessarion,  by  Naugerius,  &c 
who  have  each  writ  orations  apon  that  subject. 
And  here  1  cannot  help  observing,  that  Casimire 
and  Jac.  Bald^,  the  two  most  oelebrated  of  the 
modern  lyric  poets,  liave  writ  8everal  of  their 
fiuest  odes  to  animate  the  Christian  princea  to 
such  a  design;  and  that  Tssso  has  adomed  tb* 
exp6dition  of  Godfrey  of  Bulloign  with  the  most 
beauŁiful  and  perfect  poem  sińce  the  ^neis  (for 
I  prefer  Milton  Uf  Yirgil  himself.) 

P.  42.  Than  Circe  subtler  &r. 

See  Homer*8  Odyssey,  Ub.  10>. 

P.  42.  llian  young  Armida,  &c. 

SeeTasso^  U  Godfredo,  Canto  iv.  Stanz.29, 
&c.  Canto  xiv.  Stanz.  68.  Canto  xvi.  Stanz.  29, 

P.  42.  Machaon  swears,  &c. 

Machaon  celebrated  in  Hoiber;  but  here  used, 
in  generał,  for  any  physician.    So  Ovid: 

Firma  valentper  se,  nullumque  Machaonaquenint. 

And  Martial: 

Suid  tibi  cum  medicis?  dimitte  Machaonas  omnes.. 
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P*  4t«  Thatt  moly  cannot  ctire. 

IHrcpiy  18  said  to  have  presented  moly  to 
Ulytset  to  pre>erve  him  frunie  the  charms  of 
Orce.    Homer*s  Odyss.  Lib.  x. 

Thn  while  h«  spoke,  the  sovereign  plant  he  drev, 
Wtere  oa  th'  aU-bearing  Earth  nnmark^d  it  grew. 
And  thoir'd  its  Naturę  and  its  wondrous  po«r*r; 
Bbck  wąs  the  root,  bat  milky  white  the  flow'r: 
Jfoly  the  name.  Pope. 

LindatiMima  herbarum  est  Homero,  quain  vo- 
cali  a  diis  putat  moly,  &  inventioiiein  ejus  Mer- 
eorio  assignat^  contraąue  summa  veneQcia  de- 
monatrat,  &.c.         Plinius,  Lib.  xxv.  c.  4. 

P.  43.  From  Phalaris^s  boli,  A&c. 

Amoogst  aeveral  instroments  of  torment  that 
Phalans  caused  to  be  contriTed,  there  was  a  buli 
of  brass,  in  which  people  being  cast,  and  a  ftre 
pliced  under  it,  they  bellowed  like  oxen.  Pe- 
rilłos  the  artist,  demanding  a  great  reward  for  his 
laTeotion,  was  pat  in  it  himself  to  try  the  first 
eiperiment.  Upon  which  Pliny  makes  this  good- 
Bstnred  rellection:  Perillom  nemo  landa t,  sa*- 
Tioreoi  Phalaride  tynmno,  qai  taurum  fecit,  mu- 
gitas  hominis  pollicitus,  igne  subdito,  &  primus 
eon  expeitas  crociatom  justiore  sacTitia,  &c. 
Flmios,  Lib.  xzxiv.  c.  8. 

P.  43.  -»•-•»  dece]v*d  Iiion^s  yoid  embrace. 

Isioii  being  inrited  to  dine  witfa  Jupiter  fell  in 
loTe  with  Juno,  and  endeavoored  to  debauch  her, 
vho  acqaainted  her  husband.  He  to  try  lxi(fti 
fonned  a  dood  into  Juno'8  likeness,  upon  wbi<;h 
he  tttisfied  his  lust.   Hygini  Fab.  Diador.  vi.  &c. 

P.43.  Orinda. 

Mrs.  K.  Philips,  styled  the  matchless  Orinda. 
Sm  ber  poems  in  folio.  Cowiey  has  two  odcs 
apon  her,  in  the  8d  Tal.  of  his  works,  8vo. 

P.  43.  JBloomiiHff  Killigrew'8  soft  lay. 

See  ber  poems-  in  4to.  Mr.  Dryden  celebrates 
her  death  in  an  excellent  ode.  See  his  works,  vol. 
3d,  folio,  p.  186.  See  likewise  Wood'8  Athens 
Osoo.  ToL  9d. 

P.  43.  Loyola. 

Inatias  Loyola,  foonder  of  the  Jesuits ;  against 
wbom  M r.  Oldham  writ  those  satłres,  which  are 
the  best  of  his  works. 

P.  43.  Bononia  fota]  to  our  hopes. 

Bolognia  a  city  in  Italy,  the  first  school  of  the 
Lombard  painters,  and  a  famous  unirer^ity, 

— <^anr!qoe  Bononia  Rheni.    Silius  Ital.  Lib.  viii. 

P.  43.  And  blessM  the  English  angel  as  he  pass^d— 

At  Bolognia  he  went  by  thę  name  of  L*Angelo 
loglese.  The  same  compiiment  seems  to  have 
been  paid  by  that  people  to  our  great  Milton  i  u 
his  trayels,  as  we  leam  by  this  epigram  of  a 
leamed  Italiau  nobleman  in  the  2d  volume  of 
Miltoa>  poetjcal  works: 

I}t  mens,  forma,  decor,  focies,  mos,  si  pietas  sic, 
HoD  An^s,  Terom  liere*t%  Aogulus,  ipse,  fores. 

P.  44.  O  lamented  youth,  &c. 


Heu  miserande  poer,  siqaa  fota  aspera  rumpas. 

Tu  MarceUus  eric 

Sed  nox  atra  capot  tristi  circumvólat  urobra. 

Yirg.  ^n.  Lib.  vi.. 


TnS  PROGRESS  OF  8ICK1IESS. 
BOOK  III. 

When  I  waited  for  light  there  came  darkncss. 
My  skin  is  black  upon  me;  and  my  boues  are 

bumt  with  heat. 
My  harp  is  also  turned  to  mooming.  Job. 


ARGUMENT. 
Reflections.  The  progress  of  the  disease.  Blind- 
ness.  Delirious  dreams.  Remedies  for  the 
mind:  1.  Patieuce:  2.  Hope:  3.  Prayer.  Hu- 
mań aid  and  relief  in  sickness:  1.  Physic ; 
eulogium  on  that  %cience:  2.  Friends;  digren- 
sion  on  friendship. 


Thb  foir,  the  bright,  the  great,  alas!  are  falPn, 
Nipt  in  the  bloora  of  beauty,  wit,  and  youth, 
Death^s  ondistinguishM  prey.    Shall  I  compiain 
(When  Buch  th'  estdblish^d  ordiuauce  of  Ucav'n) 
If  Sickness  at  my  bosom  lay  the  sje^e  ? 
A  worm  to  them!  and  to  tbeir  light  a  shade, 
Ungilded  with  ope  beam,  which  meltcd  down 
The  tear  fast-trickling  o'er  their  honour'd  tombs: 
We  all  must  die !  Our  every  pulse  that  beats, 
Beats  toward  eternity,  and  toUs  our  doom. 

Fate  reigns  in  all  the  portious  of  the  yi  ar. 
The  fruits  of  Autumn  feed  us  for  disease; 
The  Winter*s  raw  inclcmencies  bestow 
Disease  ou  Death ;  whilc Spring, to  strew our  herse, 
Kiodly  unbosoms,  weeping  in  their  dews, 
Her  flow^ry  race!  and  Summer  (kinder  still) 
With  the  gre«m  turf  and  bram*bles  binds  our  graves. 

But  am  1  wake?  or  in  Ovidian  realms. 
And  Circe  holds  the  glass?  What  odious  chaoge 
What  metamorpbose  strikes  the  dubious  cye } 
Ah,  whither  is  retir'd  the  scarlct  wave,      [chock, 
Mantling  with  healtb,  which  floated  through  jthe 
From  the  strong  summer-beam  imbib'd?     And 
The  vernul  lily^s  softly-blended  bloom  ?     [whera 
The  forehead  roughens  to  the  wond'ring  hand. 
Wide  o'«r  the  human-field,  the  body,  spreads 
Contagiouti  war,  and  lays  its  beauties  waste. 
As  once  thy  breathiug  harvest,  Cadmus,  sprung 
Sudden,  a  serpent-brood !  an  armed  crop 
Of  growing  cliiefit,  andfought  themselves  todeatb. 
One  black-incrusced  bark  of  góry  boils. 
One  undistinguish'd  blister,  fCom  the  sule 
Of  the  sore  foot,  to  the  head'8  sorer  crown. 
Job^s  punishment!  With  patience  like  his  own, 
O  may  I  cxercisc  my  wounded  soul. 
And  cast  myself  upon  his  healing  hand, 
Who  bruiseth  at  his  will,  aod  maketh  whole. 

Ah,  too,  the  lustre  of  the  eyes  is  fled! 
Heavy  and  duli,  their  orbs  ncglect  to  roli, 
la  motiouless  distortion  »tift*and  fix*d; 
Till  by  the  trenibliag  band  of  watchful  age 
(A  weeping  matron,  timorous  tu  affiigbt, 
And  piously  fallacioas  i  o  her  care> 
Prctendiog  li^ht  o^ensivc,  and  the  Sun) 
Clos'd;  and,  perUaps,  for  ever !  ne*er  agftin 
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To  open  on  the  sphere,  to  drink  the  day, 
Or  (^orse!)  behuld  Ianthe*8  face  dtyine, 
And  woii^ei'  o*er  her  charms. — But  yet  fbrbear, 
O  dare  not  murmur;  tis  Heav*n'8  high  behest: 
Tho*  darkncss  through  the  chambers  of  the  grave 
This  dust  pursue,  and  death^s  sad  shade  invo1ve, 
£re  loDg>  the  Filial  light  himseif  shall  shine; 
(The  stars  are  dust  to  hini,  the  Son  a  sbade) 
Tbese  very  eyes,  these  tanicles  of  flesb, 
£T*n  tho*  by  worms  destroy^d,  shall  see  my  God, 
And,  seeing,  ne^er  remember  darkoess  morę, 
£oviroa^d  witb  eternity  óf  day. 

Tbo%  at  their  visual  entrance,  quite  shut  out 
£xternal  fomis,  forttidden,  mount  the  winds, 
Ketire  to  chaos,  or  with  night  commix; 
Yet,  Fancy's  mimie  work,  ten  thousand  shapes, 
Antic  and  wild,  rush  sweeping  o'er  my  dream6, 
Irregular  and  newj  as  pain  or  ease 
The  spirits  teach  to  flow,  and  in  the  brain 
Direction  diyerse  hołd:  gentle  and  foright 
As  hermitSy  sleeping  in  their  mossy  cells, 
Luirdby  theiallorwaters!  bytheriils 
Prom  Heliconian  cliffs  devolv'd ;  or  where, 
Thy  ancient  riTer,  Kishon,  sacred  stream ! 
Soft  murmurs  op  their  slumbers:  peace  within. 
And  conscience,  e^'n  to  ecstasy  sublim'd 
And  beatific  Tision.    Sudden,  black, 
And  horrible  as  murderers^  or  hags, 
Their  leasuof  years  spun  out,  and  jbloody  bond 
Fnll-flasliing  on  their  eyes,  the  gulf,  beneath, 
Mad^ning  with  gloomy  fires;  and  HeaT'n,  behind, 
With  all  her  golden  valve8  for  ever  clos'd. 

Now  in  Elysium  lapM,  and  loTely  scenes, 
Where  honeysockles  rove,  and  egiantines, 
Narcissus,  jeSs'min,  pinks,  profusely  wild, 
In  erery  scented  gale  Arabia  breathe : 
As  biissful  Eden  fair;  the  moming-work 
Of  Heav'n  and  MiIton's  theme !  where  Innocence 
Smird,  and  improy^d  tbe  prospect.— Now,  anon, 
By  Isis'  favoorite  flood  supinely  laid, 
In  tuneful  indolence,  behold  the  bai^s 
(Harps  in  each  band,  and  laurel  on  each  brow) 
A  band  of  demi-gods,  august  to  sight, 
In  Yenerable  order  sweetly  rise, 
(The  Muses  sparkling  round  them)  who  bare  ti'od 
In  measur*d  pace  its  banks,  for  ever  green, 
EnamellM  from  their  feet !  harmonious.  notes, 
Warbled  to  Doric  reeds,  to  Lesbian  lyres, 
Or  Phrygian  niinstrelsie,  stcal  on  the  ear 
Knamour*d  with  variety:  aud  loud 
The  trumpeU  shrilling  clangours  fili  the  sky 
With  silveT  melody — now,  happicr  still ! 
Round  thy  Italie  cloisters,  musing  slow, 
Or  in  sweet  converse  with  thy  letteT»d  sons, 
Philosophers,  and  poets,  and  diyines, 
Enjoy  the  sacced  walk,  dc'Iighted,2neen*s'! 
Where  Addison  and  Tickell  lay  inspir'd, 
Inebriated  from  the  classic  springs. 
And  tun*d  to  various-soundlng  harps  the  song, 
Sublime,  or  tender,  humorous,  or  grave, 
Suaifing  the  Muses'  nectar  to  their  fili. 
Where  Smith  in  hoary  reverence  presides, 
(Crown'd  with  the  snów  of  Yirtue  for  the  skies) 
With  gracefiil  gravity,  and  gentle  sway ; 
With  perfect  peace  encircied  and  esteem. 
Whose  mild  and  bright  beneTolence  of  soul, 
By  rcason  cool,  and  by  religiou  warnv. 
And  generous  passion  for  the  college-weal, 

*     '}  Sueen'8-conege,  in  Oxfoid. 


Morę  than  a  Muie  inipire*— Momental  blfa»! 
For  sudden  rapt,  the  midnight  howi  of  wolve«,  ^ 
The  dragon's  yell,  the  Iion\  roar,  astound 
My  trembling  ear.     Ha!  down  a  burning  mount 
I  pJunge  deep,  deep:  surę  Vulcan's  shop  is  ber6— 
Hark,  how  the  an^ils  thunder  round  the  dens 
FlammiTomous!  What?  are  those  chains  to  bind 
This  skeleton !  the  Cydops  must  be  mad : 
Those  bolts  of  steel,  tbośie  adamantine  links 
Bemand  TyphsBus^  strengtb  to  burst.»Away— • 
Yenus  and  Mar»— beware. — In  giddy  whirls 
I  ride  the  blast,  and  tow^ring  through  the  sloim 
Enjoy  the  palące  of  the  Mom.    The  Sun 
Resigns  the  reins  of  Phlegon  to  my  Uands: 
His  mane  waves  fire :  he  scorches  me  to  dust: 
Avaunt,  thou  'fiend !— IHl  huH  thee  down  the  deep 
Of  Heav'n,  with  bolced  thunder,  and  eowrapt 
With  forky  lighfning.-— Now  staggering  I  reel^ 
By  murderers  pursuM:  my  iaitbiess  feet 
Scarce  shift  their  pace:  or  down  niahing  amaiiip 
I  cease  to  recoUect  my  flte|>8,  and  roli 
Pas8ive  on  earth.«-Sure,  twas  Astolpho^s  bom 
Pour'd  on  my  ear  th'  annoying  blast:  at  whicl^ 
Rogero  trembled,  Bradamant  grew  pale, ' 
And  into  air  dissoWM  th*  enchanted  dome» 

Now  starting  from  this  wildemess  of  dreaoMy 
I  wake  from  fancy*d  into  real  woe.  ' 
Pain  empties  all  her  Tials  on  my  head, 
And  steeps  me  o'er  and  o'er.  Th'  enTenom'd  shiri 
Of  Hercules  enwraps  my  burning  limba 
With  dragon'8  bk>od:  I  rave  and  roar  like  hiiAy 
Writhing  in  agouy.    Devouring  fires 
Eat  up  the  marrow,  frying  in  my  bones. 
O  whither,  whither  shall  I  tum  for  aid?— 
Methinks  a  seraph  whispers  in  my  ears, 
Pouring  ambrosia  on  them,  "  Tam  to  God; 
So  peace  shall  be  thy  pillow,  ease  thy  bed,  * 
And  nightof  sorrow  brighten  into  noon. 
Let  the  young  cherub  Patience,  brightFey'd  Hope^' 
And  ro8y-fiugcr'd  Pray'r,  combining  hołd 
A  surę  dominion  in  thy  purpo8'd  mind, 
Unconquer'd  by  affliction.*— I  recei^e 
The  mandate  as  finom  Hea^^n  itsel£— Expand 
Thyself,  my^ul,  and  let  them  enter  in. 

Come,  smuing  angel,  Patience,  from  thy  seat^ 
Wliethec  the  widow's  cot,  or  heraiifs  celi. 
By  fasting  strong,  and  potent-fraci  distress ; 
Or  midnight*student*8  taper«glimmering  roof, 
Unwearied  with  revolving  tedious  tomes, 
O  come,  thou  panacea  of  the  mind! 
The  manna  of  the  soul  I  to  every  taste 
Orateftil  alike :  the  univen>al  balm 
To  sickness,  pain,  and  misery  below. 
She  comes !  she  comes !  she  dissipates  the  gloom  ; 
My  eyes  she  opens,  and  new  scenes  unfolds 
(Like  Moscs'  bush,  tho'  burning,  not  consum*d^ 
Scenes  fuli  of  splendour,  mi  racie,  and  God. 
Behold,  my  soul,  the  mart3nr-army,  who 
,  With  boly  blood  the  yiolence  of  fire 
Suench'd,  and  with  lingYing  constancy  fatigu'd 
The  persecuting  flame :  or  nobly  stopp'd 
The  Iion's  mouth,  and  triumph'd  in  bis  jaws. 
Hark,  how  the  rirgin  white-rob'd-tender  train 
Chant  hallelujabs  to  tlie  rack;  as  dear 
And  pleasing  to  the  ear  of  God,  as  hymns 
Of  angels  on  the  resnrrectioo-raom» 
When  all  the  host  Oi'  HeAweji  Hosanna  sing  i 
Yet  furtber;  lift  thy  eyes  upon  the  cross, 
A  bleeding  Sayiour  view,  a  dying  God ! 
Earth  trembles,  lend  tbe  rocks,  creation  groans: 
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Tbe  San,  mAmaM,  exCiDgiiisbes  the  day : 
AU  Nitme  Bufien  with  ber  sufferiug  Lord. 
>UudsŁ  this  mir  of  dements,  serene. 
And  as  tlie«aiii*8hiue  brow  of  Patience,  caliD) 
Be  diet  witbout  a  groan,  and  smiles  iu  deatb. 
ShaO  maftym,  yii^ost  nay,  tby  Saviour  bleed 
To  teacb  tbee  patience ;  and  yet  bleed  in  yaia? 
Toibid  it,  Reason;  and  forbid  it^  Heav*i]. 
No ;  suflfer :  and,  in  suffering,  rejoice. 
Patience  enduretb  all,  and  bopeth  all. 

Hope  is  ber  daagbter  tbeo.     Let  Hope  distill 
Her  oonlia]  spirit,  as  Hybla-boney  sweet, 
Aod  bealiog  ■<  tbe  drops  of  Oilead-bahn. 
Cease  to  repine,  as  tbose  wbo  have  no  bope; 
Nor  let  despair  approacb  thy  darkest  hour. 
Bespair!  that  triple-deatb !  tb' imperial  plague ! 
Th'  ezterminating  angel  of  tb'  accurst. 
And  sole  disease  of  wbich  the  danin*d  are  sick, 
l^indiing  a  ferer  hotter  tban  tbeir  Heli—* 
O  pinck  me  from  Despair,  wbite-banded  Hope ! 
O  ioterpose  thj'  spear  ahd  siWer  shield 
fietwist  my  bosom  and  the  fiend !  detrude 
This  impioos  monster  to  primeval  Heli ; 
To  its  own  dark  domain :  but  iigbt  my  soul, 
Imp^d  viUf  thy  flittering  wiogs,  to  ścenes  of  joy, 
To  healtb  and  life,  for  bealtb  and  life  are  thine: 
And  iire  imagination  with  the  akies. 

Bot  wbenoe  this  confldence  of  hope !    In  tbee, 
Aod  in  tby  blopd,  my  Jesus !     (Bow,  O  Earth ! 
HeaT^n  bends  beneatb  the  name,  and  all  its  sons, 
Hie  Hierarchy !  drop  Iow  tbe  prostrate  knee. 
And  sink,  in  bumble  wise,  upon  the  stars.) 
Yes,  on  thy  blood  and  name  my  hope  depends.— 
Kf  bope }  nay,  worlds  on  worlds  depeud  on  thee ^ 
Iive  in  thy  death,  from  tby  sepulchro  rise.    • 
Thyinfloential  yigoar  leinspires 
This  feeble  fnune ;  dispells  the  sHade  of  death ; 
And  bids  me  throw  myself  on  God  in  prayer. 

A  Christian  sou]  is  God's  beloved  house; 
And  pny*r  the  incense  wbich  perfumes  the  soul : 
I^  armies  then  of  supplications  rise, 
Beaege  the  gblden  gates  of  Heav'n,  and.force, 
With  holy  Tiolence,  a  blessing  down 
In  liring  streams.     If  Hezekiab*s  prayer 
The  Sun  arrested  in  bis  prone  career. 
And  bade  the  ahadow  ten  degrees  return 
On  Ahaz-dial,  whirling  back  the  day: 
Poor  out  thyaelf,  my  soul !  with  fierrent  zeal^ 
With  o?er-6owing  aidour,  and  with  faith 
UawaT'ring.    To  assist  me,  and  to  swell 
My  fainting  spirits  to  sublime  desiiTs, 
Wott'd  Taylor^  from  bis  starry  throne  descend, 
Hqv  fear  wott'd  brighten !  by  bis  sacred  aid, 
To  lirę  were  happiness,  and  gain  to  die.— 
No:. let  faim  still  adom  his  starry  throne, 
Weil-merited  by  labours  so  divine: 
Por,  lo !  the  man  of  God,  and  friend  of  man, 
TheroD,  the  purest  breast,  and  warmest  heart, 
Flies  on  the  wings  of  charity  and  love 
To  join  me  in  the  saring-task,  and  raise 
My  weaker  pow^rs  with  his  abuodant  zeal; 
Porę,  sweet*  and  glowing  as  the  incens^d  fires, 
Of,  Solomon,  thy  golden-altar,  &nn'd 
By  wiągB  of  cherabims  into  a  flame  ; 
HU  on  tbe  skies  the  aromatic  gale 
In  pyramids  of  fragrance  sofUy  stole, 
A  gratefo]  ofiering  to.  tbe  throne  of  Grace. 

Stni,  tho*  I  feel  these  succours  from  ttte  skies, 

*  Bishop  Jeremy  TayIor% 
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In  operation  mighty  I  stiU  remain 

Inferior  aids  bebind:  terrestrial  stores 

Medicinal:  the  instruments  of  God. 

For  God  created  the  phyaician !  Gnd 

Himself  on  Earth,  our  great  physician!  spread 

(y&r  sick  and  weak,  shadowing,  his  healing  wings: 

Each  miracle  a  cure ! — Before  Disease,  '    ' 

Ofiśpring  of  Sin,  infested  buman-kind, 

In  Paradise,  tbe  vegetable  seeds 

Sprungfrom  tbeir  Maker^s  band,  invigorate-strong 

With  med^cine.     He  foresaw  our  futurę  ills; 

Foresecing,  he  provided  ample  cure; 

Fossils,  and  simples:  Solomon,  thy  themci 

Nature's  bistorian;  wisest  of  the  wise ! 

Tho*  Paradise  be  lost,  the  tree  of  life 

In  nied'cine  blooms;  then  pluck  its  healing  fruitAi 

And  with  thank^iving  eat;  and,  eating,  liye^ 

£v'n  pagan  wiadom  bade  ber  sons  adore» 
As  one,  the  god  of.pbysic  and  the  day, 
Fountain  of  vegetation  and  of  life, 
Apollo,  ever  blooming,  ever  yoimg. 
And  from  his  art  immortał !  Tbus,  of  yore, 
Tbe  prime  of  buman  race  from  Heav*n  deduc^d 
The  bright  original  of  pbysic*s  pow^r: 
And,,  nor  onjustly,  deem*d  that  he  w  ho  sav*d 
Millions  from  death,  himself  should  never  die. 

An  instrument  of  various  pipes  and  tubes^ 
Veins,  arteries,  and  sinews,  organiz'd. 
Map,  when  in  healthy  tunc,  harmoiiious  wakes 
The  breath  of  melody,  in  rocal  praise, 
Delighting  Earth  and  HeaT'n !  discoidant,  of^ 
As  accident,  or  time,  or  fate  prevail, 
This  humau-organ  scarcc  tbe  bellows  beares 
Of  yital-respiratłon ;  or  in  pain, 
With  paoses  sad :  what  art  divine  shall  tuue 
To  order  and  refit  this  shatter^d  frame? 
What  finger^s  touch  ińto  a  voice  again? 
Or  musie  re-inspire  ?     Wbo,  but  the  race 
Of  Pseao  ?  wbo  but  physic*s  saving  sons? 
A  Ratciiff,  Frewin,  Metcalf  or  a  Friend  ?-« 
But  something  yet,  beyond  tbe  kindly  skill 
Of  Psean*8  sons,  disease,  like  minę,  demands; 
Nepenthe  to  tbe  soul,  as  well  as  life. 

O  for  a  motber'B  watcbfiil  tendemess. 
And  father^s  venerable  care! — But  tbey, 
iu  life  immorta),  gather  endless  joys, 
Rcward  of  charity,  of  innocence, 
Of  pleasing  manners,  and  a  life  unblamM .' 
The  tears  of  poverty  and  friendship  oft 
Tbeir  modest  tombs  bedew,  where  £den>s  flood, 
(Ituna  »clep'd  by  bards  of  old  renown, 
Purpled  with  Saxon  and  with  British  blood) 
Lave8  the  sweet  vale,  that  first  my  prattliug  mnse 
ProTokM  to  numbers,  broken  as  the  ruins 
Of  Roman  towers  whtch  deck  its  lofty  banks. 
And  sbine  more  beauteous  by  decay. — fhit  bark  \ 
What  musie  glads  my  ear  ł    *T  is  Theron»8  voice, 
Tberon  a  fatber,  mother;  both,  a  friend! — 
Pain  flies  before  bis  aniinating  touch  : 
The  gentle  pressure  of  his  cordial  band, 
A  burnmg  mountain  from  my  bosom  beares ! 
What  wunders,  sacred  Friendship,  fllow  from  tbee ! 
One  period  from  a  friend  enliYens  morę, 
Tban  all  Hippociates  and  Galen^s  tomes, 
Than  all  the  med^cines  tbey  unfold.     1  feel 
Myself  renewM !  not  only  heakb,  but  youtb, 
Roiłs  the  brisk  tide,  and  sparkles  at  my  heart: 
As  the  IWe^atoms  of  Campanian  wines 
Dance  in  the  Tirgin  crystal,  and  o^erlook 
With gtorifytng  foamthe  nectar*d brhn; 
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SmilinsTy-and  Icnding  smiles  to  sociat  wit,- 
The  jocund  hearth,  and  hotpitable  board. 
Friendsbip  is  a  religion,  froin  the  first 
The  second-best :  it  points,  like  that,  to  Heav>i, 
And  almost  antidates,  on  Eartb,  ite  błiss. 
Btit  Vice  and  FoUy  never  Friendsbip  knew; 
Whilst  Wisdom  grow^  by  Friendsbip  sttll  morę 

wise. 
Her  fetters,  are  a  strong  defence;  ber  cbains, 
A  robę  of  glory ;  Opbir  gold,  ber  bands; 
And  be  wbo  wcars  Łbem,  wears  a  crown  of  joy. 
Friendsbłp's  the  steel,  which  struck  emits  tbe 
sparks 
Of  candoor,  peace,  benevolence,  and  zeal ; 
Spreading  their  glowing  seeds — ^a  holy  fire 
Where  honour  beams  on  bouour,  trutb  on  tmtk; 
Bright  as  tbe  eyes  of  angels  and  as  puFS. 
An  al  tar  wbence  two  gcntle-loving  bearts 
Mount  to  tbe  skies  in  one  conspiring  blaze 
A  nd  spotless  union.    'T  is  tbe  nectar-stream 
Wbich  feeds  and  elevates  serapbic  1ove— 
Health  is  disease,  life-deatb,  without  a  friend. 


Yet  often  stainM  wttb  blood  of  many  a  band 
.  Of  Sćots  and  Englisb  both,  tbat  tined  on  bis  strand. 
Spenscr*s  Fairy  Sueeu,  b.  iv.  canto  II. 

P.  48.  But  Vice  and  FoUy  nerer  Friendsbip  knew. 

It  was  an  obserration  of  Socrates,  tbat  wicked 
men  cannot  be  iriends  eitber  amongst  themselvet 
or  witb  good  men.  Xenopb.  Memorąb.  L  ii. 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS. 

Page  46.  As  once  tby  breathing  harvest,  Cadmas, 

spning. 

Cadmus  is  reported  by  the  poets  to  have  slain  a 
monstrous  serpent  in  Bceptia,  at  tbe  command  of 
Minerva,  and  sowcd  its  teetb  in  a  field,  whieb 
produced  an  host  of  armcd  soldiers;  wbo,  fight- 
ing,  siew  one  another.  See  'Ovid.  Met  1.  iii. 
Suidafi,  Pausanias,  &c.  Tt  is  said,  tbat  be  sowed 
MTpcnts  teetb,  and  tbat  soldif^rs  in  armour  spning 
up  from  tbem ;  becausc,  as  Bocbart  observes,  >n 
the  l*bo>niciau  language,  to  cxpres8  men  anned 
witb  brazen  darts  and  spears  of  brass,  they  madc 
use  of  words,  wbich  might  be  trausktŁcd  ^  armed 
witłi  the  toeth  of  a  serpent.*' 

V.  46.  Yet  Fancy'6  mimie  works,  &c. 

The  foUowing  lines  upon  delirious  dreams  may 
appcar  very  extravagant  to  a  reader,  wbo  nerer 
cxpcricnccd  tbe  disorders  wbich  sickness  causes 
in  the  brain;  but  tbe  aittbor  tbtnks  that  be  bas 
rather  softened  than  cxagirerated  the  real  descrip- 
tion,  as  be  found  them  operate  on  his  own  ima* 
gin^tion  at  that  time. 

P.  46.    From  Hiconian  cliffs  devolv'd,  &c. 

Sir  G.  Wheeler,  itt  his  voyages,  bas  given  a  very 
bcaiitiful  description  of  an  bermitage  on  tbe  bor- 
ders  of  Mount  Helicon,  belonging  to  tbe  convent 
ot'  Saint  Lukę  tbe  bermit,  not  the  evangelist, 
called  Stinot4*s,  from  his  dwelling  in  those  deserts. 
Scf.  Whecier'8  Joumey  into  Greece,  fot.  b.  iv. 
p.  325. 

P.  46.  Warhled  to  poric  reeds,  &c« 

Those  diflferent  instruments  are  designed  to  ex- 
press  the  prveral  parts  of  poetry,  to  which  they 
were  adapted,  viz.  pastorał,  ode,  heroic,  &.c. 

P.  46.  Hark,  how  tbe  anvils,  &c. 

See  Horn.  Ilias,  b.  xviit.  Yirg.  /En.  b.  riii. 

p,  46,  I    II  Astolpho'8  bona. 


A  bom,  in  whidi  if  he  do  ooee  but  bl0iff 
The  noise  thereul  shall  tronbłe  men  so  aoi^ 
That  aH  both  stout  and  (aint  shall  fly  tberefro* 
So  strange  a  noise  was  never  beaid  b«fore« 
Ario8tu's  Orlando  Farioso^  tranalated  by 
sir  John  Harrington,  b.  xv.  st*  tO. 

With  this  bom  Astolpbo  affrigbted  tbe^Amazons. 
See  book  xx.  st.  60,  &c.  and  even  Rogero,.Br»- 
damant,  &c.  in  dissoWing  the  enchanted  pałace^ 
b.  xxii.  st.  18,  &c.  Drives  away  the  barpiea 
finom  Senapo,  b.  xxxiH.  st.  114,  &c. 


P,4e. 


Kden'8  flood. 


Eden,  tbo'  but  smali. 


THB  RG0OVERT. 
BOOK  IV. 


Tbott  hast  d«livered  my  soul  from  deatb,  and 
my  feet  from  falling,  tbat  I  may  walk  b«fore  God 
in  the  light  of  the  living.        PflAUfs. 


ARGUMENT. 
Refleriions.  Sickness  at  tlie  worst^  Hopes  of 
recovery  cast  on  Heaven  alone.  Pirospect  of 
futnrity  at  this  joncture*  Guaidiajn-aiigels  hymn 
to  Mercy.  Description  of  ber.  Sho  seods  Hy- 
geia  to  the  wcII  of  lifej  both  described.  Her 
descent  The  eficcts.  Abatement  of  tbe  dia- 
teniper.  Apostropbe  to  sleep.  Recovery  of 
sight;  and  pleasure  iiowing  fifom  thence. 
Health  by  degrees  restorcd.  Comparison  be- 
tween  sickness  and  health  in  regard  to  tbe  body 
and  mind. 


Swift,  too,  tby  tale  is  told :  a  sound,  a  name,, 
No  morę  than  Lucian,  Butler,  nr  Scarron. 
Fantastic  humour  dropp*d  the  feeliniir  scnse, 
Her  empire  less^niiis:  by  his  fiUl.    The  shades 
Of  frołic  Rabelais,  and  him  of  Spain, 
Madrid^s  facet-ous  glory,  join  his  ghost; 
Triumvłrate  of  Laughtcr ! — Mirth  is  mad; 
The  loudest  languishing  into  a  sigfa : 
And  Laughter  shakes  it^>lf  into  decay. 

<*  Lord !  wbat  is  man  ?"  the  prophet  wclI  might 
ask; 
We  ałl  may  ask,  "  Ix>rd!  wbat  is  mortal  man?*^ 
So  cbangeable  his  being,  with>  bimsolf 
Dissimilar;  the  niinbow  of  an  hour! 
A  change  of  colours,  transient  throogh  his  life^ 
Brigbtens  or  languishes  $— then  fades  to  air. 
Ev'o  ere  an  artful  spider  spins  a  linę 
Of  metapbysic  texture,  man's  thiu  thread 
Of  life  is  broken:  how  analogous 
Their  parallcl  of  lines !  slight,  subtłe,  vainw 

Man,  in  a  little  bour^s  contractcd  round 
Pcrplexe8  reason :  now  to  triumpb  swełPd^ 
To  joyous  exultations,  to  a  blaze 
Of  ecsta.sy ;  and  now  depress'd,  again, 
Ańd  drooping  into  scenes  of  death  (nd  woe^ 
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Tfat  sodden  flow  of  splrits,  bńght  ąnd  strong, 
Whiehplay^  in  sprightly  sallies  round  1x17  beart; 
Wis  it  a  gleam,  forenrarning  me  from  Heav'n, 
Of  qoick-approachipg  fate?  As  tapers  mount 
EtpiriDg  idto  włde-diffusiye  flame,  v 

Give  one  broad  glare,  into  tbe  »ocket  aink, 
Aod  sinking  disappear.^— It  mn^t  be  so !-« 
The  900I,  propbetic  of  its  voyage,  descry'd 
The  bii«iu|  shore,  exulting  on  the  wing, 
In  a  giad  flutter:  then,  o^erwhelmM  with  joy, 
She  vani^  ber  old  companion  of  her  flight, 
(The  feeble  Łenement  of  mouldVins:  clay) 
Who  saddeii'd  at  their  parting. — Yes, — 1  feel  - 
Thy  leaden  band',  O  Death!   it  presscs  bard, 
]t  wejrhs  tbe  faculties  of  motion  down, 
]oacuve  as  tbe  foot  of  a  duli  rock, 
And  dngs  me  to  thy  dusty  chains:  the  wheels 
Of  lifeare  fiist^ned  to  tbe  grave,  nor  whirl, 
L-mger,  the  fiery  chariot  on.     The  war, 
Tlie  fltruggie  for  eternity  begins. 
Eteraity!  illimitable,  vast, 
locomprehensible!  for  Heav'nand  HcII, 
Within  her  UDirersal  womb,  profound, 
Are  ceater*d. — Slecp  or  death  are  011  my  beart: 
Swims  heaviły  my  bral n:^ My  senses  reel. 

Wbat  scenea  ^scluse  themselyes!  What  fields 
ofjoy! 
Vhiit  HTers  of  delight !  What  golden  bow'rs ! 
Sweetly  oppress*d  with  beatific  view8, 
1  bear  angelic-in^niments,  1  see 
Prinera]  ardonrs,  and  essential  forms^ 
The  sons  of  light,  but  of  created  light, 
AU  encrey,  the  diligpnce  of  God ! 
Mi?ht  I  but  join  them !  Lcnd  your  glitfring  wiogs, 
Waft  me,  O  qiiickly  waft  me  to  yon  crown, 
Bri^t  with  the  flaming  roses  of  the  zonę* 
8iderćal :  graeioiis,  they,  beck*ning,  smile, 
Tboy  smile  me  to  the  skies !   Hope  leads  the  way 
MountinK  I  spring  to  seize!— What  fury  shakes 
Htr  fiery  sword,  and  intercepts  tbe  stars  ? 
Ha!  Amartla?  Conscience,  Conscience  sends 
HfT  rrictly  form,  to  blast  me  at  my  end. 
Behold!  she  points  to  buming  rocks,  to  wares 
Sułphnreons,  moltcn  lead,  and  boiling  gulphs, 
Tempestuous  with  ererlasting  firc.— 
TSs  borrible!  — O  «ivc  mc  from  myself!— 
O  sare  me,  Jesu! — Ha!  a  burst  of  light 
Blends  uie  with  the  empyreum's  azure  tide, 
Wbile  PŁ'.ith,  triumphant,  swells  the  tmmp  of  Ood, 
And  sfaoating, "  Wliere^s  thy  yictory,  O  Gravei 
Andwbere,  O  Death,  thy  sting?**  I  see  her  spread 
Her  saTing  banner  o'er  my  soul  (the  cross !) 
And  cali  it  to  its  peers.    Thick  crowds  of  day, 
Immaealate,  involve  me  in  their  strearos. 
And  bathe  my  spirit,  whitenM  for  the  sky. 

While  OD  this  istbmus  of  my  late  I  He, 
Jotting  into  etemity's  wide  sea, 
And  leaning  on  this  haljitable  globe, 
TTie  Terge  of  either  world !  dubious  of  life, 
Dubioos,  alike,  of  death ;  to  Mercy  thus, 
l3Spirit<Hi  with  supplicating  zeal. 
My  gtiardian-angel  rais*d  his  potent  pra}''r. 
(For  angds  minister  to  man,  intent 
On  offices  of  gentieness  and  lorę.) . 

"  Hear,  Mercy !  sweetest  daughter  of  the  skies, 
Tbou  loretiest  image  of  thy  father^s  face,     , 
Tbou  birssed  fount,  whence  grace  and  goodness 

ilow, 
Aaspiciens,  hear!  extend  thy  helping  arra, 
Whb  pitying  Tcafiaess,  with  wiUing  ai^^ 
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o  lift  thy  senrant  from  the  vale  of  death, 
Now  grove1ing  in  the  dust,  into  the  fields 
Of  comfort,  and  the  pasturcs  grcen  of  health, 
Hear,  Mercy,  sweetest  daughter  of  the  skies ! 
If  e*er  thy  serrant  to  the  poor  his  soul 
Drew  out,  and  taught  the  fatherloss  to  sing ; 
If  e'er  by  pity  wann*d,  and  not  by  pride, 
He  cIoth*d  the  naked,  and  tbe  hungry  fed; 
If  e'er  distress,  and  misery,  forlorn, 
Deceiv*d  his  cheek,  and  stole  his  uiitaught  tear, 
An  humblc  drop  of  thy  eelestial  dew ! 
Hear,  Mercy,  sweetest  daughter  of  the  skies. 

**  Sprung  from  the  bosom  of  ctemal  bliss, 
Thy  goodness  reaches  farther  than  the  grave; 
And  nęar  the  gates  of  Heli  extends  thy  sway, 
Omnipotent!   Ali,  save  the  cursed  crcw 
Infemal,  and  the  black-rebeHious  host 
Of  Lucifer,  within  thy  sweet  dotuain 
Feed  on  ambrosia,  and  may  hojie  the  stars. 
Hear,  Mercy,  sweetest  daughter  of  the  skies. 
By  thfe,  the  grcat  pbysician  fntm  the  bed 
Of  darkness  caird  the  sick,  the  bliad,  the  lamej 
He  burst  the  grave*s  relentjess  bars  by  thee, 
And  spoke  the  dead  to  life  and  hloom  again. 
His  miracles,  thy  work ;  their  glory,  thi^e: 
Then,  O  tbou  dearest  attribute  of  God  I 
Thy  saring  b^alth  to  this  thy  servant  lend! 
Hear,  Mercy,  sweetest  daugtiter  of  the  skies  !** 

Inclin'd  upon  a  dewy-skirted  cloud 
Purpled  with  light,  and  droppirigfatness  down, 
Plenty  and  bliss  on  man,  with  looks  as  m.id 
As  ev'ning  suns  (when  flow*ry-footed  May 
Leads  on  the  jocund  Hours,  when  Love  bimself 
Flutters  in  green)  cffusing  heart-felt  joy 
Abundant,  Mercy  shone  with  sober  grace. 
And  majesty  at  once  with  sweetness  nux'd 
Incffable.     A  raiubow  o*er  her  boad, 
The  covenant  of  God,  betok^ning  peace 
»Twixt  Heav*n  and  Earth,  its  florid  arch  display'd, 
High-benfled  by  th'  Almighty*s^lorious  band; 
The  languish  of  the  dove  upon  her  cyes 
In  placid  radiance  melted,  frOm  the  throne  > 
Of  Grace  iufus'd  and  fc-d  with  lignit:  her  smiles 
Expansive  checr'd  the  undetei*roin*(l  tracks 
Of  all  creation,  from  th'  ethcreal  cope, 
August  with  moving  fircs,  down  to  the  shades 
Infemal,  and  tbe  reign  of  darkness  drear, 
Ev'n  men  refine  to  angols  from  her  gazę, 
Gracious,  in^igorating,  fuli  of  Heav>n } 

This  daughter  of  the  Lainb,  to  fervent  pray*r» 
And  intercession,  opes  her  r^^ady  ear, 
Compassionate;  and  tu  Hygeia  thus: 
"  Hygeia,  hie  thee  to  the  wfll.of  life; 
There  dip  thy  fiiigers;  touch  his  head  and  breast; 
Thrce  drops  into  his  mouth  infuse,  unseen, 
Save  by  the  eye  of  Faith:  he  yonder  lics — 
Descend,  and  take  the  ev'ning's  western  wing.** 

She  said.     Hygeia  bo\v'd ;  and  bowing,  fill'd 
Thecircumambient  airwith  od'ruus  streams, 
Pnre  cssence  of  ambrosia !  Not  the  hreath 
Of  Lebanon,  from  cedar  alleys  blown, 
Of  Lcbenon,  with  aromatic  gnles 
Luxnriaut,  spikenard,  aloes,  myrrh  and  bałm; 
Nor  the  wisc  ea&tern  m(4narch's  garden  vyM 
,ln  fragrance,  when  his  fair  Circassian  spousc, 
Enamour*d,  calPd  upon  the  south  to  fan 
Its  beds  of  spices,  and  her  hosom  cool, 
Panting  with  languishment  and  love-.sirk  fires. 

Forth  from  th'  ctemal  throne  tjie  w  11  of  life, 
Pourin§  it3  crystal,  laves  the  strectsof  God^ 
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(Wbere  sickncw  nerer  comei,  nor  age,  nor  pais) 
Fasi-trickling  o'er  the  pebble-gems.    Beneath 
llnfading  amarant  and  asphodel, 
A  mirror  spreads  its  many-coIoar>d  roond, 
Mosaic-work,  iniaid  by  haads  diviiie       ,* 
In  glisfriug  rows,  iUuminating  each, 
Each  sbading :  beryl,  topaz,  chalcedon, 
Em*rald  and  amethy^Ł.    Whaterer  hues 
7*he  ligbt  reflects^  c^ilesŁial  ąuarries  yield, 
Or  m^lt  into  the  vemant-sbowry  bow, 
Pmfusive,  vary  berę  in  mingling  beams. 
CoUected  thus  the  waters,  dimpUng,  end 
Their  soft-progres^re  lapse.    The  cherubi  bence 
Jratnortal  vigour  quaff  and  bliss  unb]am'd. 
Nor  only  flow  for  you,  ye  sons  of  ligbt, 
Tbe  streams  of  coinfort  and  of  life,  but  flow 
To  beal thenations.    Wonderful to  tell, 
The  aged  they  renenr;  the  dead  revive, 
And  morę,  the  festers  of  the  wounded  soul, 
Comipted,  black,  to  pristine  white  relume 
And  saint-like  innocence.    The  raystic  doTO 
Broods,  pnrifying  o^er  thein,  with  his  wings. 
The  ansrel,  who  Betbesda's  troublod  pool 
Stirr*d,  first  his  pinions  with  tbese  vita]  drops 
l^rinkled ;  then  pourod  bimself  into  the  flood,  '* 
Instilling  health  and  nutriment  divine, 
Its  wares  to  quicken,  and  exalt  its  pow'ra. 

Herę  ligfats  Uygeia,  ardęnt  to  fulfij 
Mercy's  behest    Tbe  bloom  of  Paradise 
Łiv*d  on  ber  youthfiU  cheek,  and  glow^d  the  spring. 
Tbe  deep  carnations  in  the  ^astem  skies, 
Whcn  ruddy  moming  waiks  alotig  the  hills, 
lUustriously  red,  in  purple  dews, 
Are  languid  to  her  blusbes;  for  she  b1usb'd 
As  througb  the  op'ning  file  of  winged  flames, 
Bonndtng,  she  lightned,  and  her  sappbire  eyes 
With  modest  Ij^stre  bright,  improTin^  Heav*n, 
Cast,  sweetly,  ronnd,  and  bow'd  to  her  compeen, 
An  angel  amid  angels.     Ligbt  ą^ie  spning 
Jllong  th*empyreal  road:  ber  locks  distUIM 
Salubrious  spirit  on  the  stars.    Fuli  soon 
She  paMsM  the  gate  of  pearl,  and  down  the  sky, 
Precipitant,  opon  the  ev'ning-wing 
Cleaves  the  live  ether,  and  with  hcalthy  balm 
Impreguates,  and  fccundity  of  sweets. 

Conscious  of  her  approach,  the  wanton  birds, 
Instinctive,  carol  forth,  in  livelier  lays. 
And  menier  melody,  their  gratefiil  bjrmn, 
Bri8k-flutt»ring  to  the  breeze.     Eftsoons  tbe  hills, 
Beneath  the  gambols  of  tbe  lamb  and  kid,  ' 

Of  petulaut  delight,  the  cireiing  maże 
(Brush>d  off  its  dews)  betray.    AU  Naturo  smiles, 
With  double  day  delighted.     Chief,  on  man 
The  goddess  Tay»d  herself :  he,  wond*ring,  f^^ls 
His  beart  in  driving  tumuUs,  vig»rous,  leap. 
And  gushing  ecstasy :  bursts  out  his  tongue 
Jn  land,  and  unpremeditated  song, 
Obedient  to  the  musie  in  his  Teins. 
ThU8>  when  at  first,  the  instantanecus  ligbt 
Sprung  from  the  Yoi^ie  of  God,-and,  vivid,  threw 
Its  golden  mantle  rouud  the  rising  bali, 
The  cumb>rous  mass,  shot  througb  with  Tital 
And  plastic  energy,  to  motion  roll»d      '  [warmtb 
Tbe  drowzy  clements,  and  active  rule: 
Sodden  the  moming  stars,  togethcr,  sang. 
And  shouted  all  the  sons  of  Gud  for  joy. 

Enters  Hygcia,  and  her  task  performs, 
With  healing  fingers  touch'd  my  breast  and  head; 
Three  drops  into  my  roouth  inftis'd,  unseen, 
SaTe  by  tbe  eye  of  Foith:  then  re-ascends. 


As  tnow  in  Salmon,  at  iht  tapSd  tondi  ' 
Of  southem  gales,  by  soft  degrees,  dissolvet 
Trickling,  yet  slow,  away;  and  loosen^d  fro6t» 
The  genial  impress  feel  of  venial  suns, 
Relenting  to  the  ray;  my  torpid  limba 
Tbe  healing  virtue  of  Hygeia^s  band 
And  salutary  influence  pcrceiTe, 
Instant  to  wander  throngh  the  whole.    My  heart 
Begins  to  melt,  o'er-rumiing  into  joy, 
Late  froze  with  agony.    Kind  tumtUts  seize 
My  spirits,  conscious  of  retuming  heal(;)iy 
And  dire  disease  abating  from  the  cells 
And  mazy  bauhts  of  life.    The  judging  leech 
Approvesjthe  symptoms,  and  my  hope  allowa. 

The  bostile  humours  cease  to  bubUe  o*er 
Their  big-distended  cbannels;  quiet  now 
And  sinking  into  peace.    The  organs  beave 
Klndlier  with  life:  and  Nature^s  fabri<rnćar 
To  dissolution  shatterM,  and  its  mould 
To  dust  dissolv'd,  tho'  not  its  pristine  strength 
(The  lusty  vigour  of  its  healthy  prime) 
Yet  gcntle  force  recoyers ;  to  maintain, 
Against  tbe  tyrant  Death*8  batt^ring  assaults, 
The  fort  of  life.— But  darkness,  prcsent  still. 
And  absent  sweet- repose,  best  med'cine,  sftcp, 
Forbid  my  heart  the  fuli  carouse  of  joy. 

Soft  pow*r  of  slumbers,  dewy-feather'd  Sleem 
Kind  nurse  of  Nature !  whither  art  thou  fled, 
A  stranger  to  my  senses,  Weary^d  out 
With  paiu,  and  aching  for  thy  presence?  CoD^ 
O  come !  embrace  me  in  thy  liąitid  arms; 
Exert  thy  drowsy  virtue,  wrap  my  limbs 
In  downy  indolence,  and  bathe  in  balui, 
Fast-flowing  from  th*  abundance  of  thy  born» 
With  nourishment  replete,  and  richer  stor'd 
Than  Amalthea's;  who  (so  poets  feign) 
With  honey  and  with  milk  supply'd  a  god. 
And  fed  the  Thunderer.    Indulgent  quit 
Thy  couch  of  poppies!  steal  thyself  on  me, 
(In  rory  mists  $uffus*d  and  douds  of  gołd)       0 
On  me,  thou  mildest  cordial  of  the  world  } 

The  shield  his  pillow,  in  the  tcnted  fieldy 
By  thce,  the  soldier,  bred  in  iron-war, 
Foigets  the  mimie  thunders  of  tbe  day. 
Nor  envies  Luxury  her  bed  of  down. 
Rock*d  by  the  blast,  and  cabbin*d  in  the  stonn* 
The  sailor  hugs  thee  to  the  doddering  mast, 
Of  shipwrc-ck  negligent,  while  thou  art  kind. 
The  captive'8  frcedom,  thou!  the  labourer^s  hire; 
The  beggar's  storo;  the  miser's  better  goid; 
The  b^lth  of  sickness;  and  tbe  youth  of  age ! 
At  thy  approach  the  wrinkled  front  of  Care 
Subsides  into  the  smooth  eipanse  of  smiles. 
And,  stranger  far!  the  monarch,  crown*d  by  tbee^ 
Beneath  his  weight  of  glory  gains  repose. 

Whatguilt  is  minę,  that  I  alonc  am  wake, 
Ey'n  tho'  my  eyes  are  seaPd,  am  wake  alone? 
Ab  seaPd,  but  not  by  thee !  The  world  is  damb; 
Exhal*d  by  air,  an  awfol  siience  rules, 
Still  as  thy  brother^s  reign,  or  foot  of  time; 
Ev'n  nightingales  are  mute,  and  lovers  rest, 
Steep'd  i II  thy  influence,  aii8  cease  to  sigh, 
Or  only  sigh  in  slumbers.'  Fifteen  nights 
The  Moon  has  walk'd  in  glory  o*er  tlie  sky  ; 
As  oft  the  Sun  has  shone  her  from  the  spbere, 
Since,  gcntle  Slcep,  I  fe|t  thy  cordial  dews. 
Then  listen  to  my  iftoaning;  nor  delay 
To  sooth  me  with  thy  softness;  to  o^ersbade 
Thy  suppliant  with  thy  pinions:  or  at  least, 
Ugbtly  tu  touch  my  temples  with  thy  wmud. 
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Bot  ftiO  nd  A«qlietii,  tkay  'the  erimsoti  fiełds 
poppies  bloah,  nor  fed  a  Tarqiiiii'8  hand. 
SoflMy  the  wesUwiiaPs  sigb,  th>  mnnn^rug  btook, 
The  metody  of  birds,  Ian^e*B  lute, 
Aod  musie  of  tłie  apberes,  be  all  the  sounds 
That  dare  intiude  on  thj  de^oted  hoor. 
Nor  Boreas  bhister^  nor/tbe  thtmder  roar. 
Nor  icreech-owl  flap  his  wiiig,  nor  spirit  yell, 
As^neatb  thetrembling  of  the  Mooa  he  walks> 
Witbfaalhe  eitde  of  thy  stilł  domain. 
He  coiues !  he  comes!  the  reeoDcillng  pow'r 
Of  paiiiy  TezatioD,  eaie,  and  ang^h  comes ! 
He  hovers  in  the  lazy  air:.— -he  me!ts, 
With  honey-heaiiness,  my  senaes  down. — 

~I  tfaank  tbee,  Sleep! — Heav*n8!  is  the  day 
lestK^M 
To  my  desiring'  eyes  ?  their  lida,  nnglewM, 
Admit  the  long^Iosisight,  now  stieaming  in  , 
Panifiiity  elear!— 4>  check  the  rapid  gleam 
With*afajidiBg  silk,  tUI  the  weak  yisual  orb, 
Stronger  and  stronger,  dares  imbibe  the  Sań, 
Nor,  wafrłng,  twinUes  at  unfolded  day. 
As,  wfaere^  in  Łapland,  Night  coUc^ts  her  reign, 
Oppiesaire,  over  half  the  rounded  year 
Uninterrapted  whh  one  stroggling  beam ; 
Yoong  Orra^Moor^  in  furry  spoils  enrolPd, 
Sfagsed  and  warm,  first  spies  th>  imperfect  blush 
Of  op^ttg  lighty  emhing;  icarce  her  eyes    . 
Ule  lustre  bear,  tho*  iaint;  but,  wid^ning  fast 
Th?  uoboimded  tide  tf  splendour  covers,  fair, 
Th'  eapanded  hemisphere;  and  fills  ber  sight 
With  gladoesSy  while  her  heart,  warm-leaping, 
buma. 

Sight,  att-ezpressi^e!  Tho'  the  feeling  sense 
ThrUls  from  Ianthe's  hand ;  at  HandePs  lyre 
Tiogles  the  ear ;  tho*  smell  from  blos8om'd  beans 
Aiabian  spirit  gathers;  and  the  draught, 
Sparkling  from  Burganidy's  ezalted  v\nts, 
Sbeams  nectar  on  the  palaie:  yet,  O  Sight! 
Weak-their  sensations,  when  compar^d  with  thee. 
Withont  thee.  Naturę  lies  anmeaning  gloom. 
Whaterer  smiles  on  Earth,  or  shines  i  o  Heav'n, 
Trom  star  of  Yeniis  to  Adonis  fluw'r ; 
Whaterer  Spring  can  promise:  Summer  warm 
To  rich  Doaturity^  gay  Autnmn  roi) 
Into  the  lap  of  Plenty,  or  her  hóm ; 
WinleHa  mi^estic  horrors;— all  are  thine. 
Ali  insrying  in  ord^s  pleasing  ruund, 
In  regalar  eonfhsion  grateful  all  i 

And  now  progressive  health,  with  kind  repair, 
My  ferer-weakeo^d  joints  and  languid  limbs 
New-lwace.     lire  vigour  and  auKiliar^d  nerves 
Sinew  the  freshea'd  frame  in  bands  of  steel. 
As  in  tfae  tria]  of  the  fumace  ore, 
Fnm  baser  <lregs  refin'd,  and  drossy  scum, 
Flames  móre  reifulgent,  and  admits  tbe  ^mp 
Of  mi^esty  to  dignify  the  gold, 
Cjesar  or  €reorge !  the  human  body,  tfaos, 
£namc^*d,  not  deforofd,  from  siekness'  ragę 
Moie  manty  features  bonrows,  and  a  grace 
Serere,  yet  worthier  of  its  sovereign  form. 
The  patriarch^of  Uz,  son  of  the  Morn, 
£nvy'd  of  Lnciier,  by  sores  and  blaiies 
Sharply  improv'd,  to  fisirer  honunrs  rosę; 
Lem  hśa  be^ning  blest  than  latter  end. 
How  late  a  tortnr^d  lump  of  balefuł  pain, 
The  toul  immerg'd  iaone  inactive  mass 
Of  braathiag  blanes,  each  eiegance  of  senne, 
£ach  inte^lfNstual  spark  and  fiery  seed 
Cf  rauoii,  nmi^,  ju^meiit,  taste  and  wit. 


Bxtinct  and  smotheHd  In  nnwieldy  ćlay 

Scarde  animated :  and  (O  blessing !)  now 

I  seem  to  tread  the  winds;  to  overtahe 

The  empty  ei^le  in  her  early  cbase, 

Or  nimble-trembling  doT.e,  from  preyful  beak^ 

In  many  a  rapid,  many  a  cautious  round, 

Wheeling  precipitant:  I  leave  behind, 

Eiculting  o*er  its  aromatic  Łills, 

The  bounding  Betber-roe.    The  poet's  mind, 

(££^uence  essential  of  Uęat  and  light  I) 

Noc  mounts  a  loftier  wing,  when  Fancy  leads 

The  gUtfring  track,  and  points  him  to  tbe  skiei^ 

£xcursive;  be  empyreal  air  inhales, 

Earth  ladiog  from  his  6ight!  triumphaot  soara 

Amid  the  pomp  of  pianetary  worlds,  , 

Rangi  ng  infińitude,  beyond  the  stretch 

Of  Newton^s  ken,  reformer  of  the  spheres. 

And,  gaining  on  the  Heav*n8,  enjoys  his  home  f 

Jhe  Winter  of  disease  all  pass*d  away, 
The  spring  of  health,  in  bloomy  pride,  calls  forth 
Embosom'd  bliss,  of  rosy-winged  praise 
The  rising  incense,  the  impassionM  glance 
Of  gratitude,  tbe  pant  of  honour,  quick 
With  emulatiiig  zealj  ^the  florid  wish 
For  sacred  happiness,  and  cordiai  glow 
From  oonscious  virttie  felt:  all  the  sweet  trsia 
Of  yemal  solitude'8  refining  walks, 
Best  gift  of  Heav'n,  and  sonrce  of  nameiess  joys! 
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-The  sons  of  light. 


Light  is  the  first-bom  of  all  creatures,  and  it  is 
commonly  observed  that  the  angels  werecreated  at 
the  same  period  of  time.  St.  Austin  tfaiuka.theni 
meant  under  Fiat  Iux,  Let  tbere  be  light:  De 
Civitate  Dei,  .1.  xi.  c.  9.  This  indeed  is  ouiy 
coi\jectaral,  and  we  havę  no  article  of  the  apostles 
creed  which  directs  upon  any  considerations  of 
angels ;  becanse  perhaps  it  exceed8  tbe  iaculties 
of  men  to  understand  their  naturę,  and  it  may 
not  conduce  much  to  our  practical  edification  to 
know  them.  Yet  howcver  this  observation  may 
senre  to  illustrate  that  beautiful  passage  in  the 
book  of  Job:  "  When  the  moming-stars  sang  to- 
gether,  and  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted  for  joy." 


P.  50. 


To  pristine  white  lelume; 


Wbite  bas  been  accounted  in  all  ages  the  pe^ 
culiar  tineture  of  iiinocencc,  and  wbite  vestments 
worn  by  persons  delegated  for  sacred  offices,  ^c. 
When  our  Saviour  was  trans&rured  before  his 
disciples,  his  itiiment  became' shi^ning,  exceeding 
wbite  as  snów,  Mark,  chap.  ix.  3.  When  he 
ascended  into  Heaven,  the  angels  descendcd  in 
wbite  apparel,  Acts  i.  '10,  And  to  the  spouse  of 
the  lamb  was  granted  that  she  should  be  arrayed 
in  fine  linen,  .dean  and  whitei  which  ią  ther 
rigbteousness  of  the  saints,  Rev.  xix.  vcr.  8,  14, 
Hence  the  custom  of  the  primitive  church  of 
elothing  the  pórsons  baptized  in  wbite  garmenta; 

Inde  parens  sacpo  ducens  de  fonte^sacerdos 
Ittfantes,  niveo  corpore,  mente,  habitu. 

Paulinus,  cpist.  xii. 

The  beathens  pald  Ukewise  a  great  regard  to  white: 

Color  albtts  prscipu^  Deo  cłiarus  est. 

Cicero  de  Leg^  ISb<  iU 
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.  Ahte  arai  stat  yette  sacerdos 

Eiiiłlgeiu  nivea»  SiliuB  Ital.  lib.  iii. 

Delius  hic  longfe  candenti  ve8te  sacerdos 
Occurrit,  Yalcrius  Flacc.  lib.  ii. 

And  not  only  the  priests/  but  likewise  those 
wbo  attehded  at  the  sacrifices  and  paid  their  de- 
Votions  to  their  gods: 

Cernite  iiilgentes  ut  eat  sacer  agnus  ad  aras» 
Tinctaqiie  post  ole£  oandida  turba  comas. 

Tibull.  lib.  ii.  eleg.  1. 

And  O^id] 

linguis  oandida  turba  &vet.         Fast.  lib.  ii* 

I  shall  only  add  one  passage,  from  Plautus: 
.  Ei^  8Bquiu8  vo8  erat 

Candidatas  yenire,  hortiataaąuc  ad  hoc 
Fannm.  Rudens,  act.  i.  sc.  5. 


P.50. 


Touch'd  my  breast  and  head, 


Thrce  drops,  &c. 

Hygeia  here  performs  her  officc  in  the  very 
manner  she  was  ordered  by  Mercy.  I  havc,  aftcr 
tbe  manner  of  Homer,  used  the  same  erpressions 
over  airain,  as  when  she  received  the  mandate. 
The  father  of  poetry  oonstantly  makes  his  enToys 
observe  this  practioe,  as  a  marle  of  decency  and 
respoct. 

P.  50.  Than  Amalthea'8,  3co. 

Amaltbea  the  daughte  of  Mclissus  king  of 
Crete,  and  nurse  of  Jupiter,  wbo  fed  him  with 
goats-milk  and  boney.  Bu  tthis  story  is  differ- 
ently  related.  See  Strabo.  l.x.  Diodor.  Sicul. 
1.  iv.  c  5.  and  Ovid*  Fast.  1.  v.  It  is  very  ire- 
markable  tbat  the  tianslatlon«of  the  Septuagint 
uses  the  expression  Amalthea's  bom,  for  the 
name  of  Job's  third  daughter  Kereń-happuc  (so 
called  from  ber  beauty)  alluding  to  a  Grecian 
fiible  inveoted  long  after;  Job,  eh,  the  last.  v.  14. 
The  same  translation  likewise  mentions  Arachne 
in  the  ninetieth  psalm,  and  9th  ycrse,  which 
image  is  lefk  out  in  all  our  late*versions.  A  Chrisr 
tian  poet  therefore  may  surely  be  excused  for 
using  the  word  ambrosia,  3cc  or  drawing  meta^ 
phara  or  comparisons  from  the  papin  mythology 
in  a  serious  composition ;  which  is  the  practice 
of  Milton  and  some  df  the  best  poets.  The  foult 
only  is,  when  the  poet  weaves  the  heathen  fables 
with  the  Jewish  and  Christian  tmths.  As  when 
Sannazarius  introduces  the  Furies,  Ceiberus,  &c. 
into  his  poem  (which  is  otherwise  a  very  fine 
one)  Dc  Partu  Yirginis.  And  likewise  when 
Camoens  blends  the  adventures  of  Bacchus  with 
the  mirades  of  Christ,  &c.  in  h\8  Lusiad,  But 
this  by  the  by. 


THB  THAN&SGIYING. 

BOOK  V. 

The  Grare  oannot  praiae  thee ;  Death  cannot 
celebrate  thec— The  living,  the  li?ing,  he  shull 
^raise  thee,  «s  I  do  this  day.  Isaiah. 


prospect  Exciinion  to  the  batUe  at  Totimay. 
Reflections  on  the  abuses  of  modem  poetry* 
Hymn  to  the  eyer-bleaied  and  glorious  Trinity  : 
Ist,  to  6od  the  Father,  as  creator  and  pre- 
server:  2dly,  to  Ood  the  Son,  as  mediator  suid 
redeemer:  3dlyy  to  God  the  Holy  Ghoat, 
sanctifier  and  comforter.    Conołusioo. 


ARGUMENT.     • 
The  effects  which  the  restoration  of  health  ought 
to  have  in  the  solitodes  of  Spring,      Rural 


CoME,  Contemplation !  therefore,  from  tby  hannts, 
From  Spenser^s  tomb,  (with  referent  iteps  and 
Oft  visited  by  me;  cerifes,  by  aU,  [slow 

Touch'd  by  the  Muse:)  from  Richmoikd*s  ^reen 

retreats, 
Where  Nature*s  bard>  the  Seasons  on  bis  pag* 
Stole  from  the  Year*s  rich  band :  or  WelwyngTov«a, 
Where  Yoang,  the  firiend  of  Tirtue  and  of  man, 
Sows  with  poetic  stars  the  nightly  song. 
To  Phcebusdear  as  his  own  day!  and  drowna 
The  nightingale^s  complaint  in  sadder  atrains 
And  sweeter  elegance  of  woe,  O  come! 
Now  ev'ning  mildly-still  aud  softer  suns 
(While  every  breeze  is  ftowinz  balm)  iBvite 
To  taste  the  fragrant  spirit  of  the  Spring  . 
Salubrious;  from  mead  or  hawthom-hedge 
Aroioatis'd,  and  pregnant  with  delight 
No  less  thąn  health.  And  what  a  prospect  rooD^ 
Swells  greenly-gratefal  on  the  cherish^d  eye! 
A  universal  blush!  a  waste  of  sweete ! 
How  live  thę  flow^rs^  and»  as  the  Zeph^  Uow, 
WaVe  a  soft  luatre  om  their  parent*Sun^ 
And  thank  him  with  their  odours  for  his  beams  j; 
Mild  image  of  himsetf !  reflected  fair. 
By  foiutness  feir,  and  amiably  mild ! 

Hark !  how  the  airy  Echoes  talk  along 
With  undulatlng  answer,  soft  or  loud, 
The  mocking  semblance  of  the  imag^  Toiocy 
Babling  itinerant  from  wood  to  hill, 
From  hill  to  dale,  and  wake  their  tisters  roand» 
To>multiply  delight  upon  the  ear. 

As  float  the  clouds,  romantic  Fancy  poura 
The  magazines  of  Proteus  forth,  and  builda 
Hnge  castlc*^  in  the  air;  while  Tessels  saii 
Spacious,  along  the  fluid  element; 
And  dragons  bum  in  gold,  with  aznre  stama 
Speckled:  ten  thonsand  inconsistent  sbapes 
Shift  on  the  eye,  and  tbrough  the  welkin  roU. 

Herę  tiifted  bills!  there  shining  v1llas  rise, 
Circling;  and  temples,  solemn,  fili  the  mind 
With  beauty,  splendour,  and  religious  awe  1 
Peace  o*er  the  plains  expands  her  snowy.wing; 
Dove«ey'd ;  and  buxom  Plenty  laughs  anmnd! 

Far  different  objects  mortify  the  eye 
Along  thy  borders,  Scheld :  (with  WilUam'8  teaft 
Ennobled,  tears  from  brave  Humanity 
And  Toyal  Pity  drawu  !  nor  of  his  Uood 
Less  prodigal!)  lustead  of  herbag*d  plaiofy 
Of  fields  with  golden  plenty  w«ving  wide, 
Of  lowing  yalleys,  and  of  fleecy  hills: 
What  magazines  of  death  ł  what  flaming  swoids 
Destruction  brandish;  what  a  bumishM  glare 
Of  borrour  wanders  roond ;  what  carnage  vile 
Of  dubitable  limbs;  what  groaning  piłeś 
Of  dying  warriofs  on  th*  ensanguin*d  earth 
(E'en  sons  of  Britain,  chiefs  of  high  renown) 
GrorMing  in  dust,  and  with  unmartial  fires 
Sheer  blasted!  O  'tis  pitiful  to  sight! 
U  smltes  tbe  hooest  brain  and  heait !   Tha  4doad» 
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Bdeb^d  firan  the  brasen  tb^Mt  óf  war,  woukl  hide, 
IndtttrfodSytbe  min  which  it  spreads, 
As  if  ashunM  of  mamcre— But  hark!«« 
What  dire  esplonontean  th'  embowePd  sky^ 
Aad  mnfales  finom  th*  infernal  cares }  The  roar 
Of  iEŁiia'8  troobłed  caTems,  whea  she  heave8 
TMnacria  Irom  ber  marble  piUara,  fix'd 
On  tbe  fbandations  of  the  solid  Eartb, 
And  ThetiB*  bellows  finom  ber  distant  dens, 
O^terwbetai  tbe  ear!-— A  minę  with  deadly  stores 
Inhriate,  borst ;  and  a  whole  8qaadron*d  host 
WlnriM  througb  the  riTen  air*  A  haman  8how'r 
With  smoaldiy  smoke  enrolPd  and  wrapt  in  fire, 
To  cover  Earth  with  desolation  dreart— 

Cant  be  tbe  man,  tbe  monk,  the  son'  of  Heli, 
Tbe  trtple  Moloch!  wbose  mecbanic  brain, 
MalJcioasly  inTenthre,  finom  its  forge, 
Of  crael  8teel»  tbe  snlphur  seeds  of  wrath 
FJasb>d  OD  tbe  world,  and  taught  us  how  to  kil!  5 
To  hnii  the  biazing  min,  to  disgor^ge 
Fram  smoking  brass  tbe  ragged  instiuments 
Of  Fale,  in  tbander,  on  the  mangled  files 
Of  gallant  foea :— the  cowardice  of  HeU  1  '^ 

And  what  tfae  baib^rons  nations  never  knew, 
(Thougfa  noorisbM  by  the  tigers,  and  their  tongues 
Red  wHb  tbe  gore  of  lions)  to  inyoWe 
The  boly  temples,  tbe  reiigious  fi^nes. 
To  haOelaiahs  sacred  and  to  peace, 
WHh  dreadleas  fiies.   Shndd'ring  the  angels  weep 
At  man's  impiety,  and  seek  the  skies: 
They  weep !  wbite  man,  courageous  in  his  guilt, 
SmiJes  at  the  infant  writhlng  on  his  spear; 
The  bowry  head  poUutes  the  flinty  streets 
With  scaaty  Uood;  and  rirgins  pray  in  yaln. 
Blnsbk  blndi !  or  own  Deacalion  for  thy  sire. 

Yet  sboald  Rebellion,  bursting-firom  the  cares 
Of  Erebiłs,  uprear  ber  bydra^form. 
To  pmson,  Liberty,  thy  light  diyine ; 
If  sha,  andacions,  stalk  in  open  day, 
Aad  hiss  against  the  throne  by  Heav'n*8  own  hand 
EstaUisb*iił|  and  religion  Heav*n-reform'd, 
Bffiftannial  rescne  Earth  firom  such  a  bane : 
Eaoert  tby  ancient  spirit ;  urge  thyself 
Into  tbe  bowels  of  the  glowing  war, 
Sweep  ber  from  day  to  nmłtiply  the  ilends, 
Aod  scare  tbe  damn'd!-^andthoii!  the  Ood  of 

Hosts, 
Sapieme !  the  Łordf  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings ! 
Thy  peopłe,  thy  anointed  with  thy  shięld 
CoT«r  and  shade ;  uńbare  thy  righteous  arm, 
And  saTe  as  in  tbe  hollow  of  thy  hand ! 
Młcfaael  send,  as  erst  against  the  host 
Of  Lncifier,  and  fet  his  sword  be  dmnk 
With  rebel  blood.  Tbe  battle  is  thy  own  ; 
Wben  Tirtue,  liberty,  religion  cali : 
Thine  is  tfae  Tictory :  tbe  glory  thine ! 

Ttem>  Cootemplation,  from  this  savage  scenę 
Of  Tiolence  and  waStet  my  swimming  eyes 
IIave  lost  the  beauties  of  tbe  Ternal  vłew ! 

Sweet  are  tbe  beanties  of  the  verna(  view ! 
And  yet  deTOtion  waits  to  nobler  tbemes, 
Aod  tifts  tbe  sool  to  Heav'n !  for  who,  untoach'd, 
With  mental  adoration,  ieeling  laud, 
Beboids  thia  1iving*Tegetable  whole, 
This  uniyertld  witness  of  a  God ! 
Tho*  sileat,  yet  conTincing,  unćontroPd, 
WbJcb  meets  the  seose,  and  triumphs  in  the  soul? 
Let  me,  by  lsaac's  wise  escample  fir^d, 
Wfaeo  meditation  led  him  througb  the  fields, 
Sweetly  m  pious  mnsjpgs  lost,  adon 


My  God!  for  meditation  iś  too  pootf 
Below  the  sacrifice  of  Christian  heartst 
Plato  could  meditate;  a  Christian,  more  t 
Christians,  firom  meditation,  soar  to  prayV* 

Methinks  I  hear,  reprov'd  by  modern  wity 
Or  rather  pagan :  '*  Tho'  ideał  sounds 
Soft-wafted  on  the  2ephyr's  fancy^d  wing, 
Steal  tuneftil  soothings  on  the  easy  ear, 
New  from  Ilissus^  gilded  mists  exhaPd  j 
Tho*  gently  o*er  the  academic  groyes, 
The  magie  echoes  of  unbodied  thonghts 
Roli  their  light  billows  througb  th'  unwounded  air^ 
In  mildest  undulations !  yet  a  priest*, 
Tasteless  aod  peevish,  with  his jargon  shrill, 
Scoms  Academus ;  tho*  its  flow'rs  bestow 
On  Hybla  nectar,  purer  than  ber  own, 
From  Plato's  honey-dropping  tongue  distilM 
In  copious  streams,  devolving  o*er  the  sense 
Its  sweet  regalementl"    Philodemus,  yes: 
(Tho'  Ieam'd  Lycaeum's  cloisters  lead  the  mind 
Attentire  on,  as  for  as  Naturę  leads: 
And  Plato,  for  a  heathen,  nobler  dreams 
Than  dream  some  modem  poets:)  yes,  a  priest, 
A  priest  dares  tell  yoa,  Salem*8  haltow^d  walks. 
And  that  illumioM  mountain;  where  a  God, 
The  God  of  my  sakation,  and  1  hope 
Of  thine,  unutterable  beauty  beam*d, 
(Tho'  shaded  from  escess  of  Deity, 
Too  fierce  for  mortal-^ching  eyes  to  prove 
The  msh  of  glory)  me,  desirous,  draw 
From  Athen's  owls,  to  Jordan's  mystic  dove* 
Thoa  sing  of  Naturę,  and  the  morał  chsrms 
Gild  with  thy  painted  Musc:  my  flhgers  lift 
Tbe  lyre  to  God  !  Jehoi^a !  Eloim! 
Trath  IS  my  leadera  only  Fancy,  fhine  t 
(■Sweet  Farinelli  of  ener\'ate  song!) 
I  quit  tbe  myrtle,  for  a  starry  crown. 
And  know,  if  Sickness  shed  ber  bhiish  pla^uetf 
From  fog,  or  fen,  or  town-infected  damps, 
(And,  surę  l'd  pity  thce)  among  thy  relns: 
Then,  theu  no  Platon ist!  thy  inmost  soul 
Will  thank  me  for  this  preaching;  nordisdaia 
To  breathe  itself  in  pray'r,  as  Iow  as  minę; 
Prom  God  begin,  with  God  conclude  the  song; 
Tbus  glorifyiog  with  a  Christian -zeal. 

Father  of  Heav'n  and  Earth !  coeval  Son! 
And  oo-existinfi:  Spirit!  Trinal^^One! 
Mysterioos  Deity;  invisible;' 
Indefinite,  and  omnipresent  God, 
Inhabiting  eternity !     Shall  dust, 
Shall  ąshes,  dare  presume  to  sing  of  thee^ 
O  for  a  David*8  heart,  and  tongue  of  fire 
To  rival  angels  in  my  praise  and  zeal ! 
Yet  love  immense,  and  gratitude,  with  awa 
Reiigious  mix'd,  shall  elevate  the  hymn>* 
My  heart  enkindle>  and  inspire  my  tongue* 
Father-Creator!  who  beholds  thy  works. 
But  catches  tnspiration !    Thou  the  Earth 
On  nothing  hung,  and  ba1anc'd  in  the  void 
With  a  liiagnetic  force,  and  central  poise. 

I  Ocean  of  brightness  thou!     Thy  grand  beh^t 
Flung  on  thy  orb,  the  Sun,  a  sparkling  drop, 
To  light  the  stars,  and  feed  their  słWer  ums 
With  unexhaubted  flame;  to  bid  them  shine 
Eteraal  iu  their  courses,  o'er  the  blue 
Which  mantles  night,  aod  woo  us  to  repose 
With  roscid  radiance.    They  harmonious  roli, 

I*  The  very  expressioiis.of  one  of  otir  ^aclplet 
oTSocratei. 
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In  majesty  of  motion,  solemn,  lond, 
The  uniyersal  hallel^jah:  sphere, 
lu  lucid  order,  quiring  sweet  to  epherCy 
Deep-fe!t  and  loftier  than  a  8eraph*s  song; 
The  sytnphouy  of  well-according  worlds! 
But  man,  thy  beain,  thy  breath,  thy  image,  shines 
The  crown,  the  glory,  and  tbe  lord  of  all ; 
Of  all.bełowthe  stara!  a  plant,  from  Ueav'a 
TradncM,  to  spread  the  riches  of  its  bloom 
Cer  Eartb,  and  waterM  with  etherial  devirs; 
Incorruptible  aliment!     The  birds 
Warble  among  his  boughs ;  the  cattle,  safe, 
Pasture  within  his  sbade;  and  Earth  beneath 
Th'  imperial  umbrage  of  his  branches  stniies. 
Ilie  smiling  Earth,  the  spangled  spheres,  and  man 
iTheir  great  Creator  praise!  but  praise  how  long> 
Ualess  by  thy  almighty  arm  upheld, 
Preserver  infinite?     By  thee  unless 
Upheld,  the  fiarth  would  6rom  her  basis  reel ; 
The  spheres  forego  their  courses,  (off  their  orb» 
The  silver  softness  melted  into  shade) 
Obscurely  dissonant;  and  mortal  man 
( Void  of  thy  fostering  fires)  his  stately  fonn 
To  dust  be  moulder^  Chaos  would  resume 
'Ber  ancient  anarcby ;  confiision,  rule; 
And  darkness  swallow  ali.    In  thee  we  liye, 
In  thee  we  move :  our  beings  in  thy  ch&iny 
Łinkt  to  eternity,  fiLsteir  on  thee, 
Tbe  pi  Bar'  of  our  souls !     For  me,  (how  late 
A  neighbour  of  the  worm!)  when  I  forget 
The  wonders  of  thy  goodncss  ray»d  on  me. 
And  cease  to  t^lebrate,  with  matin-harp 
Or  vesper-8ong,  thy  plenitude  of  love,  ^ 

And  healing  mercy;  may  the  nigbtly  pow'r, 
Which  whispers  ow  my  slumbers,  cease  tu  broatbe 
Her  modulating  impulse  through  my  soul; 
tJntun^d,  unhallow'd !  Discord,  string  my^  lyre, 
Idly,  my  fingei^  presa  the  fretted  gold, 
Rebellious  to  the  dictates  of  my  hand^     . 
When  indoknt,  to  swell  the  notes  fur  thee, 
Father  of  Heav'n  aud  Earth '.— Coeval  Son ! 
(His  word,  his  essence,  his  cifulgence  pure!) 
Not  less  thy  fiłial  likeness  I  adore, 
Nor  from  thy  Father*s  glory  aught  disjoiii, 
Redeemer*  Mediator!  from  tliebirth 
W  nncreated  Time,  thy  Fathcr^s  wrath 
(Sprung  from  omniscii-nce ! )  to  appease,  for  man, 
"Upright  as  yet,  to  mediate,  mercy  wak'd 
tJnbounded  lorę  in  thee;  unbounded  lo?e 
Contraeted  to  the  measure  of  a  span 
Immensity  of  Oedhead,  and  thy  crown 
Heft  firom  thy  faded  brow.    Listen,  O  Earth ! 
And  wonder,  O  ye  Heav'n8l  shall  he,  whose  feet 
Are  cloth^d  with  stara,  (tbe  glory  of  his  head 
For  who  caa  tell?)  whose  looks  divine  illurae 
The  dazzl'd  eyes  of  cherubs,  and  the  youth 
Of  saints  with  everlastiug  bloom  renew : 
IShall  he,  whosc  vital.  smiles  with  splendour  fili    . 
The  circuits  of  creation,  and  sustain 
Th'  abodes  of  all  existence,  from  the  depths 
Of  Heli  beneath,  abore  Heav'n's  highest  orfo, 
With  life,  and  bealth,  and  joy  I  shall  he,  to  God, 
J>3ar  as  his  eye  and  heart,  engraven  there 
Deep  from  eternity;  alone  belov*d, 
Alone  begotten  !  say,  shall  he  become^ 
A  man  of  grief— >for  man  ?  nay  morę  his  foe, 
Rebellious  next  tbe  fiends? — Astonishment 
Had  chainM  my  tongue  to  silence.of  the  pow*r8 
Of  tendef^Bt  pity  and  of  warmest  love 
Provok'd  not  penstve  nteasures/aadder  stimUia 


Of  elęgiac<«orrow,  with  the  tbeme 

Mourniiilly  Tarsrtng.    Take,  my  acol  rod0eiii*d! 

O  take  the  moaoing  doye^  dew<4lropping  wiog, 

Fly,  fly  to  Sol3nna!  and  melttby  wóe 

To  Cedron's  murmurs.  ThenCe,  extend  thy  flight 

To  Golgotha's  accursed  tree.     Behołd! 

Ciouds  roird  on  cloods  of  wrath  (thebłackestwratk 

Of  an  ofiended  God!)  his  beauties  shade; 

But  shade  not  long!  tt  soon  in  drops  disaolYOS, 

Sweet  to  the  soul  as  manna  to  the  taste, 

As  pride  of  summer-flow'r  to  sigfat  or  smell  1 

Betund  thts  shadowing  cloud,  this  mystic  gloom, 

The  Sharon  rosę,  dy'd  in  the  blood  of  H«aY% 

The  lily  of  the  Talley,  wbite  from  stain, 

Bows  tlie  fair  head,  in  lovełiness  declines. 

And,  sweetly  languishing,  it  droopa  and  diet. 

But  darkness  veil8  the  San :  a  curtain  dnw 

Before  the  passion;  beyond  wonder  great, 

Great.beyond  silence !  —  (Awe-strack  patue  tt«. 

while—) 
And  heavy  as  the  burthen  of  our  sina !  «— 
Tis  finish'd!— Change  the  lyre,    the    numbert 
Lftt  boly  anthem-airs  insplre  tbe  hsrmn.  fchange; 
Glory  in  Heav>n!  redemption  to  mankind. 
And  peace  on  Earth!  dominionf  blessingl  praise! 
Thanksgiying!  pow'rl  salration  to  our  God! 
Salvation  to  our  God,  and  to  the  Łamb ! 
And,  co-exi8ting  Spirit !    Thou,  whose  breath 
My  Toice  informs,  shall  it  be  mnte  to  thee, 
Etemal  Paradete?  in  order,  last, 
£qua]  in  glory  to  Omnipotence 
The  first,  as  to  the  aecond;  and  from  both 
Proeeeding;  (O  inezplicable  name!) 
Mystical  link  of  the  upnumber'd  Three! 
Toleamiog,  night;  to  faith,  the  noon-tide  day, 
Sottl  of  the  universe !  thy  wisdom,  first, 
The  ragę  compos'd  of  warring  elements', 
(The  subjeet  of  a  noUer  futttre  ąong) 
Yon  an>surronndjng  Heav*n8  with  crystal  oiłif 
Gami8b*d,  and  liring  gems,  in  goodly  ranka 
And  disciplin'd  array ;  di^idiog  night 
From  day,  their  ordinances  'stablj^^d  sare. 
Moving  the  waters  saw  thee  o'er  their  faoe« 
O  God,  the  waters  saw  thee,  and  afraid, 
Into  their  chaanels  shrunk,  (capacious  bed 
Of  iiquid  element  I )  and  own^d  their  bounds 
Impassable,  as  that  etemal  gulph  [beama 

'TwiKt  bliss  and  woe. — ^The  Ptince  of  Peace  thy 
Laiigely  imbil>'d,  when,  do^elike,  o^er  his  head« 
Fast  by  the  banks  of  Jordan'8  sacred  stream, 
Thy  mautliiig  wings  dififus'd  their  hearenly  huea; 
And  Abba  glorify^d  his  Only  Son, 
Well»pleased.^-Frora  thy  tongues  of  cloyen  ftre 
Kindled,  the  nations  bum'd  in  flaming  zeai» 
And  unextinguish*d  charity,  di$pers'd 
And  głowi ng  as  tke  summer  blaze  at  noon. . 
The  rushing  winds,  on  all  their  wings  conTey'4 
Thy  doctrine,  strong  to  shake  the  guilty  soul; 
As,  erst,  the  dome,  low-stoopitig  to  its  base, 
Before  thy  mighty  presence  leam'd  to  bend. 
Thou,  iron  the  morning-womb,  upon  our  souli^ 
Barren  and  dry,  thy  sanctifying  dews, 
Abroad,  in  silent  softness  sheds:  the  dewu 
Of  \ove  unspottod,  uneomipted  joy; 
Obedient  goodness,  temperanoe  subduM ; 
Unishaken  faith,  and  raeekneas  withont  guile. 
Hence  flow  the  odours  out,  our  pray^rs  perfomy 
Like  incense,  rising  firagrant  on  the  throne^ 

^  Tbe  SleołeiitSy  p,  Poegii  ia  iow  hpofcir 
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Tron  folden  rials  ponrM,  by  elder  bands  I 
Eztiiict  thy  iafloential  radiance,  Sin, 
Incumbent  on  the  soui,  as  black  as  Heli, 
Holds  godleas  anarcby :  by  thee  refin'd, 
locens^d,  sablixn'd,  aod  sanctiiy'd/the  sonl 
iDiites  tbe  Holiest  (O  abysś  of  lorę !) 
Td  choose  a  teinple,  purer  than  tbe  Sun, 
Incomtptible,  formed  not  by  bands» 
Where  best  he  lores  to  dwell. — ^Thou  all  my  bedy. 
Most  boly  Comforter !  in  sickness  smooth*d, 
And  TioleUbuds,  and  roses,  witbout  tbom,    [vale 
Showei^d  round  the  coucb.  From  darkness  and  tbe 
Of  sbadowry  Deatb,  to  pastures  iair,  and  streamis 
Of  cottifort,  thy  refreshing  rightphand  led 
My  afaried  soul,  and  bath*d  in  health  and  joy ! 

To  lif  bt  restor'd  and  tlie  sweet  breath  of  Heay^n, 
Beoeath  thy  o]ive-bougbs,  in  plenteous  flow^ 
The  goiden  oil  effusing  on  my  bead 
Of  głndness,  let  me  ever  sit  and  sing, 
Thy  Domerous  Godbead  sparkling  in  my  soul, 
Thyself  instilling  praises,  by  thy  ear 
Kot  anapproT^d !  For  wisdom's  steady  ray, 
Tb*  enligfafning  gift  of  tongnes,  the  sacred  fires  • 
Of  poesy  are  thine;  united  Tbreel 
Fstfaer  of  HeaT*n  and  Earth !  coeral  Son ! 
Aod  oo-existing  Spint !  Trinal  One ! 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONa 

Page  52.     Ałong  thy  borders,  Schdd 

This  was  written  at  the  time  of  the  siege  of 
Toamay. 

P,  53. Plato  conl4  meditate. 

Far  be  it  fWym  me  to  speak  with  disrespect  of 
tfais  pegah  philosofAier.  For  my  part,  1  could  al- 
most  deciare  my  admiration  of  Plato's  beautiful 
dnciiptions,  &c,  in  the  words  of  B.  Jonson  on 
Shakspeare:  **  To  justify,"  says  he,  "my  own 
caodoar,  I  honour  his  memory  (on  this  side  idol- 
atry)  as  much  as  any.*'  See  his  Discoreries, 
Td  IL  foL  of  his  works.     Page  9S. 

I  oniy  here  would  obserye  how  falsety,  nQt  to 
siy  impiously,  some  modem  writers  seem  to  take 
pains  to  recommend  Piato's  ideał  morał  i  ty  In  op- 
fosition  to  the  glorious  doctrines  so  fiilly  revealed 
ia  the  holy  scriptares. 


P.  53. 


Phnodemus. 


AUnding  to  3.  Sectanus^s  admirableSatires;  wbo 
introdnces  much  such  another  chaiacter  under 
this  oame.  Th«  tnie  author,  as  we  are  informed 
By  MoDS.  Blainville  in  his  curious  Travels,  is 
Mons.  Segardt,  one  of  the  finest  ańd  politest 
gmtlemeB  of  Romę;  by  Philodemus,  he  means 
one  OraTina,  an  attietsticsal  pretender  to  philoso- 
phy,  the  Oreek  langnage,  &C.  He  thus  makes 
bim  boast  of  himself,  as  if  he  drew  the  principles 
of  his  system  from  Socrates. 

Nos  etenim  (puto  jam  noeti)  dqcti  sumus,  fc  quo8 
Socratica  coepi  tractandos  raoUit^r  arte 
Sordibos  emergunt  Yulgi,  totiiąue  probafttur 
Uibe. 

See  d.  Sectani  Satyr.  4to.  voL  I.  Sat  1. 
Hb.  i.  y.  108,  &c. 

^.  54    Soul  of  tbe  univer9C 

Tbe  heathens  frequently  give  the  appełlotion  of 
ftmłof%>iittto*God.   * 


Thus  Ylrgil: 

Ccelum  &  terram  campo8qtie  liąnentes, 
Łucentemque  globum  lunę,  Titaniaąue  astra 
Spiritus  iatilis  agit 

That  he  means  God  by  Spirit,  appears  from 
another  place. 

-^~— — 7-Deum  irc  per  omnes 

Terrasque  tractusque  maris  coelumque  profuodum* 

And  Zeno's  opinion  is  yery  remarkable: 

&nc  tęt  mwfJM  iiwfft  it*  oX«r  rtt  kocijm* 

See  Lactantius,  B.  vii.  c.  S.  and  Pioge- 
'      nes  Laertius  in  the  Life  of  Zeno. 

P.  54.    Mońng  the  waters  saw  thee  o'er  their 
face,  &c. 

Cicero  tells  us  that  it  was  Thales^s  opinion  tha£ 

*God  was  the  Spirit  which  created  all  things  frohi 

the  water.     "  Thales  aquam  dixit  esse  inttium' 

rerom,  Deum  autem  esse  mentem  qu»  ex  aqua 

cuncta  fingeret."  -     De  Nat  Deor.  L  i. 

p.  54.    ..-.  Before  thy  mighty  presence,  &o. 

The  Tery  heathens  imagined  a  commotioB  in 
naturę  at  the  presence  of  the  Dełty. 

yibratus  ab  sethere  fulgor 

Cum  sonitu  venit,  merę  omnia  visa  repentł. 

.Sneis.  lib.  8. 
And  in  another  placie,  Yirgil : 
Vix  ea  fatus  eram,  tremere  omnia  visa  repenld     , 
Liminaąue  taurusąue  Dei,  totusque  moveri 
Mons  circum.  ^ueis.  lib.  3. 

Solikewise  Statius: 
Mirabar  cur  templa  mih>  tremuere  Dianae^ 

Tbeb.  lib.  4. 

And  Seneca :  , 

— —  Imo  mu  git  k  fundo  solum, 
Tonat  dies  serenu<«,  ac  totis  domus 
Ut  f^cta  tectis  crepuit,      Thyestes^  Act  IL 

P.  54.  Thou  from  the  morning-womb,  &c. 

Psalm  ex.  3.  This  is  a  noble  metaphor  to  cx- 
pi«sś  the  beauties  and  graces  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
So  that  "  from  the  womb  oflhe  morning"  in  the 
Psalmist,  signifies  this:  From  tbe  heavenly  łight 
of  tbe  Gospel,  which  is  the  wing  or  beam  whereby 
the  Sun  of  Righteousness  revealeth  himself,  and 
breaketh  out  upon  the  world,  tbe  peopłe  shall 
adom  themselyes  from  the  first  forming  of  Christ 
in  them,  with  the  dews  of  grace,  and  the  gifks  and 
emanatious  of  the  Holy  Ohosts  which  are  love, 
joy,  peace,  long-snfferinr,  gentleness,  goodness, 
faith,  meekness,  tempcraoce.  Gal.  v.  22.  fcc 
When  the  spirit  of  Chrłsl  bloweth  I9»us  upon  us, 
and  the  dews  of  grace  are  poured  into  oar  hearts, 
then  the  spices  flow  ouU  which  arise  from  the 
holy  duties  and  spiritun  infusions,  mentioned 
aboTC. 


P.  55. 


From  elder-hauBs. ' 


llev.  ▼.  8.  The  four-and«twenty  elders  fell 
óovfh  before  the  Lamb,  baring  ev(icy  one  of  them 
harps  and  golden  rials  fuli  of  odours,  which  are 
the  prayers  of  the  saints;  that  is,  the  prayers  of 
good  men  are  as  gratefol  to  God-  as  inoeosf^  from 
the  tabemacle.  So  David,  Pa.  xiv.  5L  |>$t  my 
prayer  be  directed  to  thee  as  incense.  " 

P.  55.    Beneath  tł^y  oUra-braucI^  &c. 
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AlludinęT  to  tbe  two  dlive-branc1^e8  in  Zecharia, 
t.  iv.  V.  11  and  12.  wbicb  empŁy  Łhe  golden  oil' 
out  of  th^mselvc8.  Amongst  other  exposition8  of 
which  words,  Junius  and  l'arnoviua  interpret 
them,  to  mean  the  variuus  gifU  and  effusions  of 
the  Holy  Spirit,  which  are,  by  Christ,  derived 
tipon  the  church.  For  Christ  is  called  the  Messiah, 
on  accouut  of  bis  being  aiiointed  with  the  oil  of 
glaJness;  Ps.  xiv.  8.  Aiid  St.  John  speaketh  thus 
of  the  Koly  Ghost:  Ye  have  an  unction  from  the 
Huly  One.  1  John  ii.  20.  The  anuinting  which 
ye  received  from  him,  abideth  in  you.  John  c  ii. 
▼.27. 

To  conclude ;  a  recovery  from  the  small-pos  a 
few  years  a^ro,  gave  occasion  to  the  prpceding 
]ioein.  1  only  at  Arst  (in  gratitnde  to  the  Great 
Physician  of  souls  and  bodies)  designed  to  have 
publishcd  this  hymn  to  the  Trinity  opon  a  re- 
coyęry  from  sickness.  But  the  subjecŁ  being  very ' 
exten.sive,  and  cnpablą,  of  admitting  serious  re- 
flections  ou  Łhe  frail  statc  of  hamanity,  I  cxpati- 
ated  forther  upon  it.  li  carinot  be  supposcd  that 
I  should  treat  upon  sickness  in  a  mediciiial,  but 
only  in  a  descriptiye,  a  morał,  and  religious 
manucr:  the  yersiiication  is  varied  accordiugly: 
the  descriptive  parta  being  morę  poetical;  the 
morał,  morę  plain ;  and  the  religious,  for  the  most 
part,  drawn  from  the  Holy  Soriptures.  I  have 
juftt  taken  such  notice  of  the  progress  of  the  smali- 
pojt,  as  may  give  the  raader  surae  smali  idea  of  it, 
without  offending  his  ilnagination.  Tliese  few 
notes  are  not  intended  for  the  learncd  reader,  but 
added  to  asKtst  thnse  who  may  not  be  so  well 
ac<)uainte<I  with  the  classićal  and  other  allusions. 
I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  any  other  poem 
on  the  same  6ubject  to  lead  me  on  the  way,  and 
therefore,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  the  good-natured 
reader  will  morę  readily  excuse  itsbłemishós. 

1  have  here  added,  by  way  of  conclusion  to  the 
notes,  a  short  hymn  written  (when  yery  young)  in 
tbe  great  epidemical  cold  in  1732. 

AN  HYMN  IN  SICKNBSSk 

O  Loud!  to  thee  I  lift  my  soul. 

To  thoe  direct  my  eycs, 
Whi'e  fate  in  evcry  vapour  rolls. 

And  siok*ning  Natiire  sighs. 

£'cn  air,  the  vehicle  of  life, 

The  soft  recess  of  breath, 
Is  madc  the  barbinger  of  Fate, 

And  poi8on*d  dart  of  Beath. 

No  gentle  strains  relieve  my  ears; 
But  hark !  the  passing-toU, 
.  In  a  long,  sadly-solemn  knell, 
Alarms  anew  my  soul. 

Ko  lovely  prospect  meets  my  eye, 

But  melancholy  fear, 
Attended  with  the  ho^low  pomp 

Of  sickness  and  despain    « 

My  sing,  wide-staring  in  my  face  , 

In  ghastly  guise  alarm; 
Tbe  pleasing  sina  of  wanton  youth, 

In  many  a  fatal  charm. 


I  sink  beneath  tbeir  black  ap|l^o^leil^ 

My  God!  thy  roercy  lend; 
Łet  Hope  ber  healing  wings  difilisei 

O  snatch  me  from  the  fiend ! 

.1  feel,  I  fcel  thy  saving  health : 

New  raptures  fili  my  beart : 
A  shininsę  train  of  Miss  succeeds; 

The  gloomy  scienes  deparL 

Tho*  stratning  coughs  this  mortal  frame 

To  dissolution  bring, 
Yet  dreary  Death  in  rain  affrightSf 

And  points  in  vain  bis  btiug : 

If  gracious  Heavcn  at  that  sad  bonr 

Its  guardian  arm  cxtcnd ; 
If  angcis  watch  my  parting  80ul« 

And  save  me  at  my  end« 

O  Lord,  or  Ict  me  Iive  or  die, 

Thy  holy  will  be  done ! 
But  let  me  live  alone  to  thee^ 

Aud  die  in  thee  alone. 


GRATITUDE. 

A  POEM,  ON  THE  COUNTBtS  OF  POMFRR'!  BBNB- 
FACTIOMS  TO  TME  UNIYERSITY  OF  OUOKO. 

Donartm  słaiuat  '  Carmma  poummu 
Donure,  Horat. 

Shałł  ibreign  lands  for  Pomfret  wake  tbe  lyre* 
And  Tyber'8  morę  than  Is.s*  banks  inspire  ? 
Let  Isis*  grrove8  with  Pomfrefs  name  resound; 
Not  Romę  alone  t:an  boast  of  classic  ground. 
Ye  sons  of  harmony,  the  wreath  prepare, 
The  living  laureł  wreath,  to  bind  her  hair.    . 
Hail,  feir  exempiar  of  tbe  good  and  great, 
The  Muses  hail  thee  to  their  bonouWd  seat; 
And  ne'er  sinoe  Anna  with  her  presence  blesŁ, 
They  sung  a.nobler,  morę  auspjcious  guest. 

Behold  our  youth,  transpoited  at  the  sight; 
Behold  our  vir;;in8,  sparkling  with  delight: 
E'en  yenerablc  ai.e  furgets  its  snów, 
The  splendour  catches,  and  consents  to  glow. 
Ye  youths,  with  Pomfret*8  praises  tune  the  sbell: 
Ye  yirgins,  leam  from  Pomfret  to  excel : 
For  let  her  age,  with  fervent  prayers  and  purp, 
The  blessings  of  all  bounteons  Heaven  secure. 
Their  breathiug  incense  let  the  Graccs  bńng: 
Their  grateful  pseans  let  the  Muses  sing. 

If  praise  be  guilt,  ye  laurels,  cease  to  grow^ 
Oxford  to  sing,  and  seraphims  to  glow. 
No  altars  to  an  idoUpower  we  raise, 
Nor  consecrate  the  worthless  with  our  praiM^ 
To  merit  only  and  to  goodness  just. 
We  rear  the  arch-triumphat  and  the  bu8t« 

Sprung  from  the  Pembroke '  race,  their  nation^s 
AUied  by  science,  as  by  blood  allied,  [pride, 

'  The  Pembroke  family  bav«  been  remarkable 
for  genius.  Mary,  countess  of  Pembroke,  sistor 
to  sir  Philip  Sidney,  for  whose  cntertainment  be 
MTote  his  Arcadia,  published  a  tragedy  calle4 
Antonius.  Ann,  countest  of  Pembroke,  bad 
Daniel  for  her  tutor,  and  erected  to  Speaaer  ti^ 
monument  in  Westminster  Abbey.  William,  e»r| 
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Ufałstrioia  Tace !  surę  to  protect  or  please 
With  patriot  (reedom,  or  witb  courtly  ease; 
Bl«sŁ  with  the  graceful  fDnn,  aad  taneful  mlnd, 
To  Oxfbrd  dear,  as  tO  the  Muses  kind  ! 
Thy  gifts,  O  Pomfret,  we  with  wonder  viev, 
Aod  whiie  we  praise  their  beauties,  thiniL  of  you* 
Who  bot  a  Venus  could  a  Cnpid  send, 
And  who  a  TuHy,  but  Minerva'8  friend  ? 
A  speechless  Tułly,  \est  he  should  commend 
The  praise  you  merit  you  refuse  to  bear; 
No  marble  orator  ean  wound  your  ear. 
Mere  statues,  worse  th^M^tues  we  should  be, 
If  Osford^s  sons  oiore^Rnt  were  than  he. 
Scarce  siłent,  aud  impą^eat  of  the  stone, 
He  fttms  to  thundcr  fi^ff  his  rostral  throne: 
He  wakes  the  niarble,  by  some  Phidias  taught, 
Aod,  eIoqueaŁly  dumb,  he  looks  a  thought. 
With  hopes  aud  fears  we  tremble  or  rejoice, 
Decriv'd  we  listcn,  and  expect  a  voice. 
This  station  satisfics  his  noble  pride, 
DisdainiDg,  but  in  Oxford,  to  reside. 

Heie  safely  we  be  hołd  fierce  Marius  frown» 
Olad  that  we  hare  no  Marius,  8avc  in  stone. 
So  animated  by  the  ina8ter*s  skill, 
The  Gaul,  awe-strickeny  dares  not— cannot  kilL 

Hie  sleeping  Cujńds  happtly  exprest 
The  fieroer  passions  foreigu  to  thy  breast. 
Long  stnuigers  to  tbę  laughter-luving  damę, 
They  from  Arcadia,  not  from  Paphos,  came. 
Whene'er  his  lyre  thy  kindred  Stdiiey  strung, 
The  flocking  Lores  around  their  poet  hung: 
Wbene^er  he  fought,  tłicy  flutterM  by  his  side. 
And  stiflen*d  into  marble,  when  he  diedl 
Half-dropt  their  qttivers,  and  half-scard  their  eyes, 
They  only  sleep  :^^or  Capid  uever  dies. 

**  A  deepiog  Cupid!*'  cries  some  well-drest 
smait. 
^'T  is  false !  I  fecl  his  arrows  in  my  heart.""^ 
I  own,  my  friend,  yooc  argument  js  good, 
And  who  denies,  that*s  madę  of  ficsh  and  blood  ? 
Bot  yon  bright  cirele,  strong  in  natire  charms, 
Vo  Cupid's  bow  requires,  nor  borrow'd  arms : 
Tbe  radiant  messenger  of  Conquest  flies 
Keen  from  each  glance^  and  pointed  from  their 
eyes, 

of  Pembroke,  printed  a  yolume  of  poems.  Shak- 
ipeaie^s  and  FletcheHs  works,  in  their  first  edi- 
tions,  are  dedicated  to  the  earl  of  Pcmbroke:  and 
Thomas,  who  ought  particularly  to  be  mentioned 
on  this  occasion,  madę  the  largest  and  finest  coli* 
Jcction  of  statoes  of  any  nobleman  in  Europę. 


His  heart,  whom  such  a  prospect  cannot  moye, 
Is  liarder,  cokler,  than  the  Marble -Łoye. 
But  Modesty  rejects  what  Justice  speaks: 
— 1  see  soft  blushes  stealing  o'er  their  cheeks. 

Not  Phidian  labours  claim  the  verse  aione, 
The  figur^d  brass,  or  fine^proportion'd  stone. 
To  make  you  theirs  the  sister  Arts  conspire, 
You  animate  the  canvas  or  the  lyre; 
A  new  creation  on  your  canvas  flows, 
Life  meets  your  hand,  and  from  your  pencil  glows^ 
How  swells  your  various  lyre,  or  melts  away, 
While  every  Muse  attends  on  every  lay ! 

Tbe  bright  contagion  of  Hespcrian  skies, 
Bttm*d  in  your  soul,  and  ]ighten'd  in  your  eyes. 
To  view  what  Raphael  painted,  Vinci  planu'd, 
And  all  the  woHflers  of  the  classic  land. 
Proud  of  your  charms,  applauding  Romę  confest 
ller  own  Comelia'8  b^atbing  in  your  breast. 
The  virtues,  which  each  foreign  realm  reuown, 
You  borę  in  triumph  home,  to  grace  your  own. 
Appclles  thus,  to  form  his  finish'd  piece, 
Tbe  beauteous  Pomfret  of  adoring  Oreece^ 
In  one  united,  with  his  happy  care, 
The  fair  perfections  of  a  thousand  fair. 

Tbo'  Yirtue  may  with  morał  lustre  chans^ 
Religion  only  can  the  bosom  warm. 
In  thee  Religion  wakens  all  her  fires, 
Perfumes  thy  heart,  and  spoUess  soul  inspirea* 
A  Cato^s  daughter  might  of  Tirtue  fooast, 
Nobly  to  Yice,  tbough  not  to  glory,  lost: 
A  Pomfret,  taught  by  piety  to  rise, 
Ix)oks  down  on  glory,  while  ahe  hopes  the  skiei^ 
Angels  with  joy  prepare  the  starry  crown. 
And  serapbs  feed  a  flame,  so  like  their  own« 

One  statuę  morę  Ict  Rhedicina  *  ralse 
To  charm  the  present,  brighten  futurę  daj^s; 
The  sculptur^d  column  grave  with  Pomfret^s  name^ 
A  column  worthy  of  thy  tempie,  Famę ! 
Praxiteles  might  such  a  form  commend, 
And  borrow  graces  which  he  usM  to  lend: 
Where  ease  with  beauty,  force  with  softnessmeet, 
Though  mild,  majcstic,  and  though  awfiil,  sweet* 
Of  gold  and  elephant,  on  either  hand, 
Let  Piety  and  Bounty,  graceful,  stand : 
With  fillets  this,  with  roscs  that  entwin^d, 
And  breathe  their  yirtues  on  the  gazer^s  mind. 
Low  at  her  feet,  the  sleeping  Cupids  plac'd. 
By  Marius  guarded,  and  with  TuUy  grac*d: 
A  monument  of  gi*atitude  remain,  >, 

The  bright  Palladium  of  Minerva*8  fane. 

»  Oxrord. 
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LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BLAIR. 


BY  MR.  CHAŁM£RS. 


RoBEBT  Blair  was  the  eldest  son  of  the  rev.  Dayid  Blair,  one  of  the  ministers  of 
Edinburgh,  and  chaplain  to  the  king.  His  grandfather  was  the  Tev.  Robert  Blaif/ 
tonetime  minister  of  the  gospel  at  Bangor,  in  Ireland,  and  ailerward  at  Saint  Andrews, 
in  Scotland.  Of  this  gentleman,  some  Memoirs  partly  taken  from  his  manuscript 
diaiies,  were  published  at  Edinburgh  in  1754.  He  was  celebrated  for  his  piety,  and,  by 
those  of  his  persuasion,  for  his  inflexible  adhęrence  to  presbyterianism  in  opposition  to 
the  endeaTOUFs  madę  in  his  time  to  establish  episcopacy  in  Scotland :  it  is  recorded  also 
tbat  he  wrote  some  poems. 

His  grandson,  the  object  of  the  present  article,  was  born  in  the  year  l699»  snd  after 
tbe  asual  prąiaratoTy  studies  was  ordsuned  minister  of  Atheistaneford,  in  the  county  of 
EistLothian,  where  he  resided  until  hb  death,  Feb.  4,  1747-  One  of  his  sods  now 
holds  the  office  of  solidtor-generah  to  bis  majesty  for  Scotland.  The  late  celebrated 
Dr.  Hogh  Blair,  professor  of  rhetoric  and  belles  lettres,  was  his  cousin. 

Soch  are  the  only  particulars  handed  down  to  us  respecting  the  writer  of  The  Orave : 
it  is  but  lately  that  the  poem  was>  honoured  with  much  attention,  and  it  af^ars  to 
haTe  madę  its  way  Teiy  slowly  into  generał  notice.  The  pious  and  congenial  Hervey 
was  amoDg  the  first  who  praised  it.  Mr.  Pinkerton,  in  his  Letters  of  Literaturę,  pub- 
lidied  undn*  tbe  name  of  Heron,  endeayoured  to  raise  it  far  above  the  level  of  common 
predudions,  and  I  should  suppose  he  has  succeeded.  It  bas  of  -  late  years  been  fre- 
ąaently  reprinted,  but  it  may  be  ąuestioned  whether  it  will  bear  a  critical  exapunation : 
it  has  no  regular  plan,  nor  are  the  reflections  on  mortality  embellbhed  by  any  8uperi<9r 
gmces.  It  is  perhaps  a  stronger  objection  that  they  are  interrupted  by  strokes  of  feeble 
ntire  at  the  espence  of  physidans  and  undertakers.  His  expressions  are  often  mean, 
and  hb  epithets  ill-chosen  and  degrading-— •''  Supernumeraiy  horrour;  new-made 
wklow;  sooty  blackbird ;  strong*lunged  cherub;  lamę  kindncss,  &c.  &c.;  soider  of 
sodety;  by  stronger  arm  belaboured ;  great  głuts  of  people,  &c.''  are  Yulgarisms  which 
canoot  be  pardoned  in  so  short  a  production. 


62       ^  ŁIFC  OF  BLADŁ 

Ule  6^ve  is  said  to  hare  been  first  printed  at  Edinburgh  in  1747,  but  tfais  is  a 
mistake.  It  was  printed  in  1743,  at  London,  for  M.  Cooper.  The  ąuthor  had 
previously  -submitted  it  to  Dr.  Watts,  w]io  informed  him  that  two  booksellers  had 
declined  the  risk  of  publieation.  He  had  likewise  <)orresponded  With  Dr.  Doddridge 
on  the  subject,  and  in  a  letter  to  that  dirine^  są^s,  that  *'  in  order  to  make  it 
morę  generally  liked,  be  was  obliged  sometimes  to  go  cross  to  his  own  indinaticNi,  well 
knowing  that  whateTer  poem  is  written  iipon  a  seńous  argument,  must,  upon  that 
Tery  account,  lie  under  peeuiiar  disadyantages :  and  therefore  proper  arts  must  be  osed 
to  make  sach  a  piece  go  down  with  a  licentious  age  whicli  cares  for  nonę  of 
those  things'."  In  what  respect  be  croesed  his  indination,  and  by  what  arts  be 
endeavoured  to  make  his  poem  morę  acceptabje  to'  a  licentious  age,  we  know  not  In 
defence  of  the  present  age,  it  may  be  said  with  justice  that  the  poem  owes  its  popularity 
to  its  subject;  and  that,  notwithstanding  its  defects,  it  wiU  probably  be  a  ItaHag 
favoarite  with  persons  of  a  serioiis  tum. 


'  Łetten  to  and  from  Dr.  Doddridge.    fivo.  1790. 


I 


THE    GRAVE 


f  f  9  I  f 

tl^lLE  soi^e  affect  the  sup,  and  some  th^shade, 
*^'   Some  flee  the  ciŁy.  souie  the  hmnititfe ; 
Tbeir  ums  a^  Tarious.  as  the  road<  they  take 
b  joomeyiiig  thn>*  Urc;y-Łhe  ta^  be  qiioe, 
.  t^  pąjhŁ  the  glóomy  honjpiurs  oCjthe  tomb> 
Th*  appoiuted  place  of  rendezYOus,  whe^re  alL^ 
These  tmt^Uera  n^t.— ^Thy  su^oan  jfimplore, 
Etettial  king!  whose  potentarm  sustaiius  [tbiiąg! 
fiy  fctTtI  '^^  'fałŁjuad  Death«~The  Grave,  dread 
^Seo  sbirer  when  thou  *rt  named:  Naturę  a(>paU*d 
fiSbakes  off  ber  wonted  firmness.-^— Ab !  how  dark  . 
^'Jl^Y  joDg^tended  reajinfi,  and  pięfiąl  wa^teg !       / 
Wbere  nought  but  siłenoe  reigns,  and  uigbt,  darV 
Da^  as  was  chaos,  ere  the  infant  3un        [night, 
Wis  roird  together,  or  had  try^d  bis  beams 
I  *lU)wart  the  gloom  profound.-^ — ^The  siekły  taper, 
i^By  ctimm^ring  thro*  thy  lo^-bg)w]d  nnsty  vąulu, 
-  ^  (Fun'd  round  withuaouidy  damps,  and  ropysUme,) 
^A    Leis  bli  a  aiperyya***'^*'^  hi^"'^ii'^, 


Long  lash^d  by  the  rude  winds.  Some  nft  half  down 
fTbeir  brane  hless  trunks;  others  so  tbin  at  top, 
iThat  scarce  two  crows  can  lodge  in  the  same  tree. 

Stiaoge  things,  the  neigbbours  say,  have  happeo^d 
herej 

Wild  shrieks  have  issned  firom  the  hollow  tombs; 

Deadmen  have  come  again,  and  walk>d  about; 

And  the  great  bcll  bas  toUM,  nnnmg,  uutoucfaM* 

( Such  tales  thcir  cheer  at  wake  or  gossippiog, 

When  it  dmws  near  to  witcbiog  time  of  nighl.)'^ 
Oft  in  the  lone  church  yard  at  night  P^e  seen. 

By  glimpse  of  moonshine  cheądBring  thro' the  treess^ 


fKV. 


(With  nettles  skirted,  and  with  moss  o*ergrown,) 
Tbat  tell  in  homely  plirase  who  lie  belotv. 
Siidden  be  starts,  and  hears,  or  tbinks  he  hean, 
The  sound  uf  something  pujaóng  at  bis  heels; 


And  only  senres  to  make  tby  night  mope  irksome;  I  FuU  fiut  he  flies,  and  daoes  not  look  behind  him» 


\^ 


WeU  do  I  know  tbee  by  tby  trusty  yew, 
Cheerless,  unsocial  plant!  that  loves  to  dwell 
fMidstsculU  and  coffins,  epitapbs  and  wonns: 
.  Whec«  ligfat4ieel*d  gbosts,  and  yisionary  sbades, 
Beaeath  the  wan,  cotd  Moon  (as  Famę  reports) 
EDibody'd,  thick,  perform  their  mystic  rpunds. 
No other  mecriment, duli  tree!  is  thine.  \\ 

See  yonder  ha|lpw*d  fiąie; — ^tbe  pious  work 
Of  names  once  fam'd,  i]o\v  dubious  or  forgot, 


*TiU,  out  of  bn*ath,  be  orertakes  his  fcllo«rS| 
Who  gather  round  and  wooder  at  the  tale   . 
Of  bonrid  apparition  tali  and  ghastly, 
That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  stand 
O^er  some  new;<-open'd  grave ;  and  (strange  to  tell  !\ 
Eranishes  at  crawing  of  the  cock.  f 

f>  Jhc  new-made  widów,  too,  rve'sometimes  'spyM^ 
Sad  sighŁ!  'Slow  inoving  o'er  the  prostrate  dead: 
Listless,  she  crawis  along  in  dolehii  biack, 
Wbile  bursts  of  sorrowjg^  from  either  eyc,  ^ 
^ast  falliijg  down  ber  now  uatąsted  cheęk^r  ^ 

the 


man 


iod  bary'd  oudi»t  the  wreck  of  things  whicb  were; 
Tbere  lie  interr'd  the  moie  illustrious  dead. 

"Ae  wind  is  up : — hark !  how  it  ho  wis ! — Methinks,  <  Prone  on  the  lowly  gTave  oi 
Tiil  no#,  I  never  heard  a  sound  so  dreary :       .  /I  She  drops ;  whilst  busy  meddnng  memory/; 
Doon  creak,  and  windows  clap,  and  nigbV^jguŁ[  In  barbarou«  succession,  musters  up  • 

"^    The  past  endearments  of  their  solter  hours. 


Ilook'2tnthe spire, screamsloud ;  the  gloomy aisles 
s  Black  plaster*d,  and  hung  round  with  shreds  of 
'scutcheons,  I 

^  And  tatterM  coau  of  arms,  send  back  the  soandl 
Lsden  with  lieavier  airs,  from  the  Iow  vaults,      | 
The  mansions  of  the  dead.-— Bbus*d  -from  their 
In  grim  array  the  grisły  spectres  rise,    [slumbem, 
Grin  horrible,  and,  obstinately  sullen,  *  ^ 

^   pass  and  repass.  hnsh'd  as  thej»flt  of  nigh^ 

Again  the  screech-owl  sbrieks-^^gracious  sound ! 
^  rU  hear  no  morę;  it  m&ke  one'8  blood  run  cbill. 
3uite  round  the  pile,  a  row  of  reverend  elms,  f 
(Coetal  new  with  that)  all  mgged  showy       .    \ 


V 


Tenacious  of  its  theme.    Still,  still  she  tbinks 
She  sees  him,  and  indulging  the  fond  thougbt, 
Clings  yet  morę  closely  to  the  senseless  turf, 
Nor  beeds  the  passenger  wbo  looks  that  way. 

Invidious  6rave ! — how  dost  thqu  rend  in  sundcr 
Whom  love  has  knit,  and  sympathy  madę  one? 
A  tie  morę  stubborn  far  than  Nature*s  band. 
Friendship !  my>terious  cement  of  the  soulr^ 
Sweetner  of  lifc,  and  solder  of  society, 
1  owe  thee-  much.    Thou  hast  deserved  from  me» 
Far,  far  beyond  wbat  I  can  ever  pay. 
Oft  have  I  prov'd  the  labours  of  thy  lorę. 
And  thę  warmefforts  of  the  gentle  heart,  Ą^ 


i 
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AuKious  to  please.— Oh !  when  my  friend  anrl  I 
lii  aome  thick  wood  have  wanderM  hcedłess  on, 

IHid  from  thc  vulgar  eyc,  and  sat  us  dowa 
Upon  the  sloping  cowslip-cover'd  bank, 
Where  the  pure  limpid  stream  bas  slid  aleng 
In  graleful  e{][purs  thro'  the  underwood,      [tlirosb 
Snreet  murmuring;  methongbt  the  sbrill-tonguM 
iMended  his  song  of  love;  thfi  sooty  hUflh;ł>|rJ 
^Yi  ^^*r^V*"^'4  ^ifi  pipc<  and  8oftenMeveTy*note : 
^      "^Tbe  ei^lantinesmclPd  sweeter,  and  the  ro«e 

^Af»8um'd  a  dye  morę  deq9 ;  whilst  ev'ry  flower 
Vy'd  with  its  fellow-plant  in  1uxury 


And  glittering  in  the  sun;  tńamphant  entries 
Of  conquerors,  and  coronation  pomps, 
In  glory  scarce  excced.     Grga^,^^s  of  pcople 
Retard  th*  unwieldy  show:  whilst  from  the  case- 

ments. 
And  houses'  tops,  ranks  behind  ranks,  close  wedg*d. 
Hang  bell3'ing  o'cr.  )jut  tell  us  why  this  wąsie, 
Why  this  ado  in  eartbing  up  a  carcase 
That*s  fall*n  into  disgrace,  and  in  the  nostńl 
^fimellft  frprHblp  >.^Ye  undertąkers,  tell  us, 
'Midst  aJl  the  gurgeous  figures  you  exbibit, 
Why  is  the  principal  coticeaPd,  for  which 


youth* 


A. 
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^    Too  exquisite  to  last.     Ofjoys  departed, 
\\^    Not  to  return,  ho  w  y.  \inful  the  remcmbrance ! 
nuli  Ciyyp !  —  thou  spoiPst  the  dance  of  70 
fnl  blo 
Strik'st  out  the  dimple  from  tho  cheek  of  mirth, 
And  eT'ry  smirking  feature  from  the  face; 
Branding  ouflauerhter  with  tłie  name  of  madness. 
Where  are  the  jesters  now?  Jhe  men  of  health,    . 
\  .Complectionally  pleasant?  Where's  the  droll, 
M  Whose  eT'ry  lock  and  gesture  was  a  joke 
.To  clapping  theatres  and  shouting  crowds, 
^^^Afif^ynd  madę  ev»n  thick-lippM  nuising  Melancholy*^ 
"   To  gather  up  ber  ^ace  into  a  smilF^'"*^^^*''^ 
Before  she  was  aware  ?  Ab !  sullen  now, 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  tbat  coYers  them. 
^»       Where  are  the  mighty  thunderbolts  of  war  > 
\^ '/Tholloman  Caesars,  and  the  Grecian  chicfs, 
^     'The  boast  of  story  ?  Where  the  hot  brainM  youth, 
'  Who  the  tiara  at  his  picasure  tore 
/  Frum  kings  of  all  the  then  dl8cover*d  globe, 
And  cry'd,  forsooth,  becausc  his  ann  was  ham- 
Aod  had  not  room  enough  to  do  its  work?  [per^d, 
Alas!  how  slim,  dishouóurably  slim, 
And  cram*d  into  a  space  we  blush  to  name ! 
/  Proud  Royalty !  how  alter^d  in  thy  looks! 
How  blank  thy  fcatures,  and  how  wan  thy  bue ! 
Son  of  the  Moming  wbither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Where  hast  thou  hid  thy  many-spangled  head, 
And  the  majodtio  menace  of  thine  eyes 
Felt  from  afiar?  Pliant  and  powerless  now, 
J,j\tf  new-bom  infant  wounil  up  in  "his  swatheSf 

Cr  ^ictim  tnińbled  fiat  upon  its  back,  / 
hat  throbs  beneath  the  saci  ifioer^s  knife. 
Mute,  must  thou  bear  the  strife  of  little  tongbes. 
And  coward  insults  of  the  base-born  crowd, 
That  grudge  a  privilege  thou  never  hadst, 
But  oniy  hop'il  for  in  the  peaceful  gravey 
Of  being  nnmolested  and  alone. 
Arabia^s  gums  and  odoriferous  drugs. 
And  hungurs  b}'  the  heralds  duły  paid, 
In  modę  and  form  e'en  to  every  scruple; 
Oh !  cruel  irony !  these  come  too  late, 
And  only  mock  wbom  they  w«^e  meant  to  honour. 
Surely  tbere'K  not  9  dungeon  slavc  thafs  bu|7*d? 
In  the  higbway,  imshroiided  and  uncoflin^d,    / 
But  lies  as  soft,  and  sleeps  8s  sonnd  as  he,^^ 
Sorry  pre-eminence  of  bitch  descent, 
'^    Above  the  yulgar  bom  to  rot  in  state. 
.  |S       But  see !  the  weU-plum'd  hearse  comes  nodding 
^-      Stately  and  felow,  and  properly  attended  [on 

By  the  whole  sabje  tribe,  that  painful  watch 
The  sick  man's  c(oSf,  and  Hve  upon  the  dead, 
By  letting  outtheir  persons  by  the  hour, 
To  mimie. sorrow  when  the  heart's  not  sad. 
Baw  rich  the  trappingstao^  they're  aU  unfurl'd, 


li 


>Of  dress Oh!  then  the  longest  8ummer's  day**  I  You  make  this  mighty  stir  ?— Tis  wise(y'done: 

6ecm*d  too  too  much  in  hastę;  stili  the  fuli  beart^  i^!^^^^  would  offcnd  the  cye'  i  u  a  good  picture, 
Had  not  imparted  half :  *twas  happincss  l^e  painter  casŁs  discreetly  into  shades.         %  ^1^ 

Proud  Lineage,  now  how  little  thou  appear'st 
Bolow  the  envy  of  the  private  man ! 
Honour,  that  meddlesome,  otficious  ill, 
Pursuee  thee  e*en  to  death ;  nor  there  stops  short^ 
Strange  persecution  !  when  the  grave  itself 
Is  no  protection  from  rude  sufferancc.  i%^ 

Absurd  to  think  to  over«-reach  the  Grave» 
"^^nd  from  the  wreck  of  names  to  rescue  ours. 
The  best  concerted  schemes  men  lay  for  famę 
Dle  fast  away;  only  themselves  die  faster. 
The  far-fam*d  sculptor,  and  the  laurelt*d  bard, 
Those  bold  insuraocers  of  deathless  famę, 
Supply  their  little  fecble  aids  in  vain. 

•The  tapering  pyramid,  th*  iEaryptian^s  pride. 
And  wonder  of  the  world,  whosc  spiky  toip 
Has  wounded  the  thick  cloud,  and  long  outliT^d 
The  angry  shakiug  of  the  winter's  storm: 
Yet  spent  at  last  by  th'  injuries  of  Heaven,    . 

%ShatterM  with  age,  and  ftirrow*d  o*er  with  yeata, 
The  mystic  cone  with  hieroglyphics  crusted, 

h  At  once  giyes  way.     Oh !  lamentablę  sighti 

»The  labour  of  whole  ages  tumbles  down, 
A  hideous  and  roishapeu  length  of  ruins. 
iScpulchral  cojumns  wrestle  but  in  yain 

fWith  all-subduing  Time ;  ber  óank'ring  band 

•  With  calm,  delib'rate  malice  wasteth  them: 
Wom  on  the  edge  of  days,  the  brass  consumes, 

•The  busto  moulders^nd  the  deep-cut  marble,      , 
lynsteady  to  the  steel,  gires  up  its  charge. 
Ambition,  half  convtcted  of  hcr  łoiły, 
Hangs  down  her  bead,  and  reddens  at  the  tale.  •>l^» 

Herę  all  the  mighty  trmiblcrB  of  the  Earth, 
Who  swam  to  sovYeign  rulc  thro'  seas  cif  blood; 
Th*  oppre8sive,  stunly,  man-destroyifigTiilains, 
WIjo  rarag^d  kingdoms,  and-  laid  cmpirea  waste, 
And,  in  a  cruel  waHtonne^s  of  jwwer, 
Thinn'd  states  of  half  their  pcople,  and  gave'up 
To  want  the  rest;  now,  llke  a  storm  that'»  spent, 
Łie  bush*d,  and  meanly  sneak  b«4iind  the  corert. 
Vaiu  thougbt!  to  hide  thcm  from  the  generał 
^     scoru 

That  haunts  and  dogs  them  likc  an  injured  gbost 
ImplacabIe.«^Here,'too,  the  petty  tyrant,       ..    ^**' 
Whose  scant  domains  ^ographer  ne*er  notic'd. 
And  welJ  for  neighbouring  grounds,  of  arm  aji 
Who  fix'd  his  iron  talons  on  the  poor,  [sbort. 

And  jcripM  them  like  some  lort^lly  bea«t  of  prey; 
Deaf  to  tb^  forceful  cries  of  gnawing  Hunger, 
And  piteous  p]aintive  voice  of  Miscjy ; 
(^s  if  a  Blave  was  not  a  shred  of  Naturę, 
Of  the  same  commoii  naturę  with  his  lord;) 
Now  tamę  and  hamble,  like  a  child  that*s  whipp^d, 

rSbakes  hands  with  dust,  and  calls  thewcrm  hig 
kjnsman; 
Nor  pleadg  his  rank  aad  birthright.  Under  grooiid^ 
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?reoedeBcy*«  a  jest ;  Tassal  und  lord, 

•  Ontśty  fióiiliar,  side  by  skle  consnme.         %%^ 

Wben  seK^estćem,  or  other^s  adulation, 
Wonld  coniiiiigly  persuade  us  we  are  something 
Abofe  Łhe  common  lerel  of  our  kind ;     [flatteiy, 
Ute  Gnre  gaiusays  the  smooth-complectionM 
And  wHh  blunt  tnith  acąuaints  us  wbat  we  are. 
Bgi^ty— tbou  pretty  playŁbing,  dear  deceit! 
That  stailt  80  loftiy  o'er  tbe  stripling^s  heart, 
Aad  psfis  it  a  new  pobe  anknown  before, 
1^.finge  diacredits  thee :  thy  chamu  eipung^d, 

t  Thy  roset  faded,  and  thy  lilies  soifd, 
Wbat  hast  thou  morę  to  buast  of  ?  Will  thy  ]overs 
Flock  round  thee  now,  to  gazę  and  do  tliee  lo- 

mage? 
JfcChinkt  I  aee  thee  with  thy  head  Iow  laid, 
Wbtlst  surfeited  upon  thy  damask  cheek      \^ 

« Tlte  high-fed  worm,  in  tazy  Tolumes  roU*d, 
Siots  UDflcar*d.~-For  this,  was  all  thy  caution } 
For  this,  thy  painful  labonrs  at  thy  glass, 
T  impro?e  those  charms  and  keep  them  in  repair, 

f  f  OT  which  tbe  spoiler  thanks  thee  not  ?  Foul  feeder ! 
CoaKe  fiire  and  carrion  please  thee  fuU  as  well, 
Aod  leave  as  keen  a  relish  on  the  sense. 
Lookhow  the  &ir  one  weep» !— ^e  conscious  tears 
Stand  thick  as  dew-drops  on  the  bells  of  flowers : 
Hsoest  effosion !  the  swoln  heart  in  Tain 
Wods  bard,  to  put  a  gloss  on  its  dirtress. 

Sgispgth,  too— ^hou  surly  and  less  geiiUe  boast 
Of  fliose  that  lond  laugh  at  the  village  rmg, 
A  fit  of  common  aickness  puUs  thee  down 
With  gfeater  ease  tfaan  e*er  thoa  didst  the  ctripling 
TfaaŁ  rashly  dar^d  thee  to  th'  uneąual  iight— 
Whai  groan  was  that  I  heard  ?— 'Deep  groan  in- 

deed! 
Wifli  aagnish  heavy  lad^.— Let  me  tracę  it— 
Fron  yonder  bed  it  comes,  where  the  strong  man, 
fiy  stroDger  arm  belabour^d,  gasps  for  breath 
like  a  baird-hnnted  beast  How  his  great  heart 
Beits  thick  f  his  roomy  chest  by  far  too  scant 
To^vetbe  lungs  fuli  play. — ^What  now  avail 
Hk  strong-built  sinewy  limbs,  and  wdl-spread 

thottiders! 
See  bow  be  tugs  for  life,  and  lays  about  him, 


Mad  with  bis  pains ! — Eager  he  catches  hołd        |  Who  meanły  stole,  (discreditable  shift) 
Of  vhat  oome^  next  to  band,  and  grasps  it  bard,  1   From  baek  and  belly  too,  their  proper  cheer, 
Jut  like  a  creature  drowning !  hideous  sight!        i   Eas'd  of  a  task  it  irk'd  the  wretch  to  pay 
Ofa!  how  his  eyes  stand  out,  and  stare  fuli  ghastVj  To  his  own  carcase,  now  lies  cheaply  łodged. 


Soon,  very  soon,  thy  firmest  footing  failsj 

And  down  thou  drop^st  into  that  darksome  place^ 

Where  nor  device  nor  knowledge  ever  came. 

Herę  the  tongue-warrior  lies  disabled  now, 
Disarm^d,  dis^onour^d,  like  a  wretch  thafs  gagg^d. 
And  cannot  tell  his  ails  to  pąssers  by.     [change ; 
Great  man  of  language!— Whence  this  mighty 
This  dumb  despair,  and  drooping  of  the  head? 
Tho'  strong  persuasiou  hung  upon  thy  lip, 
And  sly  insinuation*s  sofler  arts 
In  ambush  lay  abbut  thy  ilowing  tongue; 
Alas !  how  chop-falPn  now  ?    Thick  mists  and  si- 
Rest,  like  a  weary  oloud,  upon  thy  breaśt    [lence 
Unceasing.— Ah !  where  is  the  lifted  arm,       v  ' 
The  strength  of  action,  and  the  fort^e  of  words,  ^^ 
The  well-turn'd  period,  and  the  we1I-tun'd  voice, 
With  all  tbe  lesser  omaments  of  phrase  ? 
Ah !  fled  for  ever,  as  they  ne'er  had  been ; 
RazM  from  the  book  of  Famę;  or,  morę  proYoking, 
Perohance  some  hackney,  hunger-bitten  scribbler, 
Insults  thy  memory,  and  blots  thy  tomb 
With  long  fiat  narrative,  or  duUer  rhymes« 
With  heavy  halting  pace  that  drawl  along; 
Enough  to  rouse  adead  man  into  ragę. 
And  warm  with  red  resentment  the  wan  cheek. 

Herę  the  great  masters  of  the  healing-art,    '^ 
These  mighty  mock  defrauders  of  the  tomb. 
Spite  of  their  juleps  and  catholicons, 
Resign  to  iate.»-Proud  ^sculapius'  son ! 
Where  are  thy  boasted  implements  of  art. 
And  all  thy  wcll-cram'd  magazines  of  health? 
'Sor  hill,  nor  yale,  as  far  as  ship  could  go, 
Nor  margin  of  the  gravcl-bottom'd  brook, 
£sGap'd  thy  rifling  hand: — from  stubborn  shrubs 
Thou  wrung^st  their  shy-reti ring  rirtues  out. 
And  vex'd  them  in  the  fire;  nor  fly,  nor  insect. 
Nor  writhy  snake,  escap'd  thy  deep  research. 
But  why  this  apparatus  ?  Why  this  cost  ? 
Tell  us,  thou  dougbty  keeper  from  the  grave,    • 
Where  are  thy  recipeś  and  ćordials  now, 
With  the  long  list  of  youchers  for  thy  cures? 
Alas !  thou  speak'st  not^— The  bold  impostor 
Looks  not  morę  silly  when  the  cheafs  found  out. 

Herę  the  lank-sided  miser,  worst  of  felons,    . 


fc' 


pgftho 


-A' 7 


^v^ 


j4«Ti 


Whilst  the  distemper's  rank  and  deadly  venom 
Sboots  like  a  buming  arrow  cross  bis  bowełs. 
And  drioks  his   marrow    up.— Heard  you  that 

groan? 
It  was  his  last— >See  how  the  great  Goliatb, 
JiKt  like  a  child  that  brawt*d  icsełf  to  resi, 
lies  stilł. — ^What  mean'st  thou  then,  O  mighty 

boaster,  [hull, 

To  ▼aont  of  neryes  of  thine  ?   What  means  the 
UocoDScious  of  his  strength,  to  play  the  coward, 
Aod  flee  befbre  a  feebłe  tbing  like  man, 
Tłiat,  knowing  well  tbe  slackness  of  bis  arm, 
^ni^  only  in  the  frell-inrented  knifc? 

With  study  pale,  and  midnight  rigils  spen^^ 
The  star-curreyiBg  sagę  cłose  to  his  eye  ■*"  ^^' 
Applies  the  sight-invigorating  tubę,  f  space, 

Aod  trav11ing  thmoj^  the  boundless  length  of 
Marki  wdl  tł^  courses  of  the  far-seen  orbs 
That  TfA\  with  regolar  confusion  there, 
1o  ecstacy  of  thought.  Rut  ah !  proud  man ! 
Great  beigbts  are  bazardjus  to  tbe  weak  head  i 
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\  By  clam*rous  appetites  no  longer  teas*d, 
Nor  tedious  bills  of  charges  ąnd  repairs. 
But  ab !  where  are  his  rents,  his  comings-in? 
Ay !  now  youVe  madę  the  rich  man  poor  indeed ! 
Robb^d  of  his  gods,  what  bas  he  left  behind? 
Oh,  cursed  lust  of  gold !  when  for  thy  sake, 
The  fool  throws  up  his  infrest  in  boŁh  worlds: 
First  8tarv'd  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  corae. 
i     How  shocking  mu^d  thy  summons  be,  O  Death, 
To  him  that  is  at  ease  in  his  possesslonr; 
'Who  counting  on  long  years  of  pleasure  here, 
Is  <]^aitej)j)fumish'd  for  that  world  to  come! 
In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  soot 
Raves  round  the  walls  of  hcr  clay  tcnement; 
Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  shrieks  for  help. 
But  shrieks  in  vain!*^HowwlshfuUy'8he  looks 
On  all  sbe*s  Ieaving,  now  no  longer  her'8 ! 
A  iiUle  longer,  yet  a  liłile  longer , 
Oh !  ,mighŁ  ahe  stay  to  wiash  away  her  ctains. 
And  fit  her  for  her  passage. — Mouniful  sight'. 
Her  ver)'  eyes  weep  biood;  and  every  groan 
Sbe  heayes  a  big  wjth  horrour. — But  the  foe, 
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like  a  staunch  murd^rtr,  tteady  to  bis  purpose, 
Parsoes  her  close  through  every  lane  of  life. 
Kor  misses  once  the  track,  but  presses  on; 
Till  forc*d  at  last  to  the  tremeudous  yerge, 
Ąt  once  she  siolcs  Ło  everla8ting  rui  o. 

*Sure  *tis  a  8erio^.UuAg  to  die!  my  soul! 
Wbat  a  strangemoment  mu&t  it  be,  whco  near 
A£^  Thy  journey^s  end,  thou  hast  the  gulf  in  vie« ! 
*  ^ł  That  awful  gulf,  do  mortal  e'cr  repass^d 
*ro  tell  what'8  doing  on  the  othtr  stde. 
r^ature  runs  back,  aiid  shuddcrs  at  tbe  sigfat,  ^ 
Andevery  life-stńng  bleeds  at  thougbt  of  parting; 


/; 


tTo  those  you  lefb  b^ind,  discIOBe  tiia  teeretł   %ii 
Oh !  that  some  couiteout  ghoit  would  blab  it  mn; 
What  1 18  you  are,  and  we  must  afooitly  be. 
rv«  heard,  that  souls  depaited,  have  nometimea 
Forcwarn'd  men  of  their  deatb  :*«*^T  was  Icindly 

done, 
To  knock,  and  give  th'  atann.— Bat  what  meani 
This  stintnd  charity  ł-^^T  is  but  lamę  kindness 
That  does  its  work  by  hatves.— Why  might  yoanoŁ 
Tell  us  what  *ti8  to  dte?— >Do  the  strict  lawf 
Of  your  society  forbid  5'our  ^eaking 
Upon  a  point  so  nice?— PU  ask  no  morę : 


far  part  tbey  must;  body  ąu4  soul  ipu.st  part :        ^SuUen,  like  lamps  in  acpulchres,  your  shine 


«^ 


Fond  couple !  link'd  morę  closc  tłian  wedded  pair 
This  wings  its  way  to  its  Almiglity  Source, 
The  witness  óf  its  actiuns,  now  its  judge; 

JThat  drops  ipto  the  dark  and  noisome  Qrave,  « 
iLike  a  disubled  pltcher  of  no  use. 
'^If  death  was  nothing,  and  nought  after  deathj 


^^'J/    If  when  men  died,  at  once  they  ceasM  to  be, 
Rcturning  to  the  barren  womb  of  nothing, 
Wh«nc^  £rsL  they  spiung,  then  might  the  de- 
bauchce  [drunkard 

Untrembling  mouth  the  HęaTens:  then  might  the 
"Rcei  over  bis  fuli  bowl,  and,  when  'tis  drain^d. 
Fili  up  anuther  to  the  brim,  and  laugh 
At  the  poor  buitbear  Death:  then  might  the  wretcb 
That*s  weary  of  the  worid,  and  tir^d  of  life, 
At  once  givc  each  inquietude  the  slip, 
By  steating  out  of  being  when  he  pleas*d. 
And  by  wbat  way,  włu:ther  by  hemp  or  steel. 

'-^rath^s  thousaud  doors  stand  open.  Wbo  could 
The  iti-płeas'd  guest  to  sit  out  his  fii/ł  time,  [force 
Or  blame  him  if  hc  goes?— Surę  he  does  well, 
That  heips  himself  as  timely  as  he  can, 
When  able.— But  if  there  is  an  hcreafter, 
An^  that  there  is,  conscience,  uniufluencM, 
And  stifTerM  to  spcak  out,  tells  ev'ry  man, 
Then  must  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  diet  ' 
,  ^  O  ^  Morę  horrid  yet  to  dic  by  o«e's  oten  band. 
(ni  SelP-niurdcr l^name  it  not:  our  island^s  shame; 

Tbat  makes  her  the  reproach  of  neighbouring 

states. 
Shall  Naturę,  swerving  from  her  carliest  dictate, 
Self-preservation,  fali  by  her  otrą  act? 
Forl^id  it,  Heaven. — Let  not,  upon  disgust, 
The  shameless  band  be  fully  crimson'd  o'er 
With  blood  of  its  own  lord.— Oreadful  attempt  * 
Jnst  reeking  from  self-slaughter,  in  a  ragę 
To  iiish  iuto  the  presence  of  our  judge; 
'As  if  we  challen7'd  him  to  do  Uis  worst, 
And  matterM  not  his  wrath:  unheard-of  tortures 
Must  be  reserv*d  for  such:  tbese  lierd  together; 
The  common  damnM  shun  their  aociety. 
And  louk  itpou  thcmsciyes  as  fiends  less  foul. 
Our  time  is  fixM,  and  all  our  days  are  number'd; 
How  loujf ,  how  short,  we  k  now  not : — ^this  we  know, 

C   Duty  reipiłres  we  calnily  v\'ait  the  summons, 
Nor  dore  to  stir  tiil  Heav'n  słsall  gnc  permission: 
Like  s(.-ut'i'ies  fhat  mu^t  ktf p  their  de&tin'<l  stand, 
And  waiŁ  th'  appointcd  hour,  till  they're  reliev'd; 
Those  unly  are  the  brave  tliat  keep  their  ground, 
And  keep  it  to  the  la«t.  To  run  away 
)9  but  a  co&-ard's  trick.  To  run  away 
Fiom  this  worWs  ills,  that,  at  the  very  warst, 
Will  soon  blow  o^er,  thinkiug  to  mend  oursel^es, 
By  boldly  veuturiug  ou  a  worki  unkoown, 
Antl  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark;-^ti8  mad; 
No  phrensy  balf  so  dcspi^inte  as  this. 
Tell  ps,  ye  d^jid ;  will  nonę  of  you,  in  pity 


Enlightens  but  yoorseWes.   WeU««''ti8  no  matter;     * 

A  Tcry  little  time  will  elear  up  all. 

And  make  us  lcam'd  as  you  are  and  aa  ciotę. 

Death>8  shafb  lly  thick :  berę  fisIU  tbe  TiUags   y, 
swain, 
And  there  bis  pamper*d  lord.  Tbe  cup  goes  roondJ 
And  wbo  so  artful  as  to  put  it  by !  I 

'Tis  long  sińce  Dcatb  had  the  majority;  ' 

Yet  strange !  the  liTing  lay  it  not  to  bearC 
See  yonder  maker  of  tbe  dead  man*8  bed, 
Tbe  sexton,  boary-beaded  chronicie, 
Of  bard,  unmeaning  face,  down  wbieb  ne'er  stoŁs 
A  gentle  tear,  with  mattock  in  his  band, 
Digs  thro'  wbole  rows  uf  kindred  and  acąunintanct. 
By  far  bis  junior8.-rScarce  a  skulPs  cast  up. 
But  well  be  knew  its  owner,  and  ean  tell 
Some  passage  of  bis  life. — Thus  band  in  band 
The  sot  has  walk*d  with  Death  twice  twenty  years, 
And  yet  ne^er  yonker  on  tbe  green  laugbs  louder 
Or  olubs  a  smuttier  tale:  when  dmnkands  meet. 
Nonę  Migi  a  merrier  catch,  or  lends  a  band 
Morę  willing  to  his  cup.— -Poor  wretch !  be  minds 
That  soon  some  trusty  brother  of  the  trade    [not, 
Shall  do  for  him,  what  he  has  done  for  tbousands. 

On  this  side,  and  on  that,  men  see  their  frieads 
Drop  off,  like  leaves  in  autumn;  yet  launcb  out 
Into  fantastic  achemes,  which  tbe  loug  liTers 
In  tbe  worid*s  hale  and  und^enerate  days 
Could  scarce  have  leisure  for.^-^Fools  that  we  are, 
NcTer  to  think  of  death  and  of  outseWes 
At  tbe  same  time:  as  if  to  łearn  to  die 
Werę  no  concem  of  ours.«-Oh !  morethan  soltish. 
For  crea^ures  of  a  day  in  gamesome  mood. 
To  frolic  on  Eternity 's  dread  brink 
Unapprcihensiye ;  wht'n,  for  aught  we  know, 
The  very  first  swoln  surge  shall  sweep  us  in. 
1'hink  we,  or  think  we  not,  Time  borries  on 
>  With  a  resistless,  unremitting  stream;    4- 
Yet  tn?ad8  morę  soft  than.e'er  did  midnigbt  tbie^ 
That  slides  his  band  uuder  the  miser^s  pilłow. 
And  carries  off  his  prizc— -What  is  this  worid  } 
What,  but  a  spacious  burial-ficld  un^^iPd, 
Strew'd  with  Death's  spoils,  the  spoils  of  animals 
Savage  and  tamę,  nod  fuli  of  dead  men^n  bones. 
l*he  very  turf  on  which  we  trend  once  Uv'd; 
>And  we  that  live  must  lend  our  carcase^ 
^  To  corer  our  own  offspring;  in  Ćheir  tsums, 
They,  too,  must  cover  tbeirs.— >^is  here  all  meet^ 
•The  shiv'ring  Icclander,  and  sun-burnt- Moor; 
Men  of  all  climes,  that  ne^er  met.  befbiWf 
And  of  all  creeds,  the  Jew,  the  Turk,  the  Ohristiao. 
Hei*e  the  proud  prince,  and  favourite  yet  prouder, 
His  $ov'rei&:n's  kecper,  and  the  people^s  scouige, 
Are  huddled  out  of  sight.— Hcre  Jie«baab*d 
The  great  negociators  of  th»'  Katth, 
And  celebrated  masters  of  the  bałauoe, 
Deep  read  i  u  stratagrms  and  wUet  of  oooitai 


M>nes. 
Jl  IlleeŁ^ 
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NovTti]itlieiTti«tity-4lEilI.««i>Death  ftoóftifito  treat. 
I  W  Heie  tbe  o'erioaded  sU^re  ftings  down  bis  burtfaeii 

CjnuBity 
Witfi  all  bis  fpuuds  and  tools  of  poirer  about  him, 
Is  mcditating  new  anbeaid-of  hanbbips^ 
Ifocki  bis  sbott  anfti;— and  quick  as  thong^ht 


er 


Wbne  tjmiBts  ^mc  nok,  and  the  weary  rest^ 

Herę  tiie  warm  I<iTer,'łeaviDg-  the  cool  shadę, 
Tbetdl4ale  echo,  and  the  babbliog  etream, 
(Tne  out  of  mnid  the  iav*rite  seats  oT  love,) 
Fast  by  his  gentle  mistress  lay  him  down, 
UnUasted  by  foni  tongne.-i^Here  friends  and  foes 
lie  dose,  uumłDdftd  of  their  former  feuds.     ' 
Tbe  lawn-rob^d  prelate  an^  plain  presbyter, 
ErMrhiłe  tfaat  stood  aloof,  as  shy  to  meet, 
Fimiliar  mingte  here,  Hke  sister  streams 
Tbat  some  rade  hiterposing  Tock  had  spllt. 

Heie  is  the  Iai:ge-Umb'd  pea8ant:«»^iere  tbe 
Of  a  spaa  long  tbat  nerer  saw  the  Sun,         [chiM 
Kor  pnsi^d  the  nipple,  etrangted  in  ]ife*8  porcb. 
Bat  w  the  niother,  wfćh  her  sons  and  dangfaters; 
Tbe  barren  wiib,  and  lon)c-demurring  maid, 
Wbose  Icnely  anapprapriated  sweets 
SnN  like  yon  knot  of  cowsHps  on  the  cliff,  •^ 
Kot  to  be  come  at  by  the  wilfing  band. 
Heie  are  the  pnide  sereie,  aiid  gay  coquet, 
The  ibber  widów,  and  the  young  green  virgin, 
Ciopp^  Hke  a  rosę  before  tis  iiilly  blown, 
Orhalf  its  woKh  disdosM.  Strange  medley  here! 

Herc  garrn!o<l6  old  age  windd  np  his  tale;-> 
Afld  joYiai  yootb  of  Itghtsome  Tacant  heart, 
Whose  crery  day  was  madę  of  melody,      [shrew, 
Hean  not  the  Toice  of  mirth.— oThe.shrill-tonguM 
Meek  as  the  tQitle-dotv,  forgets  ber  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wiae,  the  generons,  and  tbe  brave; 
The  jest,  the  good,  the  worthless,  the  proiane, 
Tbt  downright  clown,  and  perfect^y  well  bred; 
The  Ibol,  the  chnrl,  the  scoandrel,  and  the  mean, 
The  sapple  statesman,  and  tbe  patriot  stern; 
Tbe  Więcka  of  nations,  and  tbe  spoits  of  tjmejr 
Witfa  all  tbe  Inmlier  of  six  tbonsand  years.     '' 

PooT  manl-^how  happy  once  in  thy  firet  state! 
Whea  yel  but  watm  from  tby  great  Makei^s  band, 
Be  stan^d  thee  with  his  image,  and,  well-pleasM, 
W>d  on  his  last  fair  work,— llien  al!  was  wełL  ' 
Soond  was  tbe  Body,  and  the  snuł  serene;  1     . 
Łike  two  Bweet  instruments,  ne'er  out  <rf  tnfte,^ 
Tbat  play  their  seyeral  paits.— Norbead,  norheart, 
Ofkfd  to  ache;  nor  was  there  cansc  they-should; 
For  ail  was  pum  within :  no  feU  remorse, 
N«  aniions  ćastings-np  of  wbat  might  be, 
AUnn'd  bis  peaceful  bosom.— •Snmmer  seas 
Shaw  not  moi«  smooth,  when  kissM  by  sonthern 

winds. 
Jut  leady  to  expiit>^Scarce  importunM, 
The  generous  soil,  witb  a  lajcunons  band, 
OiFer*d  the  Tarious  produce  of  tbe  year, 
AiHJer»ry  tbing  most  pprfect  in  its  kind. 
filesiedl  thricebłessed  days !— -But,ah !  how  sbort! 
Biess*d  as  the  pleasing  dreams  of  holy  men;  . 
But  fngitire  like  those,  and  quickly  gonc. 

Oh!  8lipp>ry  sUte  Of  thłnjcs! — ^What  sndden 
Wbat  strange  ▼ieissiturles  in  the  firat  leaf    [tuius ! 
Of  matfg  sad  bistory  I— To-day  most  happy, 
And  cre  to-morrow*6  Sun  bas  set,  most  abjeet. 
Hor  srant  the  space  between  these  va;it  extrf>meb  \ 
Tbos  6ir*d  it  with  onr  sire:— not  long  be  enjoy*d 
His  Paradise — scarce  had  the  happy  tenant 


Of  ^eftir  fipot  dne  trme  to  prore  its  sweets, 
Or  sum  them  np,  when  straight  be  must  be  gone, 
Ne'er  to  retam  again.— And  must  he  go? 
Can  nought  compound  for  tbe  first  dire.offeoce 
Of  enring  man?— like  one  tbat  is  condemn^d, 
Fain  would  he  trille  time  with  idłe  talk, 
And  parley  with  his  iate.^— ^But  'tis  in  vain— 
Not  all  tfae  larisb  odours  of  tbe  place 
Offer^d  in  incense  can  procure  his  pardon, 
Or  mitigate  his  doom.— A.  migbty  angel 
With  flaming  sword  forbids  his  longer  stay. 
And  driyes  the  loiterer  fortb ;  nor  must  he  take 
One  last  and  farewel  roundw — At  once  be  lost 
Hie  glory  and  bia  God. — If  mortal  now, 
And  sorely  maimM,  no  wonder.*— Man  bas  sinnM* 
Sick  of  his  bliss,  and  bent  on  new  adventures, 
Evil  he  needs  woułd  try:  nor  try»d  in  vain. 
(Dreadful  experiment !  destructfre  measure ! 
Where  the  worst  tbing  could  happen>  is  success.) 
Alas!  too  weU  he  spi^;  the  good  he  scorn^d 
Stalk^d  oir  reluctent  like  an  iM-usM  gbost. 
Not  to  return ; — or  if  it  did,  its  Tisits, 
like  those  of  angel s,  short  and  far  between : 
Whilst  thebłack  Demon,with  his  Hell-scap^dtrain, 
Admitted  once  into  its  better  room, 
6rew  loud  and  mutinous,  nor  would  be  gone; 
Łording  it  o'er  the  mali :  wbo  now  too  late 
Saw  the  tash  errour,  wbich  he  could  not  mend: 
An  errour  iatal  not  to  him  klone, 
But  to  his  fiitore  sons,  bis  fortune^s  heirs. 
Iogh>rious  bondage ! — Humań  naturę  groans 
Benesith  a  rassalage  so  vile  and  cruel, 
And  its  vast  body  bleeds  thro*  every  vein. 

Wbat  havoc  hast  thoti  madę,  foul  monster^Sin! 
Greatest  and  worst  of  ill8.-*The  frultftil  pareuŚf^ 
Of  woes  of  all  dimensions !- — ^But  for  thee 
Sorrow  had  nerer  bcen.— A11-noxious  tbing, 
Of  vilest  naturę !— Other  sorts  of  evils 
Are  kindly  circnmscribM,  and  bave  their  bounds. 
The  derce  votcano,  from  his  buming  entrails, 
Tbat  belches  molten  stoue,  and  globes  of  fire, 
Involv'd  in  pilchy  clonds  of  smoke  and  stench. 
Mars  the  adjaceut  fields  for  some  leagues  round* 
And  there  it  stops.-— Tbe  big-sWoIn  inundation, 
Of  mischief  morę  diffusive,  raring  loud,  ' 

Buries  wboie  tracts  of  country,  threafning  more ;  ; 
But  tbat,  too,  bas  its  shore  it  can  not  pass.  ; 

More  dreadftil  fiir  than  these.  Sin  bas  laid  Mraste, 
Not  hcAre  and  thet%  a  country,  but  a  world  : 
Drapatching  at  a  wide-extended  blow  ^ 

Entire  mankind ;  and,  for  their  sakes,  defaciAg      . 
A  whole  creation^s  beauty  with  rude  bands ; 
Blasting  the  foodful  grain,  the  loaded  branches, 
'And  marking  all  along  its  way  with  ruin. 
Accnrsed  tbing f— Oh!  where  shall  Fancy  find 
A  proper  name  to  cali  thee  by,  expressi<ire 
Of  all  tby  borrours?  Pi-egnant  womb  of  ills! 
Of  temper  bo  transoendeutly  malign, 
Tbat  toj^  and  scrpents  of  most  dtadly  kind, 
ComparM  to  thee,  are  harmlcss.-— Sickncsset 
Of  every  size  and  symptom,  racking  pains, 
And  bluest  pla^ucs,  are  thine.— See  how  the  flend 
Profusely  scatters  the  contagion  round ! 
Whilst  deep-mouth*d  Slaughter,  bellowing  at  her 

heels, 
Wades  dcc-p  in  Wood  new  spilt;  yet  for  to  moltoW 
Shałłes  out  new  workof  great  uncommon  daring, 
And  iniy  pinrs  'tiU  the  dread  blow  is  struck. 
But  hołd  :—Pve  gone  too  far ^  too  much  disco- 
ver*d 
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My  faŁhet*8  nakedness,  and  Nature*8  shame^-' 
Hcre  let  me  paoee,  and  drop  an  honest  tear, 
^  One  burst  of  filial  duty  and  condolence, 
^  %^  Cer  all  those  ample  deserts  Death  hatb  spread ; 
W  'this  chaos  of  mankiod.— ^-O  great  man-eater  hś^ 
V    WTiose  ev'ry  day  is  carniyaJ,  not  suted  yet! 
Unheard-of  epicure !  without  a  fellow ! 
Tbe  Tcriest  gluttons  do  not  always  cram; 
Some  interval8  of  abstincnce  are  suught 
To  edge  the  appetite:  thou  seekest  nonę. 
Metbinks  the  coontlen  swanns  thou  hast  deToni^d, 
And  thoasaiids  that  each  hour  thgg  yc^lest  up,^ 
This,  le«s  than  this»  might  gorge  tftee  to  łne  foli; 
But,  ah !  raparious  still»  thou  fap'st  for  morę: 
Like  one,  whole  days  defrauded  of  his  meats, 
""^HDb  whom  lank  Hunger  lays  ber  skinny  hand, 
i        And  whets  to  keenest  eagemess  his  craving8; 
As  if  diseases,  massacres,  and  poison, 
'  Famine,  and  war,  were  not  thy  caterers. 

But  kQo\y  that  thou  must  render  up  the  dead. 
And  wtth  higE  inf  reśt  too.— -They  are  not  thine; 
But  oniy  in  thj  keeping  for  a  season, 
Till  the  greal  'promis'd  ÓAy  of  restitution ; 
,       When  loud  difiusive  sound  from  brazen  trump 
Of  strong-lung*d  cherub,  shaU  alarm  thy  captiTes, 
r  And  rouse  MC  lólKg,  long  sleepers  into  life, 
H)ay-light  and  Uberty.— 
Then  must  thy  gates  fly  open,  and  rereal 
The  mines  that  lay  long  forming  under  ground, 
In  their  dark  cells  immur^d;  but  now  fuli  ripe. 
And  pure  as  silvcr  from  the  crucible,^^ 
That  twłce  bas  stood  the  torturę  of  the  fire 
And  inquisition  of  the  forge.— M^e  know 
Tl)*  iłlustrious  deliverer  of  mankind, 
The  Son  of  God,  thee  foil'd.^Him  in  thy  poir'r 
Hiou  couldst  not  hołd  :-^elf-vigorou8  he  rosę, 
And  shaking  off  thy  fetters,  soon  retook 
Those  spoils  his  Toluntary  yielding  lent: 
(Surę  pledge  of  our  releasement  from  thy  thrall ! ) 
Twice  twenty  days  he  sojoumM  here  on  Eartb, 
And  show^d  htmself  alive  to  chosen  witncsses. 
By  proofs  so  strong,  that  the  most  slow  assenting 
Had  not  a  scruple  left— This  having  done, 
He  mounted  up  to  Heav'a. — Methinks  I  see  him 
Climb  the  aerial  heights,  and  glide  along 
Athvnrt  the  sev*ring  clouds|  but  the  faint  eye, 
Flung  backward  in  the  chase,  soon  drops  its  bold, 
Disabled  quite,  and  jaded  witli  pursuing. 
Heav'n's  portals  wide  expand  to  let  him  in ; 
Nor  arc  his  friends  shut  out:  as  a  great  prince 
Not  for  himself  ałone  procures  admission, 
But  for  his  train.         It  was  his  royal  will, 
That  where  he  is,  there  should  his  followers  be. 
^     Death  only  lies  bćtween. — ^A  g[oomj:  path! 
Madę  yet  noore  gloomy  by  our~coward  fears: 
But  not  untrod  nor  tedious;  the  fatigue 
Will  soon  go  ofl*:  bcsides,  tbere^s  no  6y-road 
Tobliss.— Then  why,  like  ill-condition^d  children. 
Start  we  at  transient  hardships  in  the  way 
That  leads  to  purcr  air,  aud  Hofler  skies, 
And  a  ne*er  setting  Sun? — Fools  that  we  are! 
^      We  wish  to  be  where  sweets  unwitb*ring  bloom  j 
But  straight  our  wish  reroke,  and  will  not  go. 
So  have  1  seen,  upon  a  summer*8  ev'n, 
Fast  by  a  rivMet*8  brink  a  youugster  play:    • 
How  wishfully  he  looks  to  stcm  the  tide! 
Tbis  moment  resolute,  next  unresoWd : 


At  last  he  dips  his  foot;  but  as  he  dipSy 
His  fears  redouble,  and  be  runs  away 
From  th'  inoffensiye  stream,  unmindfol  now 
Of  all  the  flow*rs  that  paint  the  farther  bank, 
And  smird  so  sweet  of  late^Thńoe  welcome  lieafb  !^ 
That  after  many  a  painfol  bleeding  step'"'  * 

Conducts  U8  to  our  borne,  aod  lands  us  safe  \ 

On  the  long-wish*d-forsbore.— Prodigiooschange ! 
Our  bane  tumM  to  a  blessing!— Death,  disann^d, 
Lioses  his  fellness  ąuite.— AU  tbanks  to  Him 
Who  scourgM  the  venom  out— -Sarę  the  laat  end 
Of  the  good  man  is  peace ! — ^How  calm  bis  eKŚt*. 
Night-dews  fiUl  not  morę  gently  to  the  groimd,| 
Nor  weary  wom-out  winds  expire  so  soft.        f 
Behold  him  in  the  evening  tide  of  life,    •> 
A  life  well  spent,  whose  early  care  it  was 
His  riper  years  should  not  upbraid  his  green : 
By  unperceiv'd  degrees  he  wears  away;  . 

Yet,  like  the  Sun,  seems  larger  at  his  setting: 
(High  in  his  faith  and  hopes)  look  how  he  reaches 
After  tbe  prize  in  yiew !  and,  like  a  bird 
Tbat*s  hamperM,  struggles  bard  to  get  away: 
Whilst  the  glad  gates  of  aight  are  wide  espanded 
To  let  new  glories  in,  the  first  fair  fruits 
Of  the  fasi-comin^  hanresitw— Then !  Ob,  then ! 
Each  eartb-born  joy  grows  vile,  or  disappears, 
Sbruńk  to  a  thing  of  nought-^Oh !  how  be  longi 
To  have  his  passport  signM,  and  be  dismissM  \ 
rris  done !  and  now  he'8  happy  !^-The  glad  sool 
Has  not  a  wish  uucrown'd.— Er^n  the  lag  fleah 
Rests  too  in  hopc  of  meeting  once  again 
Its  better  hałf,  never  to  sunder  niore; 
Nor  shall  it  hope  in  Tain;— tbe  time  draws  on 
When  not  a  single  ^ot  of  burial  eartb, 
Whether  on  land,  or  in  tbe  spacious  scb. 
But  must  give  buck  its  long-committed  dusi 
In^iolate: — and  &ithfu]ly  shall  these 
Make  up  the  foli  account;  not  the  least  atom 
EmbezzPd,  or  mtslaid,  of  the  whole  tale. 
Eąchsoui  shaTi  have  a  body  read^  foi3łish'd; 
And  eacn'SliaTt  bare  bis  own. — Heuce  ye  profane! 
Ask  not,  how  this  can  be? — Surę  the  same  pov*r 
That  rcar*d  the  piece  at  first,  and  took  it  down, 
Can  re-assemble  tbe  loose  scattei^  purts. 
And  put  tbem  as  they  were. — Ahnighty  God 
Has  done  much  morę;  nor  is  his  ann  impair^ 
Through  Icngth  of  days:  and  what  he  can,  be  will: 
His  faithfobiess  stands  bound  to  sce  it  done. 
When  the  drąad  trumpet  sounds,  tbe  slumb^ring 
(Not  uoattentive  to  the  cali)  shall  wake :       [dost, 
And  ev»jry  joint  possess  its  proper  place, 
With  a  new  elegance  of  form,  unknown 
To  its  first  State. — Nor  shall  the  conscious  soul 
Mistake  its  partner,  but  amidst  the  crowd, 
Singling  its  other  balf,  into  its  arma 
.Shall  rush  with  ali  th*  impatience  of  a  man 
Tbat^s  new  come  borne,  wbo,  having  long  beea 

abseut, 
With  basie  runs  over  ev'ry  difierent  room, 
In  pain  to  see  tbe  whole.  Thrice-happy  meeting! 
Nor  Time,  nor  Death,  shall  ever  part  them  morę. 
Tis  but  A  night,  a  long  and  mooales&ju^ht; 
We  make  the  grave  our  bcd,  and  then  are  gone. 

Thus  at  the  shut  of  ev»n,  the  weary  .Uird 
|l«aves  the  wide  air,  and  in  somc  lonely  hrake       \ 
iCow'rs  down,  and  dozcs  till  the  dawn  of  day, 
\Then  claps  bis  well-fledgM  wings,  and bcaniaway. 
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KY  MR.  CHALMEUS. 


RoBtAi*  htOYi^  tras  bom  at  Westminstcr,  in  the  year  1733.  His  fatfaer,  Cr.  Piersou 
Uojd,  Was  seccmd  master  o^  Wćstmiłister-school,  afterwards  chancellor  of  York,  and 
^rtiomf  of  Weddesdon,  in  Bucks.  His  leaming,  judgment,  and  moderation  endeared  ^ 
Um  to  all  wbo  partook  of  his  instructions  daring  a  course  of  almost  ńfty  years  spent  in 
tbe  servioe  of  Ae  pnblic  at  Westminster-scbool.  He  had  a  pcnsion  from  his  Majesty  of 
5001.  conferred  upon  him  in  his  otd  age,  which  was  ordered  to  be  paid  without  doduction, 
ind  wbich  be  enjoyed  nntil  his  deatb,  Jan.  5»  1781  <• 

Robert  was  educated  at  Westminster^school,  where,  unfortunately,  he  bad  for  his 
iSBodgics  Cbntcbill,  Tbomton,  Colman,  and  some  others,  to  whose  exampłe  his  er- 
roocons  fife  mny  be  ascribed.  In  175 1 »  he  stood  first  on  the  list  of  Westminster  scholars, 
wbo  weaf  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  at  the  same  time  that  his  schoolfellow  Colman 
óbfained  the  sattie  rank  among  those  sent  to  Oxford.  In  1755,  he  took  the  degree  of 
kachek>r,  and  in  1 761  that  of  master  of  arts. 

l¥hile  9k  Che  oniviersity  he  wrote  sereral  of  his  smalłer  pieces,  and  acqnired  the  re- 
patation  of  a  lively  and  promising  genius.  But  his  conduct  was  marked  by  so  many 
inegularities  as  to  indoce  his  father  to  wish  him  morę  immediately  onder  his  eye ;  and 
witb  tbe  hope  of  reclaiming  him  to  sobriety  and  study,  he  procured  him  the  place  of 
ttber  at  Westminster-school.  His  education  had  amply  ąualified  him  for  the  eniploy- 
ńent,  buf  his  inelination  led  him  to  a  renewed  connection  witb  Churchill,  Thomton, 
and  othós,  wbo  deemed  themselves  exempt  from  the  duties  and  decencies  of  morał 

At  what  time  be  ąoitted  thć  school  we  are  not  told.  In  1760  and  17^1  he  superiu- 
fended  the  poetfcaf  department  of  a  short-!ived  periodical  publication,  entitled,  The 
libraiy,  of  which  the  fefe  Dr.  Kippis  was  the  editor.  In  1760  be  published  the  first  of 
his  productions  which  attracted  much  notice,  The  Actor.  It  was  recommended  by  ao 
easy  and  barmonious  versification,  and  by  the  Uberality  of  his  censuręs,  which  were 
le?dkd  at  certain  improprieties  cofl(^moo  to  actors  in  generał.    By  this  poem,  Churchill 

^  Life  of  Dr.  Newton,  bishop  of  Bristol,  prefixed  to  his  works,  Syo.  p.  16,  17. 
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is  said  to  have  beeu  stimulated  to  write  his  Rosciad,  in  which  he  descended  firom  generał 
to  pcrsonal  cńticism.  The  subjects,  however,  were  so  alike,  that  Lloyd  was  for  some 
time  supposed  to  be  the  author  of  the  Rosciad,  which  he  took  an  early  opportunity  to 
deny,  and  not  ody  acknowledged  his  inferiority,  but  attacbed  himself  morę  closely  than 
ever  to  the  famę  and  fortunes  of  Churchill. 

In  the  same  year  he  attempted  a  smali  piece  of  the  musical  kind,  called,  The  Tears 
and  Triumphs  of  Pamassus,  and  the  foUowing  season  had  another  litt]ex>pera  performed 
at  Drury-.lane  Theatre  in  honour  of  their  present  majesties'  nuptials,  entitled,  Arcadia ;  or, 
The  Shepherd*s  Wedding.  The  profit  arising  from  these  pieces  was  not  great,  but  probably 
enough  to  induce  him  to  becomc  an  author  by  profession,  although  no  man  eyer  ven- 
tured  on  that  modę  of  life  with  fcwer  ąualifications.  His  poetical  productions  were  of 
such  a  trifling  cast  as  to  bring  him  very  smali  supplies,  and  he  had  neither  taste  nor  in- 
dustry  for  literaiy  employment. 

In  1762,  he  attempted  to  establish  a  periodical  woik,  The  St.  James^s  Magazme, 
which  was  to  be  the  depository  of  his  own  efFusious,  aided  by  the  contributions  of  his 
friends:  tlie  latter,  however»  came  in  tardily;  Churchill,  from  whom  he  had  great 
€xpectations,  contributed  nothing,  although  such  of  his  poems  as  he  published  during 
the  sale  of  the  magazine  were  liberally  praised.  Thomton  gave  a  yeiy  few  prose  essays, 
and  poetical  pieces  were  iiimished  by  Dennis  and  Emily,  two  versifiers  of  forgotten 
reputation.  ŁJoyd  himself  had  nonę  of  the  steady  industiy  which  a  periodical  work 
i^quires^  and  bis  magazine  was  often  madę  up,  partly  from  books,  and  partly  from  tlie 
St.  James's  Chronicie,  of  which  Colman  and  Thomton  were  proprietors  and  reguUur 
contributors.  Lloyd  also  translated  some  of  MarmonteFs  Tales  for  the  magazme,  and 
part  pf  a  French  play,  in  order  to  fix  upou  Murphy  the  chaige  of  plagiarism.  This 
magazine,  afler  existing  about  a  year,  was  dropt  for  want  of  encouragement,  as  far  as 
Lloyd  was  concemed ;  but  was  continued  for  some  time  longcr  by  Dr.  Kenrick,  a  man 
of  much  generał  knowledge  and  acutcness,  but  of  an  irritable  temper,  and  coarse  and 
acrimonious  in  his  resentments, 

Lloyd*s  impnidence  and  necessities  were  now  beyond  relief  or  forbearance^  and  his 
cręditors  cpnfined  him  within  the  Fleet  prison,  where  he  afforded  a  meiancholy  instance 
of  tł^e  unstable  friendship  of  wits.  Dr,  Kenrick  informs  us  that  even  Thomton,  thougfa 
his  bosom  friend  from  their  infancy,  refused  to  be  his  security  for  the  liberty  of  the 
rules ;  a  circumstance,  which,  giving  rise  to  some  ill-natured  altercation,  induced  tłus 
qmmdam  friend  to  become  an  inveterate  enemy  in  the  ąuality  of  his  most  inexorable 
creditor. 

As  Dr.  Kenrick  has  carefully  avoided  dates  in  his  account  of  Lloyd,  I  can  only  con- 
jectiire  that  it  was  during  bis  imprisonment  that  he  published  a  very  indifferent  transla- 
tion  of  Klopstock'8  Death  of  Adam.  After  that,  his  Capricious  Lovers,  a  comic  opera, 
was  acted  for  a  few  nights  at  Drary-lane  Theatre.  This  is  an  adaptation  of  Favart'8 
Nineite  d  la  Cour  to  the  Englinh  stage,  but  Lloyd  had  no  original  powers  in  dramatic 
composition.  Churchill  and  Wilkes  are  said  to  have  afforded  him  a  weekly  stipend  from 
the  commencement  of  his  imprisonment  until  his  finał  release.  How  this  was  paid  we 
know  not:  Wilkes  had  been  long  out  of  the  kingdom,  and  Churchill,  who  left  Lloyd  in 
a  gaol  wben  he  went  to  France,  bequeathed  him  a  ring  only  as  a  remembrance>.    It  is 

*  Amoo^  other  espedienU  for  his  relief,  Churchill  promoted,  with  considerable  success,  a  subscrip- 
tion  for  an  editioo  of  his  coHected  poems.  From  this  and  other  circumstances,  it  may  be  conjectured 
that  Iioyd*s  imprisonment  commenced  in  the  latter  end  of  the  year  1763. 
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BM>re  probable  that  his  father  assisted  him  on  this  occasioii,  although  it  might  DOt  be 
in  his  power  to  pay  his  debts.  He  had  'm  vaui  tiied  every  means  to  reclaim  him  from 
idieoess  and  intemperance,  and  had  long  borne  **  the  drain  or  burtiieu'*  wiiich  he  was 
to  his  family.  Tłie  known  abilities  of  this  nnhappy  son  *'  rendered  this  blow  the  morę 
grievous  to  so  good  a  father,!'  who  is  characteriased  as  a  man  ihat  '^  with  aii  his  troubies, 
and  disappointments,  with  all  the  sickness  and  distress  of  his  iamily,  still  preserved  his 
calm,  placid  countenance,  his  easy  cheerful  temper,  and  was  at  all  times  an  agreeable 
fiiend  and  compańion,  in  all  events  a  trne  Christian  philosopher^. 

Deserted  by  his  associates,  Lloyd  became  careless  of  his  health,  and  fled  for 
temporary  relief  to  the  exhilarating  glass,  whicb  brought  on  fits  of  despondency.  His 
Rcolkctions  most  indeed  ha?e  been  truły  p^unfuly  when  he  remembered  for  what  and 
for  whom  he  had  given  up  the  fairer  prospects  of  his  youth.  He  appears  to 
lHive  been  whoUy  undeserving  the  neglect  of  those  with  whom  he  loTed  to  associate. 
In  his  ^endships  he  was  warm,  constapt,  and  grateful,  '*  morę  sinned  against  than 
Huping;"  and  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  an  apology  for  the  conduct  of  those 
prosperous  friends  to  whose  reputation  he  had  contributed  in  no  incousiderable 
d^iee  by  hb  writings.  Among  those,  howeyer,  Hogarth  appears  to  liave  been 
unjustly  ranked.  An  irreconciieable  quarrel  had  long  subsisted  between  this  artist  and 
Charchiirs  friends,  and,  jnuch  decayed  in  health,  Hogarth  languished  for  some  limę  at 
Cbiswick,  where  he  died  nearly  two  months  before  Lloyd. 

The  news  of  Churchiirs  death  being  announced  somewhat  abruptly  to  Lloyd,  while 
he  was  sitting  at  dinner,  he  was  seized  with  a  sudden  sickness,  and  sayiug,  ''  I 
fihall  follow  poor  Charies,*'  took  to  his  bed,  from  which  he  never  rosę.  It  is  added  by 
hb  biographer,  that  during  his  last  illness  he  was  atteiidcd  with  great  afFection  by  Miss 
IHitty  Churchill,  a  sister  of  the  poet,  to  whom  he  was  betrothed,  and  who  died 
of  griefsoon  afier.  This  story  is  not  very  probable;  and  it  is  certain  that  the  lady  did 
Dotdie  till  September  1768. 

Iioyd's  short  and  unhappy  life  terminated  Deccmber  15, 1764-,  and  his  remaius  werc 
deposited,  without  ceremony,  on  the  19th,  in  the  churchyard  of  St.  Bride's  parish.  Ten 
yeiiK  afierwards,  his  poetical  works  were  published  in  two  haudsome  volumes,  by  Dr. 
Kenrick,  vho  prefixed  some  memoirs,  written  in  a  negligent  manner,  and  without 
a  single  datę  of  birth,  death,  events,  or  publications.  Some  additional  pieces  were 
inseited  in  the  last  edilion  of  Dr.  Johnson's  poets ;  but  The  Law  Student,  hitherto 
piinted  as  Lloyd^s,  was  ailerwards  claimed  by  Colman,  and  is  now  omitted.  The 
Ballad,  also,  *'  Hark,  hark,  'tis  a  Yolce  from  the  Tomb,''  is  omitted,  as  belonging  to 
Moore,  and  printed  in  his  own  edition  of  his  works^  iu  17 56.  Lloyd  borrowed  it  for 
the  St.  James's  Magaziue,  and  was  so  imprudent  or  forgetńtl  as  to  affix  his  name  to  it 
hi  the  table  of  contents. 

As  Lloyd'8  poems  have  already  been  added  to  the  works  of  the  English  poets,  it  may 
be  Improper  to  discard  what  bas  once  Teceived  the  public  sanction ;  but  he  certainly 
merits  no  iery  distinguished  rank  among  men  of  real  genius.  His  cliief  excellence  was 
the  iacility  with  which  he  wrote  a  number  of  smooth  and  pleasing  lines,  tinctured  witli 
gay  bnmour,  on  miy  topie  which  presented  itself.  But  he  bas  no  wherc  attcmpted, 
or  afibrded  us  much  reason  to  think,  that  by  any  diligence  or  eiFort,  he  could  have 
attaioed  the  higher  spećies  of  his  art.     He  has  neither  origmality  of  thought,  nor 

3  Bp.  Ncwton^s  Life.  P.  168. 
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degance  of  expreflBion.  It  has  been  observed  that  those  poets  wbo  have  been  degrttóed 
by  the  licentioiMiicas  of  tlieir  lives  have  rarely  suipassed  thc  eKcellence,  of  whateyer 
degree;  which  first  brouglit  them  into  notice.  Lloyd,  however,  had  not  tbe  ex€iise 
which  has  been  adTanced  in  some  recent  instances.  He  was  neither  spoilt  by  patronage, 
ttor  flattered  bto  indolence  by  iujudidous  praise,  aod  extrdvagant  hopes.  llie  friends 
of  his  yottth  were  those  of  his  maturę  years,  and  of  the  few  whom  he  ]ost,  he  had  only 
the  melancholy  recoUection  that  some  of  them  had  guhted  him  from  shame,  aod  soaie 
from  ingfatitude.  > 

Tbe  Acfor  was  his  most  fa^oured  piece,  aod  whieh  he  never  surpasscd,  but  it  suok 
before  the  Rosdad :  the  rest  of  his  poems  are  effusions  addressed  to  friends  (Mi 
subjects  which  relate  principally  to  himsetf,  and  with  a  distinction  which  Iriends  only 
woułd  think  Yaluabie.  They  have  not,  like  Churchdf  s,  the  advantage  of  being  cott- 
nected  with  piiblic  men  or  measares,  which  may  be  reme mbered  or  sought  for.  In 
translation  he  mi^t  probably  have  succeeded,  if  he  had  not  lost  perseyeranee;  but  h€ 
docs  not  appear  to  have  altempted  it,  uatil  compelled  by  distress,  when  his  ąiirit  was 
broken  by  anxiety,  or  poorly  cheered  by  mtemperance. 

He  was  a  professed  imitator  oC  Priorj  and  Cowper,  who  was  once  his  assodaitey  in  atf 
Epistk  puMbhed  by  Mr.  Hayley^  compliments  him  as 


bom  sole  beir  and  single 


Of  dcar  Mat.  Prior's  casy  jiogle. 

Mr.  Wi]kes's  character'of  Lloyd  must  not  be  omitted.  ''  Mr.  Lloyd  was  mild  and 
afiable  in  private  life,  of  gentle  manners,  and  very  engaging  in  conyersation.  He  was 
an  excellent  scholar,  and  an  easy  natural  poet.  His  peculiar  exceUence  was  the  dressing 
up  an  old  thought  in  a  new,  neat,  and  trim  manner,  He  was  contented  to  scamper 
roimd  the  foot  of  Paniassus  on  bis  little  Welsh  |H)ney,  which  seems  never  to  have  tired« 
He  leń  the  fury  of  tbe  winged  steed  and  the  daring  heiglits  of  the  sacred  mountadn  to 
the  subkme  gcnius  of  his  friend  Churchill.'^ 

Much  of  this  cbaracter  Lloyd  liimself  anticipated,  particulariy  in  these  lines: 

0 

I  cannot  Btrive  with  dańng  flight 
To  reach  the  bołd  Parnassian  height: 
Bot  at;  its  Ibot,  content  to  stray, 
Iq  easy  unambitioas  way, 
Pick  up  those  flowers  the  Muses  send^ 
*  To  make  a  nosegay  for  my  frieftd.— 

You,— ever  in  tliis  easy  vein, 
This  prosc  in  Terse,  this  measur*d  talk, 
Tuis  pace,  that>s  neither  trot  nor  walk, 
Aim  at  nq  flight,  nor  striTe  to  giye 
A  real  poem  fit  to  liye. 

Althougfa  he  foUowed  Churchill  in  scme  of  his  prejudices,  and  leamed  to  raił 
at  eoUeges,  and  at  men  of  prudence,  we  find  him  gencrally  good-tempered  and  playfiil. 
His  satire  is  seldrm  bitter,  and  probably  was  not  much  felt.  Haying  consented  to  yield 
the  palm  to  Churchill,  the  world  took  him  at  hiś  word;  and  his  enemies,  if  he  had  any, 
must  haye  been  those  who  were  yery  easily  proyoked. 


P  o  E  M  S 


or 


ROBERT    LLO  Y D, 


TBE  AUrmORS  APOZjOCY. 

IkHy  watka  mre  adrertisM  for  sale, 
^^  And  censures  fly  u  tbick  as  hail; 
Wbife  my  poor  scbeme  of  publicatioa 
Supplies  tbe  dearth  of  coBYcrsation. 

**  What  will  tbe  world  say?"— Thafs  yoor  ery. 
Who  ii  tbe  worid  ?  and  wbat  am  I  ? 

Onoe,  but,  tbank  Heaven,  those  days  ara  o*er, 
And  perwcution  reigos  no  morę, 
One  man,  one  hardy  man  alone, 
Usarp^d  tbe  critic'8  yacant  tbrone, 
And  tbence  with  neitber  taste  nor  wit, 
By  poweiful  catcall  from  tbe  pit, 
Kjłock^i  fiucey  and  play,  and  actor  dovn. 
Who  pass^  the  sentence  tben  ?-~tbe  town. 
So  DOW  eacb  apstart  puny  elf 
Taiks  of  the  world,  and  means  bimself. 

Yet  tn  the  circle  there  are  tiiose 
Who  brat  e*eB  morę  than  open  foes : 
Wbote  (riendah^  serFes  tbe  taikia;  tara, 
Jost  simmers  t»  a  hind  conoem. 
And  with  a  woiMl*rous  soft  espression 
Ezpatiates  upon  indiscretion; 
Ffies  from  the  poems  to  the  man. 
And  gratifies  tbe  faTonrite  plan 
To  poll  down  othei'8  repatation. 
And  boild  tbeir  own  on  that  A>nndation. 

Tbe  scholar  enrave,  of  taste  d>scenłin;> 
Wkoliyes  on  credit  for  bis  learning, 
Asd  bas  no  better  claim  to  wit  * 

Thao  carpiug  art  what  others  writ, 
With  pitying  kindAesfi,  friendly  fear, 
Whispen  conjectores  in  y our  car.       t 
**  Vm  sorry— and  be'8  mach  to  biane«» 
Hemigbt  ha^e  pnblishM«4>ut  his  name! 
Tbe  thing  might  please  a  §ew,  no  doubt, 
As  handed  prirately  abont-*- 
It  mi^t  annue  a  fi-iend  or  two, 
Some  partial  irif^nd  like  me  and  yon ;' 
Bot  when  it  comes  to  press  and  print 
YoB*U  find,  I  fiear,  but  littlo  in't. 
He  stands  npon  a  dangerous  brink 
Who  tottera  o^er  the  sea  of  ink, 
Where  reputation  runs  agro\md, 
Tbe  antfaor  cast  away,  an<i  drown*d. 

"  And  tben— ^  was  wiłful  and  absurd, 
(So  well  apprOY^d^  so  well  preferrM) 


Abmptly  thus  a  pkee  to  qait    . 

A  place  which  most  his  genius  bit, 

The  tbeatre  for  Łatin  wit! 

With  critics  round  him  chaste  and  terte, 

To  trive  a  plaudit  to  bis  Terrse!" 

Latin,  1  grant,  shows  college  breeding. 
And  some  scbool  common-place  of  reading; 
But  has  in  moderos  smali  pretension 
To  real  wit  or  strong  inyention. 
The  excellence  you  critics  praise 
Hangs  on  a  curious  ehoice  of  phrase; 
Which  pick'd  and  ohosen  here  and  there, 
Fh)m  prose  or  Terse  no  matter  where, 
Jumbled  together  in  a  dish, 
Like  Spanish  olio,  fowi,  flesh,  fisb, 
You  set  the  claasic  hodge«podge  on 
For  pedant  wits  to  feed  upon. 
Your  wouid-be  genii  vainly  seek 
Fafne  for  their  Latin,  verse,  or  Greek; 
Who  would  for  that  be  most  adniir'd 
Which  blockheads  may,  and  have  acqnłr*d. 
A  merę  mechanicał  conn^ction 
Of  favourite  words^-««.  baine  collection 
Of  phiasesj^where  the  labonr*d  cento 
Presents  you  with  a  dnll  memento, 
How  Virgil,  Horace,  Ovid  join, 
And  club  together  half  a  linę. 
These  only  strain  their  motley  wits 
In  gathering  patches,  shreds,  and  bits, 
To  wrap  their  barrcn  fai^cies  in, 
And  make  a  classic  HariequiTT. 

—Werę  I  at  once  impower^d  to  show 
My  utmost  vengtiance  on  my  foe, 
To  punish  with  eictremcst  rigour, 
I  could  inflict  no  penance  bigger 
Than  using  him  as  leaming^s  tool 
To  make  him  oshcr  of  a  school. 
'For,  not  to  dwell  upon  the  toil 
Of  working  on  a  barren  soil, 
And  lab'ring  wirth  incessant  paintf 
To  cultiVate  a  blockhead'8  brains, 
The  doties  there  but  ill  befit 
I  Tho  love  of  ictters,  arts,  or  wi*^ 
'  For  whosoeVr,  though  slightly,  sips, 
.  Tbeir  grateiii)  flayour  with  his  łips, 
'  Will  find  it  leave  a  smatch  behind, 
■  Shail  Hnk  so  derply  in  the  mind, 
Tt  never  thence  can  be  era-?'*— • 
'  fiut,  rising  up,  you  cali  it  ttute. 
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LLOYDS  POEMS. 


'T  were  foolish  for  a  dnidge  to  choose 
A  gugto  whicb  be  cannot  use. 
Better  discard  the  id]e  whim, 
AVhat*s  hc  to  taste  ?  or  taste  to  him? 
For  me,  it  tiurts  me  to  the  soal 
To  brook  confinement  or  controul ; 
Still  to  be  pinionM  down  to  teach 
Tbe  8yiitax  and  the  parts  of  speech; 
Or,  what  perhaps  is  drudgtug  worse, 
The  links,  and  joints,  and  rules  of  Terse  $ 
To  deal  out  autbors  by  retail, 
Like  penny  pots  of  Oxfbrd  ale ; 
-—Oh !  Tis  a  service  irksome  morę 
Than  tugging  at  tbe  slaTisb  oar. 

Yet  such  his  task,  a  dismal  tnith, 
Who  watcfaes  o*er  tbe  J>ent  of  youth ; 
And  while,  a  paltry  stipend  earning, 
He  BOW8  the  richest  seeds  of  leaming. 
And  titls  tbeir  minds  with  proper  care. 
And  sees  them  tbeir  due  produce  bear, 
No  joys,  alas !  his  toil  beguile, 
His  own  lies  fiaJlow  ail  tbe  wbile. 

"  Yet  still  he*8  in  the  poad,"  you  say, 
"  Of  leaming."— Wby,  perhaps,  be  may. 
But  turns  like  borses  in  a  miU, 
Not  getting  on,  nor  standing  still: 
For  littłe  way  bis  leaming  reaches, 
Wboreads  no  morę  than  what  he  teaches, 

**  Yet  you  can  seud  advent'rou8  youth, 
In  search  of  letters,  taste,  and  trutb, 
Who  ride  the  highway  road  to  knowledge 
Through  tbe  plain  tumpikes  of  a  college." 
True.— Like  way-posts,  we  8erve  to  show  - 
Tbe  road  wbich  trarellers  slK)uld  go; 
Who  jog  aloDg  in  easy  pace, 
Secure  of  coming  to  the  place, 
Yet  find,  return  whene^er  they  will, 
The  po^,  and  its  direction  still : 
Wbich  stands  an  useful  unthank*d  guide. 
To  many  a  passenger  beside. 

"Tis  bard  to  carye  for  others  meat, 
Aud  not  have  time  onc'8  self  to  eat. 
Though,  be  it  always  understood, 
Our  appetitea  are  fuli  as  good. 

"  But  there  have  bcen,  and  proofs  appear, 
Who  borę  tbis  load  from  year  to  year; 
Whose  claim  to  letters,  parts  and  wit, 
The  world  bas  ne^er^isputed  yet. 
Whetber  the  flowing  mirtb  prevail 
In  Wesley^s  song,  or  buaiorous  tale ; 
Or  bappier  Bourne'8 '  eKpression  please 
With  graceful  turns  **f  classic  ease; 
Or  Oxford^s  well-read  poet  sings 
Pathetic  to  the  ear  of  kings : 
These  have  indulg'd  the  Musesr  flight. 
Nor  lost  tbeir  time  nor  credit  by't; 
Nor  8uffer'd  Fancy'8  dreams  to  prey 
On  the  due  business  of  tbe  day. 
Ycrse  was  to  them  a  recreation  . 
Us'd  by  way  of  relaxation." 

Your  instances  are  fair  and  tnie, 
Ar.d  genius  I  respect  with  you. 
I  envy  nonę  tbeir  bonest  praise; 
I  seek  to  blast  wi  scbolar^s  bays : 


»  Samuel  AVesley,  and  Yincent  Roume,  both 
usbers  of  Westminster-sch^ol,  and  pocts,  aJtfcgugb 
of  very  uneąual  merit  Bouinę  ejccehed  in  Latin 
pocti'y.     C. 


Still  let  tbe  graceful  foliage  spread 
Its  greenest  honours  round  tbeir  bead, 
Blest  if  tbe  Muses*  band  entwine 
A  ąprig  at  least  to  circie  nine! 

Come, — I  admit,  you  tax  me  right. 
Prudence,  *tis  true,  was  out  of  sigbt, 
Aud  you  may  whisper  all  you  roeet, 
Tbe  man  was  vaguc  and  indiscreet. 
Yet  tell  me,  while  you  censure  me, 
Are  you  from  errour  souud  and  fiiee, 
Say,  does  your  breast  no  bias  hide, 
Whose  influence  draws  the  mind  aside  ? 

AU  have  tbeir  hobby  faorse  you  see, 
From  Tristram  down  to  you  and  me. 
Ambition,  splendour,  may  be  thine; 
Ease,  indolence,  perhaps  wre  minę. 
Though  prudence,  and  our  nature^s  pride 
May  wisb  our  weaknesses  to  hide. 
And  set  tbeir  bedges  up  before  'em, 
Some  sprouts  will  branch  aud  straggle  o'er  'em. 
Strive,  fight  against  ber  how  you  will, 
Naturę  will  be  tbe  mistress  still, 
And  though  you  curb  with  double  rein, 
She^U  rjm  away  with  us  agąin. 

But  let  a  man  of  parts  be  wrong, 
'Tis  triiunpb  to  tbe  leaden  throng, 
Tbe  fools  sball  cackle  out  reproof, 
The  very  ass  sball  raise  his  boof ; 
And  he  who  holds  in  his  possession, 
The  single  virtue  of  discretion, 
Who  knows  no  overflow  of  spirit, 
Whose  want  of  passions  is  his  merit, 
Whom  wit  and  taste  and  jndgment  flies, 
Sball  shake  his  noddle,  and  seem  wise. 


THE  AC  TOR. 


ADDRBS8BD  TO  BOHNEŁ  THORNTOK,  ESQ. 

AcnniG,  dear  Tborntbn,  its  perfection  draws, 
From  no  obsenrance  of  mechanic  laws: 
No  settled  mąxim8  of  a  foy*rite  stage. 
No  rules  deliver>d  down  from  age  to  age, 
Let  players  nicely  mark  them  as  they  will, 
Can  e^er  entail  hereditary  skilL 
If,  'mongst  the  bumble  hearent  of  tbe  pit, 
Some  cunous  vct*ran  critic  chance  to -sit, 
Is  he  plea8'd  morę  because  'twas  acted  so 
By  Booth  and  Cibber  thirty  years ago? 
The  mind  recalls  an  object  h«ld  morę  dear. 
And  hates  the  copy,  that  it  comes  so  near. 
Why  lov'd  be  Wilks^s  air,  Bootb's  nenrous  tonę 
In  them  't  was  natural,  'twas  ail  tbeir  own. 
A  Garrick*8  geoius  must  our  wonder  raise. 
But  gives  his  mimie  no  reflected  praise. 

Thrioe  happy  genius,  whose  unri7aVd  name 
Sball  live  for  ever  in  the  voioe  of  Famę! 
'Tis  thine  to  lead  with  morę  than  magie  skill, 
Tbe  train  of  captive  passions  at  thy  will; 
To  bid  tbe  bursting  tear  spontaneous  flow 
In  tbe  sweet  sense  of  sympathetic  woe: 
Through  ev>ry  vein  I  feel  a  cbillness  creep, 
When  borrours  such  as  thine  haoemurdefdskep; 
And  at  the  old  maQ's  look  and  frantic  stare 
T  is  Lear  alaims  me,  for  I  see  him  there. 
Nor  yet  confm^d  to'  tracie  walka  alone, 
The  comic  Muse  too  claims  tbee  for  ber  own. 
With  each  delightiul  reqatsite  to  please, 
lastr,  Nj^irit,  judgment^  elegaoce,  aud  e^. 


THE  ACTOR. 
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FamUJar  Naturę  forms  thy  only  nile, 
From  RaDgei^s  rake  to  Drugger^s  vacant  fool. 
With  powers  so  pliant,  and  so  Tarious  blest, 
That  what  we  see  the  last,  we  like  the  best. 
Not  id]y  pleas'd  at  judgraent*s  dear  espense. 
Bot  borst  oatrageoiłs  with  the  laugh  of  sense. 

P«fectłon's  top,  with  weary  toil  and  pain, 
Tis  geniiM  oniy  that  can  hope  to  gain. 
The  playVs  profession  (though  1  bate  the  phrase, 
Tis  90  neekunc  in  theae  modern  days) 
lies  not  in  trick,  or  attitiide,  or  start, 
Natare^s  tnie  knowledge  is  the  onIy  art. 
Tbe  ttrong-felt  passion  bołts  into  his  face, 
The  miód  untouch'd,  what  is  it  but  grimace ! 
To  this  one  standard  make  your  just  appeal, 
Herę  lies  the  goldeu  aecret;  learn  to/ai/. 
Or  fool,  or  monarch,  happy,  or  distrest. 
No  actor  pleases  that  is  not  possest^d, 

Once  on  the  stage,  iu  Rome*s  declining  days, 
Wben  Christians  were  tbe  subject  of  their  plays, 
£%r  Perseciition  dropp*d  her  iron  rod, 
Asd  men  still  wag'd  an  impious  war  with  Ood, 
An  actor  flonrish'd  of  no  vnlgar  famę, 
Natare*s  disciplc,  and  Genest  his  name« 
A  noble  object  for  his  skill  he  chose, 
A  maityr  dying  'midst  insulting  foes. 
Besifn*d  with  patience  to  relifnon'8  laws, 
Yet  braving  monarchs  in  his  Sa7ioar*s  cause. 
Fiil^l  with  th'  idea  of  the  sacred  part, 
He  fdt  a  zeal  beyond  the  reach  of  art, 
Wbile  look  and  voice,  and  gesture,  all  expie8t 
A  kindred  ardour  in  the  player's  breast;. 
Till  as  the  flaitie  tbrough  all  his  bosom  ran, 
He  lost  the  actor,  and  commencM  the  man ; 
Profest  the  &ith;  his  pagan  gods  denied, 
And  what  he  acted  then,  he  after  died. 

The  player's  province  they  but  yainly  try,  [eye. 
Who  want  these  pow>rs,  deportment,  voice,  and 

The  critic  sight  't  is  onły  grace  can  please* 
No  figurę  cbanns  us  if  it  bas  not  ease. 
Tbere  arc,  who  think  the  stature  all  in  all. 
Nor  like  tiie  hero,  if  he  is  not  tali. 
Tbe  feeiing  sense  all  other  want  supplies, 
I  late  no  actor^s  merit  from  his  size. 
Saperior  height  requiTe8  superior  grace, 
Aad  what*s  a  giant  with  a  vacant  face  I     > 

Theatrtc  monarcha  in  their  tragic  gait, 
Afiect  to  mark  the  solemn  pace  of  state. 
One  foot  put  forward  in  position  strong, 
Tbe  other,  like  its  yassal,  dragg^d  along. 
So  grave  each  motion,  so  exacŁ  and  slow, 
Like  wooden  monarchs  at  a  puppet  show. 
Tbe  mień  delights  us  that  has  native  grace. 
Bot  affisctatton  ill  supplies  its  place. 

Cnsbilfal  actors,  like  your  mimie  apes. 
Will  writbe  their  bodtes  in  a  thousand  shapes; 
However  foreign  from  the  p<)et*s  art, 
No  tragic  hero  but  admires  a  start. 
Whatthough  unfeeling  of  the  nervou8  Une, 
Who  but  aliows  his  atiiłude  is  fine? 
While  a  whole  minutę  eqaipoi»'d  he  stands, 
Till  Praise  dismiss  him  with  ber  echoing  hands ! 
ResolT^d,  thoutrh  Naturę  hate  the  tedious  pause. 
By  persererance  to  extort  applaiise. 
When  Romeo  sorrowin?  at  his  Juliet'8  doom, 
With  eager  madness  burats  the  canva8  touib, 
The  sttdden  whirl,  stretchM  leg,  and  lifted  staff, 
Wbich  pleaFt^  the  Tulgar,  make  the  cńtic.  laugh. 

To  paint  the  passTon'8  force,  and  mark  it  well, 
The  proper  action  Natare'8^lf  will  tell; 


No  pleasing  powers  dlstortlons  e'er  express, 
And  nicer  judgraent  always  loaths  exce5s. 
In  sock  or  buskin,  who  o'erleaps  the  bounds, 
Disgusts  our  reason,  and  the  taste  confouncb. 
Ofall  theevils  which  the  stage  molest, 
hate  your  fool  who  overact8  bis  jest ; 
Who  rauiders  what  the  poet  finely  writ. 
And,  like  a  bungier,  haggies  all  his  wit, 
With  shrug,  and  grin,  and  gesture  out  of  place. 
And  writes  a  foolish  comment  with  his  face. 
Old  Jonson  once,  thoogh  Cibber's  perter  vein' 
But  meanly  groupes  him  with  a  numcrous.train, 
With  steady  face,  and  sober  hum'rous  roicn, 
Fiird  the  strong  outlines  of  the  comic  sccne, 
What  was  writ  down,  with  decent  utt^rancc  spoke, 
Betray*d  no  symptom  of  tlie  conscious  joke ; 
The  very  man  in  look,  in  voice,  in  air. 
And  though  upon  the  stage,  appear^d  no  play  V. 

The  word  and  action  should  conjointly  suit, 
But  acting  words  is  labour  too  minutę. 
Orimace  will  e^er  lead  the  judgment  wrong; 
While  sober  bumour  marks  th'  impression  strong. 
Her  proper  traits  the  fixt  attention  hit. 
And  bring  me  closer  to  tbe  poet*8  wit; 
With  her  delighted  o'er  each  scenę  I  go, 
Well-pleasM,  and  not  ashamM  of  being  so. ' 

But  let  tbe  generous  actor  still  fbrbeaj 
To  copy  features  with  a  mimic^s  care ! 
'Tis  a  poor  skill  which  ev'ry  fool  can  reacb, 
A  Tile  stage-custom,  honour^l  in  the  breach. . 
Worse  as  morę  close,  the  disingenuous  art 
But  shows  the  w«nton  looseness  of  the  heart. 
Whenr  I  behold  a  wretch,  of  talents  mean, . 
Drag  private  foibles  on  the  public  scenę, 
Forsaking  Nature'8  fair  and  open  road 
To  mark  some  whim,  aome  strange  peculiar  mo<lf , 
Fir^d  with  disgust  I  loath  his  scrvile  plan, 
Despise  the  mimie,  and  abbor  the  man. 
Qo  to  the  larae,  to  hospitals  repair. 
And  bunt  for  bumour  in  distortions  tbere  1 
Fili  up  the  measure  of  the  motley  whim 
With  shrug,  wink,  snuffle,  and  convttlsivc  limb; 
Then  sliame  at  once,  to  please  a  trifling  age, 
Good  senie,  good  manners,  yirtiic,  and  the  s^tage ! 

'Tis  not  aiough  the  voice  be  sound  and  ck*Br, 
'Tis  modnlation  that  must  charm  the  ear.  [moan, 
When  desperate  heroines    grieve    with   tedious 
And  whine  their  sorrows  in  a  see-saw  tonę, 
The  same  soft  sounds  of  unimpas8iou'd  wocs 
Can  only  make  the  yawning  hearers  dozę. 

The  voice  all  modes  of  passion  can  expres8, 
That  marks  the  proper  wurrl  with  proper  stress. 
But  uońe  emphatic  can  .tb««t  actor  cali, 
Who  iays  an  equal  emphasis  on  all. 

Some  o'er  the  tongue  the  labour'd  measures  roli 
Slow  and  delib*nite  as  the  parting  toil. 
Point  ev'ry  stop,  mark  ev*ry  pause  so  Ktronir, 
Their  words,  like  stage  prucessions,  stalk  along. 
AU  aflectation  but  creates  disgust. 
And  e*en  in  speaking  we  may  seem  /ao  just. 

Nor  proper,  Thomton,  can  those  sounds  appeur 
Which  hring  not  numhers  to  thy  nicer  ear; 
In  vain  for  them  the  pleasing  measure  flows, 
Whosc  recitation  runs  it  all  to  prose; 
Repeating  what  the  poet  sets  not  down, 
The  verb  disjointing  from  its  friendiy  noim, 
While  pause,  and  broak,  and  repetitiun  joiu 
To  make  a  discord  in  each  tuneful  łine. 

^  See  Cibber*s  Apology,  8vo.  1750. 
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Some  placid  Datnres  Ali  th*  allotted  scenę 
With  lifeless  drone,  iiisipid  mDd  serene; 
While  ottMsrs  thunder  ev'ry  coupłet  o'er, 
And  ąlmost  crack  your  ears  with  rant  and  roar. 
Morę  naturę  ofŁ  and  finer  strokes  are  shown, 
In  ttie  Iow  wbisper  tban  tempestuoas  tonę. 
And  Hamlefs  ho!lo#  Toice  and  fixt  amaze 
Morę  poweriiil  terrour  to  the  mind  conycys, 
Tban  he^  who,  9woi'n  with  big  impetuous  ragę, 
Bullies  the  bulky  pbaotom  off  the  stage. 

He,  who  in  eaniiest^studies  o'er  his  part. 
Will  find  tme  naturę  ciing  about  his  beart. 
The  modes  of  grief  are  not  incUided  all 
]n'the  white  handkerchief  and  mourafiil  drawl; 
A  single  look  morę  marks  th'  intemal  woe, 
Tban  all  the  windings  of  the  lengtbenM  Oh. 
Up  to  the  iace  the  ąuick  Knsation  flies, 
And  darts  its  meantng  from  the  speaking  eyes; 
Łove,  transport,  m^dness,  angcr,  soorn,  despair, 
And  ali  the  passions,  all  the  soui  is  there. 

In  raio  Opbelia  givcs  ber  flowrets  rouud, 
And  with  ber  straws  fantastic  strews  the  ground, 
In  yain  uow  sings,  no  w  heares  tbe  desp*rate  sigh, 
If  phrenzy  sit  notin  tbe  troubłed  eye. 
In  Cibber^s  look  commanding  sorrowa  speak, 
And  całl  the  tear  fast  trickMing  down  my  cheek. 

There  ii  a  fouit  which  stirs  the  critic^s  ragę; 
A  want  of  due  attention  on  the  stage. 
I  have  seen  actors,  and  admir*d  ones  too,      [cue; 
Whose  tODgues  wound  np  set  forward  from  their 
In  tlłeir  oyna  speech  who  whine,  or  roar  away, 
Yet  seem  unmov*d  at  what  the  rest  may  say; 
Whose  eyes  and  thoughts  on  difiPrent  objects 

roam, 
Until  the  prompter*s  voice  recall  them  home. 

Diyest  yoursclf  of  hearcrs,  if  yoa  can, 
And  8trive  to  spcak,  and  be  the  very  man. 
Why  shoołd  the  woll-bred  artor  wigh  to  kuow 
Who  sits  above  to  night,  or  who  bcłow  ? 
5o,  'mid  th*  harmonious  lones  of  grief  or  ragę, 
Italian  squailer8  oft  disgrace  the  slau^e; 
When,  with  a  8imp*ring  if  er,  and  bow  prolbund, 
The  squeaking  Cyras  greets  the  boxes  rouud; 
Or  proud  Mandaue,  of  imperial  ra^^, 
Fami^ar  drops  a  cnrfsie  ti»  ber  grace. 

To  suit  the  dress  demaiids  the  actor*s  art, 
Yet  there  are  those  who  over-clres9  the  part. 
To  some  prescripti^e  right  give8  settled  things, 
Black  wigs  to  mnrd'rera,  feathor*d  hats  to  kings. 
But  Michael  Cassio  mightbe  drunk  enough, 
Though  all  his  features  were  not  grim'd  with  snuflf. 
Wby  shoukl  Pol  Peachom  shine  in  satin  clotbes? 
WJiy  ev'ry  deril  dance  in  scarlet  hose^ 

But  in  stage-Cttstoms  what  oflends  me  most 
Is  the  slip-door,  and  slowly-risiug  gbost. 
Tell  me,  nor  count  the  quesiion  too  scvcre, 
Why  need  tbe  dismal  powdei^d  forms  appear? 

When  chilling  borrours  shake  tbe  affrightcd 
king, 
And  Guilt  tonnents  him  with  ber  scorpion  stmg; 
When  keenest  frelings  at  his  bosom  puli, 
And  Fancy  tells  him  that  the  seat  is  fuli ; 
Why  need  the  ghost  usurp  the  monarch'8  place. 
To  friłchten  childrcn  with  his  mealy  face  ? 
Tlic  king  alonc  slwMild  form  the  phantom  there, 
A  ud  talk  and  tremble  at  the  vacant  chair'. 


•  Tłiis  las  been  attempted  by  Mr.  Kcnible,  but 
not  mucb  to  the  satis&ctioo  of  the  andieftce.  C. 


If  Belvidcn  her  Wd  lots  deploK, 
Why  lor  twin  spectres  bursts  the  yawning  lloor  ? 
Wliea  with  disordei^d  starta,  and  honid  ciies, 
She  paints  the  murder^d  forms  befbre  her  eyes. 
And  still  puTSues  them  with  a  frantic  atare, 
'T  is  pregnant  madness  brings  the  yisions  theie. 
Mora  instant  horrour  would  enforce  the  soene, 
If  all  her  shttdd*rings  were  tk%  shapes  unseen. 

Poet  and  actor  thus,  with  błeuded  skill, 
Mould  all  our  passions  to  their  instant  will ; 
T.is  thus,  wh^  feeling  Garrick  treada  tbe  8tag«, 
(The  speaking  comment  of  his  Saiakespear'8  page) 
Oft  as  I  drink  the  words  with  greedy  ears, 
I  shake  with  horrour,  or  dissolve  with  tears.    - 

O,  iie'er  may  Fołly  seize  the  throne  of  Taste* 
Nor  Dulhiess  lay  the  reałms  of  Genius  waste* 
No  bouncing  crackers  ape  tbe  tbundYei^s  fire. 
No  tumbler  float  upon  the  bending  wtre! 
Morę  natural  uses  to  the  stage  belong, 
Than  tumbU>rs,  monstera,  pantomimę,  or  song. 
Por  other  purpose  was  that  spot  design^ : 
To  purge  the  passions,  and  reform  the  mind. 
To  give  to  Naturę  all  the  force  of  art. 
And' while  it  charms  the  ear  to  mend  tbe  lieart. 

Thornton,  to  thee,  I  dare  with  truth  conunend, 
The  decent  stage  as  Virtue's  natural  friend. 
Though  oft  debasM  with  scenes  profane  and  looee. 
No  reason  weighs  against  its  proper  use. 
Though  thelewd  priestliis  sacred  funcUon  aliaiBe, 
Religion*s  perfect  law  is  still  the  same. 

Shall  they,  who  tracę  tbe  passions  firom  their 
rise. 
Show  ^om  her  features,  her  own  image  Vice, 
Who  teach  the  mind  its  proper  foroe  to  scan. 
And  hołd  the  faithful  mirrorup  to  man,  ^ 

Shall  their  profesition  e^er  provoke  disdain, 
Who  stand  the  foremost  in  the  morał  traio, 
Who  lend  reflection  ołl  the  grace  of  art, 
And  sŁrike  the  preccpt  home  upon  tbe  heart  ? 

Yet,  hapless  artist  \  though  tby  akill  can  raise 
The  bur$ting  peal  of  universal  praise, 
Though  at  thy  beck  Applause  delighted  standa. 
And  lifls,  Briareus  like,  her  himdred  hands>     • 
Know,  Parne  awards  tbee  but  H  parttal  breath ! 
Not  all  thy  talents  braTc  the  stroke  of  Death. 
Poets  to  agcs  yet  unbom  appeal, 
And  Intest  timcs  th*  etemal  naturę  feeL 
Though  blended  here  tbe  pratse  of  bard  and  play'r, 
While  inure  than  half  become$:  the  actors  share, 
Reientiess  Death  untwists  the  mingled  &me. 
And  sinks  the  player  in  the  poet^s  name. 
Tbł»  pliant  rauscles  of  the  various  face, 
The  mień  ttiat  };ave  euch  sentence  strength  and 

grace, 
The  tunefuł  ▼oice,  the  eye  that  apoke  the  mind, 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  a  single  tracę  behind. 


TFTE  POETRY' PROFESSOR& 

Old  England  bas  not  lost  ber  ptiay'r. 

And  George,  (tbank  Heav'n!)  has  got  an  betr. 

A  royal  babę,  a  prince  of  Wales. 

— PoŁ'ts  !  I  pity  all  your  nails — 

What  reatns  of  paper  will  be  spoiPd ! 

What  gradusos  be  daily  soil*d 

By  inky  iingers,  grt;asy  thumbs, 

^  lunting  the  word  that  never  comcs ! 

Now  academics  pump  their  wits. 
And  Iaslv  in  vain  their  lazy  tits; 
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la  win  ibey  whip,  and  slasb,  and  spor, 

The  callous  jades  wUl  neyer  stir; 

Norcan  they  reacb  Pamassus'  bill, 

Try  evary  metbod  which  they  will. 

Nay,  shoukl  the  tits  get  on  for  once^ 

Carh  lider  is  so  grave  a  dunce, 

That,  as  IVe  tu^rd  good  judsres  say, 

Ti?  tnt  to  ooe  they'd  lose  their  way; 

Thott^h  not  one  wit  bestrides  the  back 

Of  usdiłl  drudge,  ycleped  liack,  ' 

Bat  finc  bred  things  of  mettled  blood, 

PickHl  from  Apollo's  royai  utud. 

Greek,  Roman,  nay  Arabian  steeds, 

Or  those  our  mother  country  breedbs; 

Somc  ride  ye  in,  and  ridc  ye  oat, 

And  to  come  home  go  roand  about, 

Nor  on  the  green  swerd,  nor  the  road, 

And  that  I  thiak  they  cali  an  Ode. 

Some  take  the  pifeasant  country  air. 

And  smack  their  whips  and  drive  a  pair, 

Each  hoTX  with  belU  wbich  cl  ink  and  chime, 

Aod  so  they  march-^and  that  is  rhyme. 

Some  copy  with  prodigioas  skill 

Ile  figares  6f  a  buttery-bill, 

Whicć^  with  great  folks  of  (^rudition, 

Sball  pass  for  Coptic  or  Phoenician. 

While  some,  as  patriot  loTe  prevaiU, 

To  oompłiment  a  prince  of  Wales, 

Saiute  tbe  royal  babę  in  Weish, 

Aod  send  forth  guttarals  like  a  belch. 

What  pretty  things  imagination 
WUl  fritter  out  in  adulation ! 
The  pagan  gods  shall  yisit  Earth, 
To  triuDiph  in  a  Christian^s  birth. 
Wbile  classic  poets,  pure  and  chaste, 
Of  trim  and  academic  taste, 
Shall  lug  them  in  by  head  and  shoulders. 
To  be  or  speakera,  or  beholders. 
Mars  shall  present  him  with  a  lance, 
To  hamble  Spain  and  conquer  France; 
The  Graces,  baxoin,  blithe,  and  gay, 
Sball  at  his  cndle  dance  the  hay ; 
And  Yenos,  with  her  train  of  lores, 
Sliall  bring  a  thousand  pair  of  doves 
To  bill,  to  ooo,  to  whine,  to  8queak, 
Tbrotti^  all  the  dialects  of  Greek. 
Hov  many  swains  of  classic  breed, 
Sball  defUy  tune  their  oaten  reed, 
And  bring  their  Doric  nymphs  to  town. 
To  sing  their  measures  up  and  down, 
Id  notes  altemate  elear  and  sweet, 
like  ballad-aingers  in  a  street. 
While  those  wfao  gra$tp  at  reputation, 
From  iraitating  imitation, 
Shall  hunteach  cranny,  nook,  and  creek. 
For  precious  fragments  i  u  the  Greek, 
And  rob  the  spital,  and  the  waste. 
For  sense,  and  sentiment,  and  taste. 

Wiat  I^atin  bodge-podge,  Grecian  hash, 
With  Hebrew  roots,  and  EngUsh  trash, 
Sball  academic  cooks  produce 
For  present  ahów  and  futurę  nse ! 
Fello^!  who*ve  soakM  away  their  knowledge, 
In  sleepy  fesidence  at  college ; 
Whose  lives  are  like  a  stagnant  pool, 
Moddy  and  placid,  duU  and  cool ; 
Meredrinking,  eating;  eating,  drinking; 
With  no  impertinence  of  thinking; 
Wbo  lack  no  fartbfnr  eradition, 
Than  jntt  to  set  an  imposition 


To  cramp,  deinolish,  and  dicpirit, 
Kach  true  begotten  eh  i  Id  of  merit;    ' 
Censors,  who,  in  the  day*s  broad  light, 
Punish  the  vice  they  act  at  night; 
Whose  charity  with  self  begins, 
Xor  coYers  ofiers*  veaial  sins; 
But  that  their  fcet  may  safely  tread, 
Take  up  hypocri«y  instead, 
As  knowin(T  that  must  always  hide 
A  multitode  of  sins  beside; 
Wimse  rusty  wit  ia  at  a  stand, 
Without  a  freshoian  at  their  hand ; 
(Whose  senrice  must  of  eourse  create 
The  j ust  return  of  sev*n-fold  hate) 
Lord !  that  such  good  and  useful  men 
Should  ever  tum  to  books  agcn. 

Yet  matter  must  be  gravely  plannM, 
And  syllabłes  on  fingers  scamrd,  ' 
And  racking  pangs  rend  labMng  head,    * 
Till  lady  Muae  is  brought  to-bed : 
What  hunting,  chan^in^,  toiling,  sweatiag, 
To  bring  the  usual  epitbet  in  ! 
Where  the  cram^t  measure  kindly  shows 
It  will  be  ver8e,  but  shouid  be  prose. 
So,  when  it's  neither  lij^ht  nor  dark. 
To  'pi-eutice  spruce,  or  Iawyer'«  clerk; 
The  nymph,  who  takes  her  nightly  stand, 
At  some  sły  curner  in  th^^  Strand, 
Plump  in  the  cfa&it,  tigłit  in  the  boddice, 
Seems  to  the  eye  a  perfect  goddess ; 
But  canvass'd  morę  minntely  o*er, 
Tums  out  an  old,  stale,  batter^d  whore 
Yet  must  these  sons  of  gowned  easej 
Proud  of  the  plumage  of  degrees, 
Forsake  their  apathy  a  while, 
To  figurę  in  the  Roman  stile. 
And  offer  incense  at  the  shrine 
OfLatin  poetry  divine. 

Upon  a  throne  the  goddess  sits, 
Surrounded  by  her  bulky  wits; 
Fabricius,  Cooper,  Calepine, 
Ainswortbius,  Faber,  Constiintine; 
And  he,  who  like  Dodona  spoke. 
De  Sacra  ^uercu,  Holyoake ; 
Thcse  are  her  comisellors  of  state, 
Men  of  much  words,  and  wits  of  woight ; 
Herę  Gradus,  fuli  of  phrases  clever, 
Lord  of  her  treasury  for  cver, 
With  liberał  hand  his  bounty  deals ; 
Sir  Cento  kceper  of  the  seals. 
Next  to  the  person  of  the  queen, 
Old  madam  Prosody  is  scen ; 
Talking  incessant,  althouirh  dumb, 
Upon  her  fingers  to  her  thumb. 

And  all  around  her  portraits  hung 
Of  herocs  in  the  I^atin  tongue; 
Italian,  Endish,  German,  French, 
Who  most  laboriously  entrench' 
In  deep  paradę  of  lanaruage  dead, 
What  would  not  in, their  own  be  read, 
Without  impeachmcnt  of  that  taste, 
Which  Latin  idiom  tums'to  chaste. 
Santolius  here,  whose  flippant  joke, 
Sought  refuge  in  a  Roman  cloak : 
With  duli  Commirius  at  his  side^ 
In  all  the  pomp  of  jesuit  pride. 
Mcnagp,  thft  pedant,  figur^d  there, 
A  trifler  with  a  %olemn  air: 
And  there  in  loose,  unaeemly  vietv, 
The  gracsless,  easy  LoveUng  too. 


so 
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T  is  here  grare  poets  uige  their  claiin. 
For  some  tłńn  blast  of  tiny  famę ; 
Here  bind  their  temples  drunk  with  praise, 
With  half  a  sprig  of  wither*d  bays. 

O  poet,  if  that  honoar^d  name 
BefiŁs  such  idle  childish  aim; 
ir  Yirg^il  ask  thy  sacred  care, 
If  Horacc  charm  thee,  ob  forbear 
To  spoil  with  aacrilęgioas  band, 
The  gMries  of  the  classic  land: 
Nor  80W  thy  dowlas  on  the  satin» 
Of  tlieił*  pure  uncorrupted  Latin. 

Petter  be  naŁłve  in  tby  verse, ^ 

What  is  Fingal  but  genuine  Erse?    . 

AVhich  all  sublime  sonorous  flows, 

Like  Hervey*s  thoughts  in  drunken  prose. 

Hail  Scotland,  bail,  to  tbee  belong 
Ali  pow'r8,  but  most  the  pow^rs  of  song; 
Whetber  the  rude  unpolishM  Erwi 
Stalk  in  the  buckram  prose  or  yerse, 
Or  bonny  Ramsay  please  thee  mo^ 
Whp  sang  sae  sweetly  aw  his  woe. 
If  aught  (and  say  who  knows  so  well) 
The  second-sighted  Muse  can  tell, 
The  łiappy  lairds  shall  laagh  and  sing, 
When  EDgIai^d'8  Genius  droups  his  wing. 
So  shall  thy  soil  new  wealth  disciose, 
So  thy  ovu  thistle  choke  the  rosę. 
.   But  what  cooies  here  >  Metliinks  I  see 
A  walking  university«> 
See  how  they  press  to  cross  the  Tweed, 
And  strain  their  limbs  with  eager  speed  I 
While  Scotland,  from  ber  fertiłe  sbore, 
Cries,  **  On  my  sons,  return  no  roore.'* 
Hither  they  hastę  with  willing  mind, 

Nor  cast  one  longing  look  behind; 

On  ten-toe  carriage  to  salute 

The  king,  and  queen,  and  earl  of  Butę. 
No  morę  the  gallant  northcm  sons 

Spout  forth  their  strings  of  Intin  puns^ 
Nor  oourse  all  languages  to  frame 

The  quibble  suited  to  their  name ; 

As  when  their  ancertors  be-ver8'd 

't'hat  głorious  Stuart,  James  the  First. 

But  with  that  elocutiou^s  grace, 

That  oratorial  flashy  lace, 

Which  the  fam*d  Irish  Tommy  Puff, 

Would  80W  on  sentimental  stuif ; 

Twang  with  a  sweet  prouunciation, 

The  flow*r8  of  bold  imagination. 

Macpherson  leads  the  flaming  van, 

Laird  of  the  new  Fingalian  elan ; 

While  Jacky  Home  brings  up  the  rear, 

With  new-got  pension  neat  and  elear 

Three  hundred  English  pounds  a  year. 

Wbilc  sister  Peg,  our  ancient  frieud, 

Sends  Macs  and  Donalds  without  end ; 

To  George  awhile  they  tune  their  lays, 

Then  all  their  chorai  voices  raise. 

To  heap  their  panegyric  wit  on 

Th'  iilustrious  chief,  and  our  Nortb  Briton. 
Hail  to  the  thane,  whosł?  patriot  skill 

Can  break  all  nations  to  his  will; 

Master  of  scicnces  and  arts, 

Miccenas  to  all  men  of  parts ; 

Whose  foslYing  hand,  and  ivałly  wit^ 

Shall  find  us  all  in  places  fit; 

80  shall  thy  friends  no  longer  roaiii, 

But  change  to  meet  a  settled  home. 


Hail  mighty  thane,  for  Scotland  bom. 

To  fili  ber  almost  empty  bom : 

Hail  to  thy  ancient  głorious  stem. 

Not  they  from.  kings,  but  kings  finom  thenu 
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Vos  sapere  6C  soIm  ah  hem  there,  ^uonmi, 
Congpkitw  nitłdisftmdaiapecuma  vHUu    Hor. 

The  wealthy  Cit,  grown  old  in  trade, 

Now  wishes  for  tlie  rural  shade. 

And  buckles  to  his  one  horse  chair, 

Old  Dobbin,  or  the  founder'd  marę; 

While  wedg'd  in  closely  by  his  side, 

Sits  madam,  his  unwieldy  bride, 

With  Jacky  on  a  stool  before  'em. 

And  out  they  jog  in  due  decorum. 

Scarce  past  the  tumpike  half  a  mile, 

How  all  the  country  seems  to  smile  ! 

And  as  they  slowly  jog  together, 

The  cit  commcnds  the  road  and  weather; 

While  madam  doats  upon  the  trees,. 

And  longs  for  every  house  she  sees, 

Admircs  its  views,  its  situation, 

And  thus  she  opens  her  oration : 
"  What  signify  the  loads  of  wealthy 

Without  that  richest  jewel,  health? 

Excuse  the  fondness  of  a  wife, 

Who  doats  upoji  your  precious  life ! 

Such  ceaseless  toil,  such  constant  care,, 

Is  morę  than  human  strength  can  bear. 

One  may  observe  it  in  your  fao&— 

Indeed,  my  dear,  you  break  apace : 

And  nothing  can  your  health  repair^ 

But  exercisc  and  country  air. 

Sir  Traffic  bas  a  house,  you  know, 

About  a  mile  from  Cfaeney-Rx>w; 

He's  a  good  man,  indeed  'tis  true. 

But  not  so  warm,  my  dear,  as  you: 

And  folks  are  always  apt  to  sneer — 
One  Would  not  be  out-done,  my  dear."* 

Sir  Trafiic's  name,  so  well  apply*d, 
Awak'd  his  brother  merchanfs  pride;    - 

And  Thrifty,  who  had  all  his  life 
Paid  utmost  defierence  to  his  wife, 
OonfesR^d  her  arguments  had  reason. 
And  by  th'  approaching  summer  season^ 
Draws  a  few  hundreds  from  the  stocks. 
And  purchases  his  countiy  box. 

Some  three  or  four  miles  out  of  town» 
(An  hour*s  i7de  will  bring  you  down,) 
He  fixes  on  his  choice  abode. 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  the  road : 
And  so  coiiyenient  does  it  lay, 
The  stages  pass  it  ev*ry  day: 
And  then  so  snug,  so  mighty  pretty. 
To  have  an  house  so  near  the  city ! 
Take  but  your  places  at  the  Boar 
You're  set  down  at  the  very  door. 

Well  then,  suppose  them  fix'd  at  last^ 
White-washing,  painting,  ccrubbing  past» 
Hngging  themsehes  in  ease  and  clo\er» 
With  all  the  ftiss  of  moving  ov«»r; 
Lo,  a  new  heap  of  whims  are  brćd! 
And  wanton  in  my  lady's  bead. 

'<  Well  to  be  surę,  it  must  be  own^da 
It  is  a  chamuDg  spot  of  ground)' 
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80  sweet  a  diitaiice  for  a  ride. 
And  all  aboot  10  eounirified! 
n*«oald  come  but  to  a  trifling  price 
To  laalce  it  ąoite  a  Paradite; 
I  caoaot  bcar  tliofie  nasty  mila, 
Tbow  1^7  broken  mouldy  pales:  ' 
ftippose,  my  dear,  intead  of  tbeae. 
We  bułU  a  lailing,  all  Chinese. 
AlUKmgh  one  hates  to  be  expos*d; 
*Tis  dtamal  to  be  thus  enelouPd; 
One  bardly  any  object  iccs 
I  vish  yoa*d  Ml  tfaoee  odions  trees. 
Objects  coBtinual  passing  by 
Were  eomtfthuig  to  amuse  the  eye. 
Bat  to  be  pent  withio  the  waUn— 
One  might  as  well  be  at  St  PaoPs. 
Onr  hoaie,  bebolden  would  adore, . 
If as  ibere  a  level  lawn  before, 
Kothiiig  its  views  to  incoAmode, 
But  qaite  laid  open  to  tbe  road; 
Whtle  eVrj  timvier  io  amaze, 
Aoold  00  our  little  niansioD  gaxe, 
jknd  poiadiig  to  the  choice  retreat, 
Cry, « tbafs  sir  Thrifty'8  country  seat.*' 

Vo  doabt  ber  arguments  piOYiul, 
For  madam^s  taste  can  nerer  fail. 

Błest  age !  wben  all  men  may  procbre 
Tht  title  of  a  oonnoissear ; 
When  noble  aad  ignoble  berd 
Are  gofrem^d  by  a  single  word; 
Tboogb,  like  the  royal  Oennan  dames, 
h  bears  an  hnndred  Christian  names* 
As  geniosy  fiuicy,  jndgroent,  goAt, 
Whtni,  caprice,  je-ne-scai-qQoi,  virti!^ 
Which  appellatiDns  aU  describe 
Taste,  and  the  modern  tasteful  tńbe. 

Nov  bricklay*r8,  carpenters,  and  joiners, 
Witb  Cbinese  artists,  and  designer8» 
Prodnce  tbeir  schemes  of  alteration, 
To  work  this  wond*rous  reformation« 
Tbe  iiseAd  dome,  which  secret  stood, 
EmbosomM  in  the  yew-tree^  wood, 
Tbe  tiaT*ler  with  amazement  sees 
A  tempie,  Gothic,  or  Chinese, 
WHh  many  a  beli,  and  tawdry  rag  on, 
And  crested  witb  a  sprawling  dragon ; 
A  wooden  arch  is  beiit  astride 
A  ditch  of  water,  four  fDot  wfde, 
With  angles,  cnrres,  and  zigzag  lines, 
Fram  Halfpenny*s  exact  designs. 
Id  froot,  a  level  lawn  is  seen, 
Witbont  a  sfarub  opon  the  green, 
Wbere  taste  would  want  its  first  great  law. 
Bot  for  the  skolking,  sły  Ao^Ao, 
By  whose  miraculoos  assistance,^ 
Yoa  gain  a  prbspect  two  fields  distance. 
And  now  from  Hyde-Park  Comer  come 
Tbe  gods  of  Athens,  and  of  Romę. 
Berę  sqaabby  Ciipi«ls  take  theii  plaoes, 
With  Yenas,  and  tbe  clumsy  Graces': 
Apollo  there,  with  aińi  so  tlerer, 
Strrtcbes  bis  leaden  bow  ibr  erer ; 
And  tbere  without  the  pow*r  to  fly, 
SUnds,  fisHl  a  tip-toe,  Mercury. 

Tbe  Tilla  thus  completdy  grac'd, 
AU  own  that  Thrilty  has  a  taste ; 
Aod  awdam^s  female  friends,  and  consins,  • 
Wtth  eommon-connciUmen,  by  dozeus, 
Flock  erery  Sonday  to  the  seat. 
To  stare  about  them,  and  to  eat. 
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lif  all  professionary  skill, 
There  i^^er  was,  nor  ever  wiH 
Be  excellenoe,  or  ezhibition, 
But  fools  are  up  in  opposition ; 
Eaoh  ]etter'd,  gniTe,  pedantic  dunce 
Wakes  from  his  letbargy  at  once, 
Shrogs,  sbakes  his  head,  and  rabs  his  eyes. 
And,  being  duli,  looks  wond^rous  wise, 
With  solemn  phiz,  and  critic  scowl, 
The  wisdom  of  his  brother  owi. 

Modems!  He  hates  the  very  name; 
Your  ancients  hare  preacriptive  claim:*—  * 
But  let  a  oentury  be  past. 
And  we  have  taste  and  wit  at  last; 
For  at  that  period  modems  too 
Just  tum  the  comer  of  orr/d. 
But  merit  now  bas  little  claim 
To  any  meed  of  present  iume. 
For  'tis  not  wortJi  that  gets  yoa  friends,    - 
Tis  excellence  that  most  o£knd8. 
If,  Proteus-like,  a  Oarrick's  art, 
Shows  taste  and  skill  in  every  part; 
Iff  ever  just  to  Nature>s  plan. 
Me  is  in  all  the  Tery  man, 
.E'en  here  sball  Enyy  take  ber  aim, 

— write,  and  —  — —  Uame. 

Tbe  Jealous  Wifa,  tho*  chastely  writ, . 
With  no  paradę  of  frippery  wit, 
Shall  set  a  scribbling,  all  at  once, 
Both  giant  wit,  and  pigmy  dunoe; 
While  Critjcal  Reriewers  write, 
Who  show  tbeir  teeth  before  they  bite. 
And  sacrifice  each  reputation, 
Fromf  wanton  felse  imagination. 
These  observations,  rather  stale, 
May  borrow  spirit  finom  a  tale. 

Oenitts,  a  bustling  lad  of  parts, 
Who  all  things  did  by  fits  and  sUrts, 
Nothług  abo7e  him  or  below  himę 
Who'd  make  a  riot,  or  a  poem, 
From  eccentricity  of  thougbt. 
Not  always  do  the  thing  be  ought; 
Bat  was  it  once  his  own  election,  % 

Would  bring  all  matters  to  perfection ; 
Would  act,  design,  engraye,  write,  paint. 
Bot  neither,  from  the  least  constraint^ 
Who  hated  all  pedantic  schools,. 
And  scomM  the  gloss  of  knowing  fbols, 
That  hołd  perfection  all  in  all, 
Yet  treat  it  as  medumkul. 
And  give  the  same  sufBcient  role 
To  make  a  potem,  as  a  stool<«- 
From  the  first  spring-time  of  his  youth. 
Was  downright  worshipper  of  Troth; 
And  with  a  free  and  liberał  spirit. 
His  cofirtship  paid  to  lady  Merit. 

Eovy,  a  squint-ey*d,  merę  old  maid, 
Well  koown  among  the  scribbling  trade; 
A  hag,  80  Very,  very  thin, 
Her  bones  pcepM  through  ber  bladder-skins 
Who  could  not  for  ber  soul  abide 
That  folks  should  praise,  where  sbe  must  chide,   • 
Follow*d  the  yooth  where*er  be  went, 
To  mar  each  g^ood  and  braye  intent; 
Would  lies,  and  plots,  and  mischief  batcb. 
To  luin  him  and  spoll  tbe  match. 
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Honour  sbe  held  at  bold  defiance, 
Talk^d  much  of  factioo,  gang,  aUiance, 
As  if  tbe  real  sous  of  taste 
'    Had  clubbM  to  lay  a  desert  waste. 

lo  short,  irhereyer  Genius  came, 
You'd  find  this  antiąnated  damę; 
Wbate^er  be  did,  where*,er  be  went, 
She  foUow*d  oniy  to  torment; 
Caird  Merit  by  a  tbousand  names, 
Which  decency  or  truth  disclaims, 
While  aU  ber  business,  toil,  and  care. 
Was  to  depreciate,  lie,  compare» 
To  puli  tbe  modest  maiden  down. 
And  blast  ber  famę  to  all  tbe  town« 

The  youtb,  inflamM  with  conscious  pride. 
To  prince  Posterity  apply'd, 
Wbo  gave  bis  answer  thus  in  rhyme. 
By  bis  chief  minister,  old  Time : 

"  Repine  not  at  wbat  pedaots  say, 
We^ll  bring  thce  forward  on  tbe  way; 
If  witbei^d  Enry  strive  to  burt 
With  lies,  with  impudence,  and  dirt,  ^ 
You  onIy  pay  a  common  tax 
Wbicb  fool,  and  icnave,  and  dunce  ezacts. 
Be  this  thy  comfort,  this  thy  joy, 
Thy  strength  is  in  its  prime,  my^Kiy, 
And  ev'ry  year  thy  vigoar  grows, 
Impairs  tbe  credit  of  my  foes. 
Enyy  sball  sink,  and  be  no  morę 
'  ^  Than  wbat  ber  Naiads  were  before ; 
Merę  excrem^ntal  roaggots,  bred, 
In  poet's  topsy-tunry  bead. 
Bom  fike  a  momentary  fly. 
To  flutter,  buzz  about,  and  die. 

**  Yet,  Genius,  mark  wbat  Ipresage, 
Wbo  look  throngb  every  distant  age : 
Merit  sball  bless  thee  with  her  cbaiins, 
.    Famę  lift  thy  ofispriug  in  ber  arms, 
And  stamp  eternity  of  grace 
On  all  thy  numerous  yarious  race. 
RoubiUiac,  Wilton,  names  as  high 
As  Phidias  of  antiąuity, 
Sball  strength,  Acpression,  ma'ńner  głve. 
And  make  e^en  marble  breathe  and  li^e; 
While  Sigi8munda*s  deep  distress, 
Which  looks  tbe  soul  of  wretchedness, 
When  I,  with  slow  and  sofi*niilg  pen, 
Ha^e  gone  o^er  all  tbe  tiuts  again, 
Shall  urge  a  bold  and  proper  claim 
To  lerel  balf  tbe  ancient  famę; 
'  While  futurę  ages  yet  unknown 
With  critic  air  sball  proudly  own 
Thy  Hogarth  first  of  every  cltme 
For  humour  keen,  or  strong  snblime. 
And  bail  him  from  his  fire  and  spirit, 
The  child  of  Geniua  and  of  Merit.** 
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Gbnius,  hlest  term,  of  meaning  wide, ' 
For  suiine  no  term  so  misapply^d, 
How  many  bear  thy  sacred  name, 
That  uever  felt  a  real  flame ! 
Proud  of  tbe  specious  appellation, 
Thus  Ibols  bave  cbristen^d  inclination« 

But  yet  sappoae  a  genius  trqe, 
£MMp/t  groHlif  me  or  you: 


Wbate^er  be  tries  wi|lf  du«  attenticNif 
Rarely  escapes  bis  apprehension; 
Surmounting  every  opposition, 
YouM  swear  be  learnt  by  inttution. 
ShouM  be  rely  alone  on  parta, 
And  study  tbefHbre  but  by  starta. 
Surę  of  success  whene^er  be  tries, 
Should  be  forcgo  tbe  means  to  rise  ? 

Suppose  your  watcb  a  Graham  make, 
Gold,  if  you  will,  lor  value'8  sake; 
Its  springs  within  in  order  due,- 
No  watcb,  when  going,  goes  so  tnie; 
If  ne*er  wound  up  with  proper  care, 
Wbat  8ervice  is  it  in  tbe  wear? 

Some  genial  spark  of  Pboebns*  tbj%, 
Perbaps  within  your  bosom  plays: 

0  how  tbe  purer  rays  aspire, 
If  application  fens  tbe  iire! 
Without  it  genius  Tainly  tries, 
Howe'er  somctimes  it  seem  to  rise: 
Nay  application  will  preraił, 
When  braggart  parts  and  genius  £iil : 
And  now  to  lay  my  proof  before  ye, 

1  here  present  you  with  a  story, 

In  days  of  yore,  when  Time  was  youn;, 
When  birds  conver8'd  as  well  as  snng, 
When  use  of  speech  was  not  confiuM 
Mercly  to  brutes  of  human  kind, 
A  forward  Hare,  of  swiftness  vaio, 
Tbe  genius  of  tbe  neigbb*ring  plain, 
Woa*d  oft  dćride  tbe  dmdging  crowd : 
For  geniuses  are  ever  proud. 
He*d  boast,  bis  flight  'twere  vain  to  foUow, 
For  dog  and  horse  heM  beat  them  hollow, 
Nay,  if  be  put  fortb  all  bis  strength, 
Outstrip  bis  bretln*en  balf  a  length. 

A  Tortoise  bćard  his  rain  oration. 
And  yented  thus  his  indignation.  - 
*'  Ob  Puss,  it  bodes  thec  dire  disgracc, 
When  I  defy  thee  to  thy  race. 
Come,  't  is  a  match,  nay,  no  denial, 
I  lay  my  bbell  upon  tbe  trial." 

'T  was  done  and  gone,  all  fair,  a  bet, 
Judges  prepar'd,  and  distance  set. 

The  scamp'ring  Hare  outstript  tbe  wind, 
llie  crcpping  Tortoise  lagg'd  behind. 
And  scarce  had  pas8'd  a  single  pole, 
When  Puss  had  almbst  reach'd  tbe  goal. 
"  Friend  Tortoise,**  quotb  tbe  jeering  Hare, 
Your  burthen*s  morę  than  you  can  bear. 
To  help  your  speed,'  it  were  as  well 
That  I  should  ease  you  of  your  sbeil: 
Jog  on  a  litUe  (aster  pr^ytbee, 
rn  take  a  nap,  and  then  be  with  thee." 
So  said,  80  done,  and  safely  surę. 
For  say,  what  conąuest  morę  secui^  ? 
Wbene'cr  be  wak>d  (that*8  all  thafs  in  it) 
He  could  o'ertake  bini  in  a  minutę. 

Tbe  Tortoise  beard  bit  taunting  jeer. 
But  still  resoWd  to  peneoert, 
Still  drawM  along,  as  who  should  say, 
"111  win,  like  Fabius,  by  delay;" 
On  to  the  goal  secnrely  ercpt, 
While  Puss  unknowing  soundly  dept 

The  bets  wci'e  won,  tbe  Hare  awake, 
When  thus  thc  victor  Tortoise  spake: 
"  Puss,  thó*  I  own  thy  quicker  parts, 
Tbings  are  not  always  done  by  atarts, 
You  may  deride  my  awkward  pace. 
But  tkno  and  steaAf  wins  tbe  raoa." 
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WoRDs  are,  ■«  WoUaston  defines, 

Of  oar  ideas  mereiy  si^s, 

Which  hare  a  pow'r  at  will  to  vary, 

A«  being  vagtie  aud  arbitrary. 

Now  damn*d  for  instance — all  agree, 

I>UDn*d  's  the  superlatiye  degree ; 

Mcans  /Ao^  alóne,  aud  nothing  morę, 

Boverer  taken  beretofore; 

1>afflii*d  is  a  word  can't  stand  alone, 

Whicb  bas  no  mcaning  <?f  its  owo. 

Bot  signifies  or  bad  or  good 

Just  as  \U  Deighbour's  anderstood. 

EwnpJes  we  may  find  enough. 

DkduM  high,  damn'd  Iow,  damn^d  fine,  danmM 

itafT. 
So  fiues  it  too  with  \U  relation, 
I  mean  its  sdbstantive,  damnatum. 
Tbe  wit  with  metaphors  makes  bold, 
And  teils  yoy  he'8  damnation  cold; 
P^Hfhaps,  that  metaphor  forgot, 
Tbe  self-samc  wifs  damnation  hot 
And  herea  fsble  I  remember — 
Once  in  the  middle  of  December, 
When  eF*i7  mead  in  snów  is  lost,  , 
And  ev»ry  nTcr  bound  with  frost, 
When  ftmiiłies  get  ali  togctUer, 
And  fedingly. talk  o»er  the  weather; 
Whett— pox  on  the  descriptive  rhyme*^ 
la  sbort  it  was  the  winter  time. 
h  was  a  Pedlac^s  happy  lot. 
To  &]1  into  a  Satji^s  cot : 
Sbiv*rinK  with  cold,  and  almost  froze, 
Ulth  pearly  drop  upon  his  nose. 
His  fingers*  ends  all  pinch^d  to  death, 
H«  blew  upon  tbcm  with  his  breath. 

"  Friend,"  (jooth  the  Satyr,  "  what  intends 
That  blowing  on  thy  fingers*  ends  ?" 
**  Ił  is  to  warm  tbem  tbus  I  Uow, 
For  they  aie  froże  as  cold  as  snów. 
And  ao  inclement  bas  it  been, 
Vm  like  a  cake  of  ice  within." 
"  Conie,»»  quoih  the  Satyr,  "  comlbrt,  man ! 
Ml  ehecT  thy  inside,  if  1  can; 
YoQ>e  welcome  in  my  homely  cottage 
To  a  wann  6re,  and  mess  of  pottage." 

Tbis  said,  tbe  Satyr,  nothing  lotb, 
A  biJwi  preparM  of  8av'ry  broth, 
Which  with  delight  the  Pcdlar  view*d, 
As  mioking  on  the  board  it  stood. 
But,  thoi^  tbe  rery  steam  arose 
Witfa  grate^l  odour  to  his  nose, 
Ooe  single  sip  be  yentur^d  not, 
Tbe  grud  wa.^  so  wond^roiis  ho^ 
What  can  be  done  f^^with  gentle  pnff 
Ile  blowB  it,  >till  it'ś  cod  enough. 

"  Why  how  now,  Pedlar,  whafs  the  matter  ? 
SKIl  at  thy  blowing !"  quoth  the  Satyr. 
"  1  bSow  to  cool  it,'»  cries  the  clown, 
**  That  I  may  get  the  liąuor  down  : 
Fortbongb  I  grant,  you*ve  madę  it  well, 
Yoohre  boilM  it,  sir,  as  hot  as  Heil." 

Thnk  raising  high  his  rloven  stump, 
The  Sstyr  smote  him  on  the  rump. 
**  B^ne,  thoa  -double  knave,  or  fool, 
With  the  saroe  breath  to  warm  and  cool ; 
Friendship'with  such  I  nerer  bold  • 

Wbo*re  so  damn*d  hot,  aod  so  damn'd  cold." 
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Chitics,  who  like  the  scarecrows  stand 

Upon  tbe  poet'8  cbmmon  land. 

And  with  sererity  óf  sense, 

Djrive  ali  imagination  thence, 

Say  that  in  truth  lies  *1]  snblime, 

Whethcr  you  write  in  pcose  or  rh]^^: 

And  yet  the  trulh  may  lose  itr  grace, 

If  blurted  to  a  person^s  face ; 

Ehpecially  if  what  you  speak 

ShouM  crimson  o*er  the  glowing  Cheek  i 

For  wheayou  throw  that  slayer  o'er  him. 

And  tumbie  out  your  praise  before  him, 

However  just  the  applicaticn, 

It  looks  a-8qnint  at  adulatión.  ' 

I  would  be  honest  and  sincere. 
But  not  a  flatterer,  or  8e\-ere. 
Need  1  be  surly,  rough,  uncouth, 
That  folks  may  thmk  I  love  the  Truth  ? 
And  she,  good  damę,  with  beanty>8  ąneen, 
Was  not  at  all  times  naked  seen : 
For  every  boy,  with  Prior,  knows. 
By  accident  she  k>st  ber  clotbes,     . 
When  Falshood  stole  them  to  disgtiise 
Her  misbegotten  brood  of  lles. 
Why  should  the  prudish  goddess  dwcll 
Down  at  the  bottom  of  a  well, 
But  that  she  is  in  piteous  fright, 
Lest,  rising  up  to  mortal  sight, 
The  modest  world  shonld  fleer  and  flout  ber, 
With  not  a  rag  of  clotbes  about  ber  ? 
Yet  she  might  wear  a  proper  dresa 
And  keep  ber  essence  ne^ertheleas, 
So  JL>elia's  bosom  still  will  rise, 
And  fascinate  ber  Iover'8  eyes, 
Though  round  ber  ivory  neck  she  draws 
The  decent  shade  of  specious  8:auze. 

I  hear  it  busczM  about  the  table, 
"  What  can  this  lead  to?"- 
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When  birds  allow'd  the  Eagle's  sway, 
Ere  Kagles  tum'd  to  fowls  of  prey. 
His  royal  miyesty  of  Air 
Took  Musie  underneath  his  care; 
And,  for  his  ąueen  and  courfs  delight, 
Commanded  concerts  ev'ry  night. 
Herę  every  birt!  of  parts  might  enter, 
Tbe  Nightingale  was  madę  praecentor  ; 
Under  wbose  care. and  just  direction, 
Merit  was  surę  to  meet  protection. 
The  Lark,  the  Blackbird,  and  the  Robin 
This  concert  always  borę  a  bob  in: 
The  best  performers  all  were  in  it, 
The  Thrush,  •Canary-bird,  and  Linnet. 

But  birds,'  afas !  are  apt  to  aim 
At  things,  to  which  they've  smallest  claim. 
The  staring  Owi,  with  hideous  boot, 
Offer^d  bis  service  for  a  flute. 
The  Cuckoo  needs  would  join  the  band; 
"  The  Thrush  i s  but  a  paltry  band: 
And  I  can  best  supply  that  place. 
For  rve  a  shake,  a  swell,  a  grace." 

The  manager  their  suit  preferrM: 
Botb  tan'd  their  pipes,  and  botb  were  beard  j 
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Y«Ł  eaeh  their  aerenl  praites  nuM^d, 
'For  both  were  heard,  aad  both  were  hisf*d. 

Tbe  Cockoo  hence,  with  nncour  itirr*d« 
(A  kińd  ofperiodic  biid, 
Of  nasty  hue,  aod  body  scabby, 
Vo  would-be-play-wright  half  so  shabby) 
ItevUe8,  abuses,  and  deAjDes, 
Screams  from  a  branoh,  and  calls  hard  namety 
And  ftrikes  at  Nightiogale  or  Lark, 
like  Lisbon  ruffiaos,  io  the  dark. 

The  Owi  harangaes  the  gaping  thrODg 
On  po«'rs,  and  excellence  of  song, 
"  Tbe  Blackbird*8  notę  bas  lost  its  force; 
The  Nightingale  is  downright  hoarse; 
The  Łinnet'8  harsh;  the  Robin  shrill; 
—Tbe  Sparrow  bas  prodigious  skill  !** 

At  length  they  had  what  they  desti^d; 
Tbe  skilful  Nightingale  retir*d. 
Wben  FoUy  came,  wtth  wiid  Uproar, 
And  Harmony  was  heard  no  morę. 
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Yfiifut,  of  langhtn*  <iueeu  and  loye, 

Hie  greatest  demirep  abore, 

Who  •or>rn'd  reftriction,  hated  cuMom, 

Knew  ber  own  sez  too  weU  to  trast  'em, 

Prooeeded  on  the  nobte  plan, 

At  any  late,  to  bave  ber  man; 

Łook'd  on  decorum  as  merę  trasb. 

And  HvM  Uke  »••  and  ••♦, 

Prom  FapboSy  where  they  ber  rerere 

As  nroch  as  we  do  Celia  here, 

Or  from  Cythera,  where  her  altan 

Are  deck'd  with  daggers,  true-loTe  halters, 

Oarters  yclept,  and  other  tropbies, 

Which  proTe  that  man  in  lorę  an  oaf  is* 

According  to  appoiiitment,  canae 

To  see  Cecilia,  tuneful  damę, 

Whose  praise  by  Dryden'8  Ode  is  grown 

Bright  and  immortai  as  his  own; 

And  who  hath  been  for  many  years 

The  chief  directress  of  the  spheres. 

Thomas,  who  rode  behind  the  car, 
And  for  a  flambeau  held  a  star, 
Who,  in  the  honest  way  of  trade, 
Hath  fofg*d  morę  homs,  and  cuckolds  madę, 
Than  Ynlcan  and  his  brawny  dolts 
£ver  for  JoTe  for^gM  thundeibolts, 
Slipt  gently  down,  and  ran  before  'em, 
Ringing  tbe  beli  with  due  decorum. 

But,  truth  to  say,  1  cannot  tell 
Whether  it  knocker  was  or  beli, 
(This  fóT  Verttk  an  anecdote  iS,) 
Which  ns*d  to  gi^e  Cascilia  notice, 
Wben  any  lady  of  the  sky 
Was  come  to  bear  ber  company. 
But  this  I*m  surę,  be  which  it  will, 
Thomas  perfbnn*d  his  part  with  skill. 
MethinKs  I  hear  the  reader  cry^- 
"  His  part  with  skill  ?  why,  you  or  I, 
Oi^  any  body  eise,  as  well 
As  Thonuis,  surę,  conld  ring  a  beli. 
Nor  did  I  ever  hear  before 
Of  skin  in  knocking  at  a  door.** 

Poor  low-liv*d  creature !  I  supposr, 
Nay,  and  am  surę,  you*ro  one  of  those 
Who,  at  wbat  door  8o*er  they  be, 
Will  always  knock  in  the  same  key. 


Thinkinf  that  beli  and  knocker  too 
Wens  found  out  nothing  else  to  do. 
But  to  inibrm  the  house,  no  doubt, 
That  there  was  somebody  withont, 
Who,  tf  they  might  such  £avoor  wtn, 
Would  rather  cboose  to  be  within. 

But  had  our  serrants  no  morę  sense. 
Lord!  what  must  be  the  conseąuence? 
Erronr  wouki  erronr  still  pursue, 
And  strife  and  anarchy  ensue, 
Punctilio  from  her  altar  hurFd, 
Whence  sbe  declares  unto  the  world 
Whate^er  by  Fancy  is  decreed, 
Through  all  her  niceties  must  bleed. 

For  if  there  was  not  to  be  fouiid 
Some  wholesome  di^rence  of  sound. 
But  the  same  rap  foretold  th'  approacb 
Of  him  who  walk'd,  or  rode  in  coach, 
A  poor  relation  now  and  then, 
Might  to  my  lord  admittance  gain, 
Wben  bis  good  lordship  hop*d  to  see 
Some  rascal  of  his  own  degree ; 
And,  what  is  morę  mihappy  sŁiil, 
The  stupid  wretch  who  brings  a  bill, 
Might  pass  through  all  the  motley  tribe, 
As  free  as  one,  who  brings  A  bribe. 

My  lady  too  might  pique  her  grace 
With  carriage  stiff  and  formal  fiice, 
Which,  she  deoeiT^d,  had  taken  care 
For  some  infertor  to  prepare; 
Or  might  some  wretch  firom  Lombard-stieet 
With  greater  ea^  and  freedom  meet, 
Than  sense  of  honour  will  admit 
Between  my  lady  and  a  cit 

Those  eTils  wisely  to  prevent. 
And  root  out  care  and  discontent, 
Ev'ry  gay  smart,  who  rides  behind, 
With  rosę  and  bag  in  taste  refinM, 
Must  musie  fully  understand, 
Have  a  nice  ear  and  skilful  hand; 
At  ev*ry  tum  be  always  found 
A  perfect  connoisseur  in  sound; 
Through  all  the  gamut  skilful  fly, 
Yarying  his  notes,  now  Iow,  now  bigh» 
According  as  hc  shifts  bis  place; 
Now  hoarsely  grumbting  in  the  base, 
Now  turni Dg  tenor,  and  again 
To  treble  raising  his  shrill  strain; 
So  to  declare,  where*er  he  be, 
His  master^s  fortunę  and  degree. 
By  the  distinguishing  address, 
Whicb  be^U  upon  the  door  expres9. 

Thomas,  whom  I  have  nam'd  before 
As  ringing  at  CsBcilia^s  door. 
Was  perfect  master  of  this  art. 
And  TersM  alike  in  ey*ry  part: 
So  that  Cscilia  knew,  before 
Her  footman  came  unto  the  door, 
And  in  due  form  bad  told  her  so, 
That  madam  Yenuś  was  below. 

Tbe  doors  immediate  open  flew, 
The  goddess,  without  morę  ado, 
Displaying  beauty's  thousaiid  airs, 
Skim'd  through  the  hall,  and  trip'd  up  stairs. 

Cecilia  met  her  with  a  tmile 
Of  great  delight,  when  all  the  w;hile, 
If  ber  hlfte  heart  ćould  haye  been  scen, 
She  wish'd  she  had  at  Cyprus  been. 

But  ladies,  skllPd  in  fbrms  and  arts, 
Dont  in  their  faces  wear  their  hcarts. 
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And  tbose  aboTe,  like  thoae  bdow, 
Deal  fineąnently  io  oatoide  show. 
And  always  to  keep  up  paradę, 
Hare  a  smile  by  tbem  ready  madę. 

Tlie  fonns,  whlch  ladies  when  tbey  meet 
y uit  for  good  mAnnere'  lake  repeat, 
As  "  bnmble  aenrant,  how  d'you  do/' 
lad  io  n^urn,  "  pray  how  are  yoa?* 
EaricbM  at  e^^ry  proper  apace 
With  doe  integiiments  of  lace, 
Al  madam,  grace,  and  goddeship, 
Whieh  we  forbrerity  shall  skip, 
Bappily  past,  ia  elbow-chair 
At  lengtb  oor  ladies  seated  are. 

iBdiffrent  sabjects  first  they  choose, 
And  talk  of  weatber  and  the  news. 
That  done,  tbey  sit  upon  the  state. 
And  snari  at  the  decrees  of  Fate, 
UnrectiTes  agalDst  Joye  are  hurl'd. 
And  tbey  alone  ahould  mle  the  world. 

Dali  politics  at  leng;th  they  quit. 
And  by  iH-nature  show  tbetr  wit; 
For  band  in  band,  too  well  we  know, 
Tbese  iDtiiiiates  are  said  to  go, 
Jto  that  where  eitber  doth  preside 
T<|Cber's  eziatenoe  is  implied. 
Tbe  man  of  wit,  ao  men  decree, 
Mwt  without  doubt  in-iiatnr*d  be; 
Aod  the  iII-oatiii*d  acarce  fbrgets 
To  laak  himaelf  among  the  wits. 

Malicioos  YenoSy  who  by  rotę 
Had  ev>ry  little  anecdote. 
And  most  mniutely  coald  adyance 
Eacb  tnteresting  circmnstance,    ' 
Whicfa  mito  all  iotiignes  related^ 
Sace  Jupiter  the  worM  created, 
JKsplay^  ber  eloąnence  with  prid^ 
Hinted,  obaenTd,  enlai^d,  applied; 
Asd  not  tbe  reader  to  detain 
Witfa  things  impertiDent  and  Yain, 
8he  (fid,  as  ladies  do  on  Earth 
Wbo  cannot  bęar  a  rirafs  worth, 
bi  foch  a  way  eacb  tale  rehearse 
As  good  oMide  bad,  and  bad  madę  worse : 

Cneilia  too«  with  saint-like  air, 
Satlately  come  from  erening  pray'r, 
Wbo  knew  ber  daty,  as  a  saint, 
Always  to  pray,  and  not  to  faint, 
Aad,  rain  or  sbine,  ber  charch  ne*er  mist, 
Pfude,  deyotee,  taad  methodist, 
With  eqiial  zeal  tbe  cause  promoted, 
Misoonstra*d  things,  and  words  misąuoted, 
Misrepresented,  misapplied. 
And,  Ittspiration  being  ber  guide, 
Tbe  very  beart  of  man  dissected, 
Aod  to  his  principłes  objected. 
Thns,  amongst  us,  tbe  sanctified, 
la  all  tbe  spiritoals  of  pride, 
Whose  bomest  consci^ces  ne'er  rested, 
Tm,  of,  camalities  divested, 
Tbey  knew  and  felt  themselves  t*inherit 
A  double  portion  of  the  spirit: 
Wbo  from  one  church  to  fother  roam, 
Whilflt  their  poor  children  stanre  at  borne, 
Coosi^ring  they  may  clum  the  care 
Of  PTovidenoe,  who  sent  tbem  there^ 
And  tberefoce  certainly  is  tied 
To  see  thetr  every  want  supplied; 
Who  nuto  preacbers  give  away, 
That  wfaicb  their  cre&ors  thcmld  pay» 


And  hołd  that  chosen  ressds  most 

Be  generous  before  they're  just,' 

And  that  their  charity  this  way 

Shall  bind  o^ei*  Heayen  their  debts  to  pay, 

And  8erve  their  temp^ral  tum,  no  doubt, 

Better  tban  if  they^d  put  it  out, 

Whilst  nought  hereailer  can  prerent 

Their  surę  rewaTti  of  cent  per  cent; 

Wbo  bonest  labour  scom,  and  say 

Nooe  need  to  work  who  lo^e  to  pray, 

For  Heav*n  wiii  satisfy  their  crayings. 

By  sending  of  Elijah's  rayens, 

Or  rain'down»  whert  their  spirits  fail, 

A  dish  of  maana,  or  a  quail; 

Who  Arom  MoorAelds  to  Tottenham  Court 

In  fbrious  fits  of  zeal  resort, 

Praiite  wbat  they  do  not  understand. 

Tura  np  tbe  eye,  stretch  ont  the  band, 

Melt  into  tears,  whilst blows 

The  twang  of  nonsense  through  his  nose, 
Or  — —  deals  in  speculation, 
Or  — — —  hums  his  coogregation, 

Or taiks  with  the  lord  of  bosts, 

■  with  pillikrs  and  with  posts; 

Who  strictiy  watch,  lest  Satan  shou*d, 
Roaring  like  lion  for  his  food, 
Ensnare  their  feet  his  fiibtl  trap  in. 
And  their  poor  soals  be  taken  napping; 
Who  stricUy  fiist,  because  they  flnd, 
The  flesh  still  wars  acainst  the  mind. 
And  ilesh  of  saiots,  like  sinner^s,  must 
Be  mortified,  to  keep  down  Inst; 
Who  fbur  times  in  the  year  at  least, 
Join  feast  of  loye  to  loye  of  feast, 
Which,  thouf  h  the  profligate  and  yaitt 
In  tenns  of  bjasphemy  prophaae, 
Yet  all  the  ceremony  here  is 
Pure  as  the  mysteries  of  Ceres; 
Who,  6od's  elect,  with  triumph  feel 
Within  tbemsdyes  Salvation's  seal. 
And  will  not,  must  not,  dare  not  donbt, 
That  Heay'n  itselTcant  biot  it  out; 
After  they'ye  done  their  holy  labours. 
Return  to  scanUalize  their  neighbours, 
Aod  thtnk  they  cant  serye  Heayen  «o  well, 
As  with  its  creatures  filling  Heli: 
So  that,  inflam'd  with  holy  pride, 
They  saye  themselyes,  damn  all  beside. 
For  persons,  who  pretend  to  feel 
The  glowiogs  of  uncommon  zeal, 
Wbo  others  scom,  and  seem  to  be 
Righteous  in  yery  great  dęgree. 
Do,  'boye  all  others,  take  delight 
To  yent  their  spleen  in  tales  of  spite. 
And  think  they  raise  their  own  renown 
By  poiling  of  a  neigfabour*8  down; 
Still  lying  on  with  most  sucoess, 
Because  they  charity  ptofess, 
Atad  make  tbe  outside  of  retigioa, 
like  Mahomefs  inspirtng  pigeon, 
To  all  their  iurgeries  gain  ciedtt, 

'Tis  enougb  surę  that said  it. 

'*  But  what  can  all  this  ramhitng  meao? 
Was  eyer  soch  an  hódge-podge  seen? 
Yenus,  Ciedlia,  saints  and  whores, 
Thomas,  Yertfi,  bells,  knockers,  doors, 
Lords,  rogues,  relations,  ladies,  cits, 
Sfars,  flambeauK,  tbnnderbolts,  homs,  wits, 
Yulcan,  and  cuckold^maker,  scandal^ 
Musie,  and  footmen,  ear  of  Handsi, 
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Weatber,  news,  enTy»  politict; 
Intńgues,  and  women*8  thousand  tncki, 
Prudes,  methodists,  and  deyotees, 
Fastings,  feasts,  pray^rs,  and  cbarities. 
Ceres,  with  ber  mysterious  train, 

Flesb,  spirit,  love,  hate^and  religion, 
A  quaił,  a  raven»  and  a  pigreon, 
AU  Jumbled  up  in  one  large  disb, 
Red-berring,  biead,  fowl,  flesb,  aud  fisb. 

'*  Where's  tbe  connection,  wherc'8  tbe  plan  ? 
Tlie  devil  surę  is  in  tbe  man. 
AU  in  an  instant  we  are  hurlM 
From  place  to  place  all  round  tbe  woild, 
Yet  fiud  BO  reaaon  for  ii" — Mum — 
Tbcre,  my  good  critic,  lies  tbe  bum— * 
**  Weil,  but  metbinks,  it  would  avail 
To  know  the  end  of  tbis*'— A  Taia. 


SBAKSPEARE; 
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Tramkb  to  mucb  iadustry  and  pains. 
Much  bK-isting  of  the  wit  and  brałns, 
Translation  bas  nnIock*d  tbe  storę, 
And  spread  abroad  tbe  Orecian  lora, 
Wbile  Sophocles  his  scenee  are  g>own 
£'en  as  famiłiar  as  our  own. 

No  morę  shaU  Taste  presume  to  tpeak 
From  its  enclosures  in  the  Oreek^ 
But,  all  its  fences  broken  down, 
Lie  at  tbe  mercy  of  the  towu.  , 

Critic,  1  baar  thy  torrent  ragę, 
«  Tis  t  aspbemy  against  tbat  stage, 
Wbich  £ichylu8  bis  warmth  design*d, 
Euripides  his  taste  refinM, 
And  Sophocles  bis  last  direction 
StampM  witb  the  signet  of  perfectton.*' 

Perfection!  tis  a  word  ideał, 
Tbat  bears  about  it  notbing  real: 
For  esoellence  wasneyer  hit  '« 

In  the  first  essays  of  man'8  wit. 
ShaU  ancieat  wokib,  or  ancient  fiune 
Preclude  the  modems  from  their  claim  ? 
Must  they  be  blockheads,  ck)lts,  aąd  fools, 
Who  write  not  up  to  Grecian  rules? 
Wbo  tread  in  buskins  or  in  socks.         ^ 
Must  tbey  be  dąmu*d  as  heterodoz, 
Nor  mcrit  of  good  works  prevail, 
ExcepŁ  within  theclassic  pale? 
'Tis  stuff  tbat  bears  tbe  name  of  knowlędge, 
Not  current  batf  a  mile  irom  college: 
Where  half  their  lectores  yield  no  morę 
(Besure  1  spcak  of  times  of  yore) 
Than  just  a  niggard  iigfat,  to  niark 
How  much  we  all  are  i  o  the  dark : 
As  rusblights  in  a  spacious  room, 
Just  bum  enough  to  form  a  gloom. 

Wbeii  Shakspeare  leads  the  mind  a  danoe, 
From'  France  to  En^land,  heuće  to  France, 
Talk  not  to  me  of  time  and  place; 
1  own  i'm  happy  in  the  chase. 
Whether  the  drama^s  here  or  there, 
*T  is  Naturę^  Shakspeare,  every  where. 
The  poet's  fancy  can  create, 
Contract,  enlarge,  annihilate, 
Bring  past  and  preaent  close  together, 
hi  spite  of  distaace,  aeas,  or  weather; 


And  sbut  np  in  m  nngle  actiou 

What  cost  whole  years  in  its  transaclioB. 

So,  ladies  at  a  play,  or  rout, 

Can  flirt  the  uuryerse  about, 

Whose  geographical  aocoant 

Is  drawn  and  pictured  on  tbe  mount: 

Yet,  when  tbey  pleasen,  contract  the  plan^ 

And  sbut  the  worid  up  in  a  fan. 

True  genius,  like  Armida's  wand, 
Can  raise  the  spdng  finom  barren  land. 
WhUe  all  the  art  of  imitation, 
Is  pilTring  from  the  first  creation ; 
Transphinting  flowers,  with  useless  toil^ 
Wbich  wither  in  a  foreign  soil. 
As  conscience  odeń  sets  us  right 
By  its  interior  active  li^t, 
Wlthout  th*  assistance  of  the  Imws 
To  combat  in  the. morał  cause^ 
So  genius,  of  itself  disoeming, 
Without  the  mystic  rules  of  leamiag, 
Can,  from  its  present  intuition, 
JStrike  at  the  truth  of  oomposition. 

Yet  those  wbo  bre^he  the  classic  rdn^ 
Enlisted  in  the  mimie  train, 
Who  ride  their  steed  with  double  bit, 
Ne*er  run  away  with  by  their  wit, 
Delighted  with  the  pomp  of  niles, 
Tbe  specious  pedantry  of  schools, 
(Wbich  rules,  like  cnitches,  ne^er  bocame 
Of  any  use  but  to  the  lamę) 
Pursue  the  methpd  set  before  'em; 
Talk  much  of  order,  and  decorum, 
Of  probability  of  fiction, 
Of  manners,  omaments,  and  diction, 
And  witb  a  jargon  of  Bard  names, 
(A  privilege  wbich  duluess  daims. 
And  merely  U8*d  by  way  of  fence, 
To  keep  out  plain  and  common  sense) 
ExtoI  the  wit  of  ancient  days. 
The  simpie  fabric  of  their  plays; 
Then  from  the  fable,  all  so  chaste, 
Trick^d  up  in  ancient-modem  taste, 
£k)  mighty  gentle  all  tbe  wbile, 
In  such  a  sweet  descMptire  style, 
Wbile  chorus  marks  the  serrile  modę 
With  fine  reflection,  in  an  ode, 
Present  you  with  a  perfect  piece, 
Form'd  on  the  model  of  ołd  Greece. 

Come,  pr^hee  critic,  set  before  us, 
Tbe  use  aud  office  of  a  Chorus. 
What!  silent!  why  theh,  PU  produce 
Its  senrioes  from  ancient  use. 

'T  is  to  be  ever  on  the  stage, 
Attendants  upon  grief  or  ragę; 
To  be  an  arrant  go-between, 
Chief-mourner  at  each  dismal  scenę; 
Showing  its  sorrow,  or  delight. 
By  shifting  dances,  left  and  right. 
Not  much  unlike  our  modem  notions. 
Adagio  or  allegro  motions; 
To  watch  upon  the  deep  distrcss. 
And  pUints  of  royai  \vretchednes8; 
And  when,  with  tears  and  execration, 
They've  ponr'd  out  all  their  lamentation. 
And  wept  whole  cataracts  from  their  eyes. 
To  cali  on  rivers  for  sapplies, 
«And  with  their  Hais,  and  Hees,  and  Hoes, 
To  make  a  sympbony  of  woes. 

Doubtless  the  ancients  want  the  ait 
To  strike  at  oaoe  iipon  ttie  healt : 
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Or  vbf  tbeir  prologues  of  a  mile 
In  simple-— cali  it^humble  style, 
In  nnimpasskm^l  phiase  to  ny, 
"  'fon  tbe  begioning  of  tbis  play, 
I,  bapless  Polydore,  was  found 
Ky  fisbenneo,  or  others,  drown*d  !*» 
Or  "  I,  a  gentleman,  did  wed, 
Tbe  lady  1  wott*d  nerer  bed, 
Great  Agamemnoił's  royal  daagbter, 
Wb6>«  coming  hitber  to  draw  water.** 

Or  need  tbe  Chonis  to  rereal 
Reilections,  which  tbe  audience  feel; 
And  jog  them,  lest  attention  sink. 
To  tell  tbein  bow  and  what  to  think  ? 

Oh,  wbere*s  tbe  bard,  who  at  one  v\ew 
Coald  look  tbe  wbole  creation  tbrougb, 
Wbo  tfaven'd  all  the  haman  heart, 
Witfaout  recoune  to  Grecian  art? 
He  Korn^d  tbe  modes  of  imitatioo, 
Of  altering.  pilfering,  and  tranelation. 
Nor  paiated  boirour,  gritf,  or  ragę, 
Fram  models  of  a  former  age ; 
Tbe  brigbt  origiiml  be  took,  * 
And  tore  tbe  Icaf  from  Nature>s  book. 
Tis  Sbakspeare,  thus,  who  stands  alone— 
—Bot  why  repeat  what  yon  have  shown  ? 
How  tnie,  how  perfect,  and  how  well, 
The  feelings  of  onr  bearts  must  tdl. 
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Iv  at  a  tavem,  where  yoa'd  wieh  to  dine, 
They  cheat  your  palate  with  adultemte  winę, 
Woold  you,  resolye  me,  critics,  for  yoa  can, 
Seod  for  tbe  master  up,  or  chide  tbe  man  ? 
Hie  man  no  doubt  a  koarish  basiness  drives. 
Bot  tell  me  wliat*t  tbe  master  wbo  connires? 
Hence  you*!!  infer,  and  rare  the  doctrine'8  tnie, 
Whidi  taya,  '*  No  qoarter  to  a  fotd  reriew." 
It  matters  not  who  yends  the  nanseous  slop, 
Master  or  'prentice ;  we  detest  tbe  shop. 

Critics  of  oM,  a  manly  liberał  raoe, 
Approv'd  or  censur'd  with  an  op^  fi»ce: 
BoMly  pursn^d  the  fnse  decisive  task. 
Nor  stabb^d,  conceal*d  beneath  a  ruffian*8  mask. 
To  works,  not  men;  with  honest  warmth,  seyere, 
Tb*  impartial  jndgcs  Iaugh'd  at  hope  or  fear: 
Tbeirs  was  the  noble  skill,  with  gen*rous  aim. 
To  fan  troe  genius  to  an  active  flame ; 
Tobńng  forth  merit  in  its  strongest  light, 
Or  damn  tbe  blockhead  to  his  native  nigbt. 
But,  as  all  staies  are  subject  to  decay, 
The  itate  of  letters  too  will  melt  away, 
Staiit  with  the  harlot  charms  of  trilling  'sound, 
Softness  now  wantons  e'en  on  Roman  ground; 
Where  Thcbans,  Spartans,  sought  their  honour'd 

RraTes, 
BehfU  a  weak  enenrate  raoe  of  8laves. 
In  dassic  lorę,  deep  science,  language  dead, 
IWigh  modem  witlings  are  but  scantly  read, 
Profesiors*  foli  not^^who  will  londly  bawi 
la  praisc  of  either,  vritb  tbe  want  of  all : 

'  The  anthor  takes  this  opportunity,  notwith- 
tlaoding  all  insinuations  to  the  contrary,  to  de> 
dare,  Uiat  he  bas  no  partićular  aim  at  a  gentle- 
Baa,  whose  abillty  ha  aufteiently  acknowledges. 


HailM  mighty  critics  to  this  present  honr. 

— The  tribune's  name  surviT'd  the  tribane's  pow^r. 

Now  quack  and  critic  differ  but  in  name, 
Empirics  frontless  both,  tbe^  mean  the  same; 
This  raw  in  physic,  that  in  letters  fresh, 
Both  spring,  like  warts,  excreacence  from  the 

flesh: 
Half  form'd,  half  bred  in  prioters*  hireling  schools, 
For  ail  proiess^ons  hare  their  rogues  and  fools,* 
Tboogh  the  pert  witling,  or  the  coward  knare, 
Casts  no  reflection  on  the  wise  or  brave. 

Yet,  in  these  leaden  times,  tbis  idle  age, 
When,  blind  with  duiness,  or  as  blind  witfi  ragę, 
Author  'gainst  author  raifs  with  renom  curst. 
And  happy  he  who  calls  out  '*  blockhead^'  first; 
From  the  Iow  Eartb  aspiring  genius  springs. 
And  sails  triomphant,  bom  on  eagle  wings. 
No  tóothless  spleen,  no  renom^d  critic*s  aim, 
Shall  rob  tbee,  Churchill,  of  thy  proper  famę; 
While  hitch'd  for  ever  in  thy  nenrous  rh3rme, 
Fool  liyes,  and  shines  out  fool  to  latest  ttme. 

Pity  perbaps  might  wibh  a  harmless  fool 
To  scape  th*  observance  of  the  critic  scbool ; 
But  if  Iow  Malice,  lcagu*d  with  FoIly,ri8e, 
Arm'd  with  invectives,  and  hedg*d  round  with  lies  ; 
Should  wakeful  Duiness,  if  sbe  erer  wake, 
Write  sleepy  nonseose  but  for  WTiting*s  sake. 
And,  stung  with  ragę,  and  piously  severe, 
Wish  bitter  comforts  to  your  dying  ear ; 
If  some  smali  wit,  some  słlk-lin'd  Terseman,  rakes. 
For  quaint  reflections,  in  the  putrid  jakes, 
Talents  usurp*d  demand  a  censor^s  ragę, 
A  dunce  is  dunce  proscrib^d  in  ev'ry  age. 

Courtier,  physician,  lawyer,  parson,  cit, 
\11,  all  are  ohjects  of  theatric  wit. 
Are  ye  then,  actors,  prłvileg*d  alone, 
To  make  that  weapon,  ridicnle,  your  oalu  } 
Professions  bleed  not  from  his  jost  attack, 
Who  laugbs  at  pedant,  coxcomb,  knave,  or  ąnack; 
Fools  on  and  off  the  stage  are  fools  tbe  same. 
And  erery  dnnce  is  satire^s  lawfhl  gamę.    [room; 
Freeły  yoa  thought,  where  thought  has  freest 
Why  then  apologise?  for  what?  to  whom? 

Though  Oray's-Inn  wita  with  author  sąnires 
unitę. 
And  self-made  giants  club  their  laboor^d  mite, 
Though  pointless  satire  make  its  weak  escape, 
In  the  doli  babble  of  a  mimie  ape, 
Boldly  pnrsue  where  genius  points  the  way. 
Nor  heed  what  monthly  puny  critics  say. 
Firm  in  tbyself,  with  calm  indifference  smile, 
When  the  wise  Tet'ran  kńows  you  by  your  style, 
With  critic  sscalcA  weini^hs  out  tbe  partial  wit, 
What  I,  or  you,  or  he,  or  no  one  writ; 
Denying  tbee  fhy  just  and  proper  worth, 
But  to  give  Fal8ho:jd'8  spurioos  issue  birtb;         * 
And  all  self-wiird  with  ławless  hand  to  raisa 
Malictous  Slander  on  the  base  of  Praise. 

'  Dis^race  etcrnal  wait  the  wretoh^s  name 
Who  iive8  on  credit  of  a  born>w*d  fome; 
Wbo  wears  the  trappinpcs  of  another*s  wit, 
Or  ihtbers  bantlipA^s  which  he  could  not  get! 
But  shrewd  Susplcion  with  ber  sąutnting  eye^ 
To  truth  declar*d,  prefers  a  whi8per*d  lie.' 
With  greedy  mind  the  profferM  tale  belifeves, 
Relatcs  ber  wiabe;,  and  with  joy  deceives. 

The  world,  a  )»ompous  name,  by  custom  due 
To  the  smali  cśrclc  c^a  talking  few, 
With  heart-felt  glee  th'  injarious  tale  repeafct. 
And  senUs  the  whisperbttssingthroagb  tiio  ttreat^ 
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The  prode  demun,  witfa  sober  ttint*Uke  air, 
Pities  ber  neigbbour,  for  she*8  wondrous  hiu 
And  when  temptations  lie  befoie  our  feet, 
Beauty  U  frail^  and  females  indiscreet: 
She  hopes  ibe  nymph  will  every  danger  sbun, 
Yct  prays  devout]y  that  the  de«d  were  done. 
Mean  time  siU  watcbing  for  the  daily  Iie» 
As  upiders  lurk  to  catcb  a  single  fly. 

Yet  is  oot  scandal  to  one  aex  confin*d, 
Though  men  would  fix  it  on  the  weaker  kind. 
Yet,  this  great  lord,  creation*8  maiiter,  man," 
Will  yęnt  his  malioe  wbere  the  blockbead  can, 
Imputing  crimes,  of  «rbich  e'en  thought  is  free. 
For  instance  now,  your  Rosciad,  all  to  me. 
If  partial  friendship,  in  thy  steriing  lays, 
GrowB  all  too  wanton  in  anotlier^B  piaise,  [known, 
Critics,  who  jiMige    by  ways   themselves    have 
Shall.swear  the  praise,  the  poem  is  my  own; 
For  ^tis  the  method  in  tbese  learaed  days 
For  wits  to  scribble  first,  and  after  praise. 
Critics  and  Co.  thns  Yend  their  wretched  stuff. 
And  help  out  nonsense  by  a  montbiy  puff, 
£xalt  to  giant  forms  weak  puny  elves> 
And  descant  sweetly  on  their  own  dear  seWes; 
For  Works  per  month  by  Learning'8  midwives  paid, 
Demand  a  pufiing  in  the  way  of  trade. 

Resenr*d  and  cautious,  with  no  partial  aim 
My  Muse  e^er  sought  to  blast  anotber'8  fiune. 
With  willing  band  oonld  twine  a  riTaPs  baySf 
Froci  candonr  silent  wbere  she  could  not  praise: 
But  if  vile  rancour,  from  (no  matter  who) 
Actor,  or  mimie,  printer,  or  reriew; 
UeSyOft  o*erthrown,.with  ceaseless  vettom  spread, 
Still  hiss  out  scandal  from  their  hydra  bead; 
If  the  duli  malice  boldly  walk  the  town, 
Patienoe  herself  would  wrinkle  to  a  frown* 
Come  then  with  jastice  draw  the  ready  pen, 
Give  me  the  works,  1  woukl  not  know  the  men : 
AU  in  their  turns  migbt  make  reprisals  too, 
Had  all  the  patience  but  to  read  them  through. 
Come,  to  the  utmost,  probe  the  desperate^wound. 
Nor  spare  the  kuife  wbere^er  infection*s  found! 

But,  Prudence,  Churchill,  or  ber  sister,  Fear, 
Wbispcrs  "  forb^rance"  to  my  frif  ht*ned  ear. 
Oh  !  tben  with  me  forsake  the  thomy  road, 
Lest  we  sbonld  flounder  in  some  FieetKlitch  Ode, 
•  And  sunk  for  ev^  in  the  iazy  flood 
Weep  with  the  Naiads  heavy  drops  of  mud. 

Hail  mighty  Ode !  which  like  a  picture-frame, 
Hoids  any  portrait,  and  with  any  name; 
Or,  like  your  nitches,  planted  thick  and  thia. 
Will  senre  to  cram  the  random  bero  in. 
Hail  mighty  bard  too-^whatso^er  thy  name, 

*  or  Durfy,  for  it's  all  the  same. 
To  brotber  bards  sball  equal  praise  belong. 
For  wit,  for  genius,  oomedy  and  song? 
Ko  coBtiTe  muse  is  thine,  which  freely  rakes 
With  ease  fomiliar  in  the  well-known  jakes. 
Happy  in  skill  to  souse  through  foul  and  tur. 
And  toss  the  dung  out  with  a  lordly  air.  # 

So  bave  I  seen,  amidst  the  grinning  throng, 
The  sledge  procession  slowly  dragg^d  along. 
Wliere  the  mock  fornale  shrew  and  hen-peckM  małe 
S<.*oop'd  rich  contents  foom  ^ithef  copious  pail, 
CaU'd  bursts  of  lafighter  linom  the  roaring  rout, 
Anddash*d  and  splasb*d  the  filthy  grains  about. 


i  Murpby,  who  long  waged  uneąual  war  witb 
ChiMTCbiU,  Lloyd,  and  Ca.     C. 


Suit  then,  my  friend,  the  Muaes'  lorM  ąbode» 
Alas !  tfaey  lead  not  to  prefermenfs  road. 
Be  solemn,  sad,  pat  on  the  priestly  frown, 
Be  duli !  tis  sacred,  and  becomes  the  gown. 
Leave  wit  to  others,  do  a  Christian  deed,      [need. 
Your  foes  shall  thank  you,  for  they  know  their 

Broad  is  the  path  by  leaming*s  sons  po6sea8'd, 
A  thousand  modem  wits  migbt  walk  abreast, 
Did  not  each  poet  moum  his  lockless  doom, 
Jostled  by  pedants  out  of  elbow  room. 
I,  who  nor  court  their  )ove,  nor  fear  their  bate, 
Must  moum  in  silence  o'er  the  Muae's  fote. 
No  rigfat  of  commonnow  on  Pindus'  bill, 
While all  our  tenures  are  by  critics'  will; 
Where,  watchftd  guardians  of  the  lady  Miise, 
Dwell  moostrous  giants,  dreadfol  tali  Reriews, 
Who,  as  we  read  in  fom'd  romance  of  yore, 
Sound  but  a  hora,  press  forward  to  the  door: 
But  let  some  chief,  some  bold  adTent*rous  knight, 
Proyoke  thesechampioos  to  an  equal  fight, 
Straightinto  air  to  spaceless  nothing  fali 
The  caitle,  lions,  giants,  dwarf  and  all. 

III  it  befits  with  undisceraing  ragę. 
To  censure  giants  in  this  polishM  age. 
No  lack  of  genius  stains  these  bappy  times. 
No  want  of  learniog,  and  no  dearth  of  rhymea. 
The  see-saw  Muse  that  flows  by  measar*d  lawa, 
In  tunefol  numbers,  and  afibcted  pause, 
With  sound  alone,  80und*s  happy  rirtue  Iraogbt, 
Which  hates  the  trouUe  and  ezpense  of  tboaght, 
Once,  every  moon  throughout  the  circling  year, 
With  even  cadence  charms  the  critic  ear. 
While,  dire  promoter  of  poetic  sin, 
A  Magazine  must  band  the  lady  in.  [wdl, 

How  moderna  write,  how  ncrrous,  stroag  aod 
The  Anti-Ro8ciad>s  decent  Muse  does  tell: 
Who,  a^bile  she  strifes  to  cleanse  each  actor  hurty 
Daubs  with  ber  pmisei,  and  rabs  him  into  dirt. 

Surę  nerer  yet  was  happy  era  known 
So  gay,  so  wise,  so  tastefol  as  our  own. 
Our  curious  histories  rise  at  once  complete, 
Yet  still  co'ntinued,  as  they*re  paid,  per  sheeL 

See  every  science  which  the  world  would  know, 
Your  magazines  shall  erery  month  bestow, 
Wbose  Tery  titles  fili  the  mind  with  awe. 
Imperia],  Christian,  Royal,  British,  Ław; 
Their  rich  contents  will  erery  reader  fit, 
Statesman,  divine,  philoiopher,  and  wit; 
Compendious  icbemes!  which  teach  all  tbiogs  at 
And  make  a  pedant  cozcomb  of  a  dunce.     [ooce^  - 

But  let  not  anger  with  luch  frenzy  grow, 
Drawcaosir  like,  to  strike  down  friend  and  foe. 
To  real  worth  be  homage  duły  paid. 
But  no  allowance  to  the  paltry  trade. 
My  friends  1  name  not  (though  I  boast  a  few. 
To  mer  an  honoor,  and  to  letters  too)  Ipom,' 

Fain  would  I  praise,  but,  when  soch  thinga  op- 
My  praise  of  course  must  make  them  «i— *8  foM. 

If  manly  Johnson,  with  sat3nrłc  raga, 
Lash  the  duli  follies  of  a  trifling  age, 
If  his  strong  Muse  with  genuine  strength  aapire, 
Olows  not  the  reader  with  the  poet's  fire? 
His  the  tnie  fire,  where  creep  the  witling  hy 
To  warm  themsdres,  and  light  their  niablightaby. 
What  Muse  like  Gray's  shall  pleasing  pensira 
AttemperM  sweetly  to  the  nistic  woe?  [Aow 

Or  who  like  him  shall  sweep  the  Theban  lyre,  ' 
And,  as  his  master,  pour  forth  thonghts  of  ftre? 
£*en  now  to  gnard  afllicted  Leaming*s  canse. 
To  judge  by  rea80Q*s  rulca,  and  Nattti«*s  laws. 
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BoMt  wetrue  critics  in  their  proper  right, 
While  Lowth  and   Learoing,    Hurd    and  Tarte 
miite. 
Hail  ncnd  names!— Oh    gnard  the  Muse*8 


SsTe  joor  lov*d  mistress  from  a  ruffian*iirage; 
See  how  she  gasps  and  struggles  hard  for  life, 
Her  woaods  all  bleeding  from  the  butcher^s  knife: 
Critics,  like  mi^eons,  blest  with  curioas  art, 
Sbottld  mark  each  paasage  to  the  haman  beart. 
Bot  not,  unakilful,  yet  with  lordly  air, 
Bead  snrgeon's  lectares  whiJe  tbey  ecalp  aod  tear. 

To  namet  like  tfaese  I  pay  the  hearty  vow, 
Pioud  of  tbeir  worth,  and  not  asham^d  ,Ło  bow. 
Tb  tfaeM  inscribe  my  rude,  but  honest  lays, 
And  fieel  tbe  pleasures  x>f  my  conscious  praise : 
Not  tfaat  I  mean  to  court  each  łetter*d  name. 
And  pooriy  glimmer  from  ruflected  famę, 
But  tfaat  the  Muse,  who  owns  no  senriłe  fear, 
I«  prood  to  pay  ber  willing  tribute  here. 
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AfiAiM  I  urge  my  old  objection, 
Tfaat  modem  niles  obstract  peifection, 
Aad  tfae  seTerity  of  taste 
Has  laid  the  walk  of  genius  waste. 
Fancyt  a  flight  we  deal  no  mure  in, 
Onr  authors  creep  instead  of  aoaring. 
And  all  tfae  braTe  imagination 
Ii  dvtndled  into  declamatjon. 

Bat  still  yoa  ery  in  suber  stfdnesa, 
'*  Tbere  is  discretion  e'en  in  madness.'* 
A  płthy  aentence,  which  wants  credit! 
Becaose  1  find  a  poet  aaid  it: 
Thdr  TerdłCt  makes  bat  smali  impression, 
Who  are  known  liars  by  profession. 
Rise  what  exalted  flights  it  will, 
Tme  geniua  will  be  genius  still ; 
Aad  say,  tfaat  borse  would  youprefery 
Which  wanta  a  bńdle  or  a  spur? 
The  mettled  stred  may  lose  his  tricks ; 
The  jadę  grows^allous  to  your  kicks. 

Had  Shakspeare  crept  by  modern  rules, 
WeM  loat  his  witches,  foiries,  fools : 
Instead  of  dl  tfaat  wild  creation, 
HeNl  fonn*d  a  regular  plantation, 
A  garden  trim,  and  all  enclos^d, 
In  nicest  symmetry  dispos'd, 
The  faedges  cnt  in  proper  order. 
Nor  e^en  a  brancb  beyond  the  border : 
Now  like  a  forest  be  appeara, 
The  growŁb  of  twice  three  hundred  years; 
Where  many  a  tree  aspiring  shroods 
Its  airy  sooimits  in  the  clouds, 
Wfaile  roond  its  root  still  love  to  twine 
The  iTy  or  wfld  egiantine. 

*  But  Sfaakspeare'8  all  creatire  fi&ncy 
Madę  others  love  extravagancy ; 
Whiie  ctoudp-capt  nonsense  wa3  their  aim* 
like  Har1otfansmbo*s  mad  lord  Flame." 
TniP— wfao  can  stop  duli  imitators  ? 
Tboae  yoonger  brothers  of  translators, 
Those  insects,  whłcfa  from  genias  rise^ 
And  buzz  abont,  in  swarms  like  flies? 
Fashion,  tfaat  seta  tfae  modes  of  dress, 
Sheds  too  faer  inBuaaoe  o^ęr  tfae  press: 


As  formerly  tfae  sona  of  rfayme 
Sought  Shakspeare's  ihncy  and  snblime; 
By  cool  correctness  now  they  hope 
To  emulate  the  praise  of  Pope. 
Bat  Pope  and  Shaksi  eare  both  disclaini 
Tbese  Iow  retainers  to  their  famo. 

What  task  can  Dalness  e^er  effect 
So  easy ,  as  to  write  correct  f 
Poets,  »tis  said,  are  surę  to  Split 
By  too  much  or  too  little  wit; 
8o>  to  avoid  th*  extremes  of  eitfaer, 
They  miss  their  mark  and  follow  neither; 
They  so  exactly  poise  the  scalę 
Tfaat  neither  oneasure  will  prevai], 
And  mediocrity  tbe  Muse 
Did  never  in  her  sons  exca9e. 
Tis  true,  their  tawdry  works  are  grac*d 
With  all  the  ćfaarms  of  modern  taste, 
And  every  senseless  linę  is  drest 
In  quaint  £xpre{«ion's  tinsel  rest. 
Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 
A  monsieur-barber  in  the  street, 
Wbose  ruffle,  as  it  lank  depends. 
And  dangles  o*er  his  fingers*  ends. 
His  o]ive-taiin'd  complexion  graces 
With  little  dabs  of  Dresden  laces, 
While  for  the  body  monsieur  Puff, 
Would  think  e*en  dowlas  fine  enough } 
So  fares  it  with  our  men  of  rhymes. 
Sweet  tinklers  of  poetic  chimef. 
For  lace,  and  fnnge,  and  tawdry  clothes. 
Surę  nerer  yet  were  greater  beaux ; 
But  iaiiiy  strip  them  to  the  shirt, 
They*re  aU  madę  up  of  rags  and  dirt. 

And  shall  these  wretches  bards  commence, 
Without  or  spińt,  taste,  or  sense  ? 
And  when  they  bring  no  other  treasure, 
Shall  I  admire  them  for  their  measure? 
Or  do  I  scorri  the  critic's  niles 
Because  I  will  not  leam  of  fools? 
Althoogh  Longinus*  foll«mouth'd  prose 
With  all  the  force  of  genias  glows; 
Though  Dionysius'  leamed  taste 
Is  ever  manly,  just,  and  chaste, 
Who,  like  a  skilful  wise  physician, 
Dissects  each  part  of  composition. 
And  shows  how  beauty  stnkes  the  sou] 
From  a  just  compact  of  the  whołc ; 
Though  Judgment,  in  Suintiiruin*s  page, 
Holds  forth  her  lamp  for  ev*ry  age; 
Yet  hypercritics  I  disdain, 
A  race  of  blockheads  duli  and  Tain, 
And  laugh  at  all  those  empty  fools, 
Who  cramp  a  genius  with  duli  rales. 
And  what  their  narrow  science  mocks 
Damn  with  the  name  of  het'rodox. 
.  These  botchers  of  a  poeVi  famę, 
While  they  usurp  the  critic*s  name, 
Cry— "  This  is  taste— thafs  my  opinion." 
And  poets  dread  their  mork  dominion. 

So  have  you  seen  with  dire  afiright, 
The  petty  monarch  of  the  night^  * 
Seated  aloft  in  elbow  chair, 
Command  the  prisoners  to  appear, 
Harangue  an  hour  on  watchmen's  praise', 
And  on  the  dire  effect  of  firays; 
Then  ery,  «  Yoall  sufTer  for  yonr  darihg. 
And  d— II  yx)u,  you  shall  pay  for  swearing.*' 
Then  tuming,  tell  th*  astonish^d  ring, 
"  I  sit  to  represent  tfaa  king.*' 
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EPTSTLE  TO  THE  SAME.    1757. 

Has  my  good  damę  a  wicked  ohild? 
Ił  takes  Ibe  gentle^name  of  wild ; 
If  cbcsts  fae  breaks,  if  locks  be  picks, 
'Tis  nothing  morethan  usefal  tricks: 
The  inother's  fbndncs.«  stamps  it  meiit, 
For  vices  are  a  sign  of  spiiit. 

Say,  do  tbe  neighbours  think  the  same 
With  tbe  good  old  iodalgent  damę? 
Cries  gossip  Prate,  **1  beat  with  grief 
My  n^łgbbour'8  son's  an  arrant  thief. 
Nay,  could  ycu  think  it,  I  am  told, 
Ile  stole  iive  guineas,  all  in  gold. 
Yoa  know  tbe  youth  was  always  wild— 
He  got  his  father's  maid  with  child; 
And  robb'd  his  master,  to  defray 
The  mouey  be  bad  lost  al  play. 
All  means  to  sare  him  must  now  iail. 
What  can  it  end  in  ?— In  a  jail.** 
'  Uowe^er  the  damę  doats  o^er  ber  yoath, 
ISy  gossip  says  the  yery  truth. 

Bat  as  his  yiccs  loTe  would  hide, 
Or  torturę  them  to  Tirti2e's  side, 
So  fnendship'8  glass  deceives  tbe  eye, 
(A  głass  too  apt  to  magnify) 
And  makes  you  tliink  at  least  you  see 
Some  spark  of  genius,  e^en  in  me. 
You  say  I  shouM  get  famę :  1  doubt  it: 
Perhaps  I  am  as  well  without  it. 
For  wbafs  tbe  worth  of  empty  praisc  ? 
Włiat  poct  cvcr  din'd  on  bays? 
For  though  the  laurel,  rarest  wonder! 
May  screen  us  from  the  stroke  of  thunder, 
This  mind  I  ever  was,  and  am  in, 
It  \%  no  antidote  to  iaminc. 
And  poets  lłve  on  stlender  farę, 
W  ho,  like  rameleons,  fccd  ou  air. 
And  F.tarv<»,  to  g^in  an  empty  breath, 
Which  only  serv'e8  them  after  death. 

Grant  1  socceed,  like  Horace  risc. 
And  strike  my  head  against  the  skies; 
Common  esperience  daily  shows, 
That  poets  ha\'e  a  world  of  foe!> ; 
And  we  shall  find  in  erery  town 
Gos^ips  enough  to  ery  them  down; 
Who  meet  in  pious  coDYcrsaticu 
'V  anatomize  a  reputation, 
With  flippant  toiigue,  and  empty  head, 
Who  talk  of  things  tliey  oev«ir  rcad. 

Their  idle  ceiisures  I  dcspisc : 
Their  niggard  prais&s  \v.on't  suffice. 
Tempt  me  no  morę  then  to  the  crime 
Oł  dabbljng  in  the  font  of  rhyme. 
'  My  Muse  has  answrr^d  atl  ber  end, 
If  ber  productions  please  a  friend. 
The  world  is  burthenM  with  a  storę, 
Why  need  I  a^  one  scribbier  morę? 


It>     •    •    •    • 

ĄBOCT  TO  PCBUBH  A  VOŁUME  OlT  MISCBŁŁAN1E8. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1755. 

Since  now,  all  scruples  cast  away, 
Your  work»  are  risiiig  into  day, 
Forgive,  though  I  p  resume  to  send 
Tbis  boncst  counsel  of  .a  friend. 


Jjct  not  your  yerse,  as  vene  now  goei. 
Be  a  sti^ange  kind  of  measur^d  prose; 
Nor  Jet  your  prose,  wnich  surę  is  worse. 
Want  nought  but  opeasure  to  be  verse. 
Writ«  from  your  own  imagination, 
Norcurb  your  Muse  by  imitation: 
For  cjpies  show,  howe'er  expre8t, 
A  barren  genius  at  the  best. 
— But  imitation^s  all  the  modfr— 
Yet  where  one  hits,  ten  miss  the  road. 

Tbe  mimie  bard  with  pleasare  seei 
Mat.  Prior*8  unaiTeeted  ease: 
Assumes  his  style,  affects  a  story, 
Sets  ever}'  circumstance  before  ye, 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  name,  the  dwelling. 
And  mars  a  ourious  tale  in  telling: 
Obsenres  bow  easy  Prior  flows, 
Then  runs  his  numbers  down  to  prote. 

Others  bave  sought  the  filtby  stews 
To  find  a  dirty  slip-shod  Muse. 
Their  groping  genius,  while  it  rakes 
Tbe  bogs,  the  common-sew^rs,  and  jakes, 
Ordore  and  filth  in  rhyme  eKposes, 
Disgustful  to  our  eyes  and  noses  \ 
With  many  a  dash — that  must  offend  us, 
And  much        ♦        »        •        •        • 
«•••••        ftf 

•        ♦        •        Hiatus  non  deflendus. 
O  Swift !  bow  woui  J  ^t  thou  bluśh  to  see, 
Such  are  the  bards  who  copy  thee  ?  ' 

This,  Milton  for  his  plan  will  choose: 
.  Wherein  resembling  Milton*s  Muse? 
Milton,  like  thunder,  roUs  aJong 
In  all  the  majesty  of  song; 
While  his  Iow  mim'c8  meanly  rreep. 
Nor  quite  awake,  nor  quite  asleep; 
Or,  if  their  thunder  chance  to  roli, 
*Tis  thunder  of  the  mustard  bowl. 
The  sti(Texprc8sion,  phrases  strange, 
The  cp4thet*s  preposterous  change, 
Forc'd  numbers,  rough  and  unpolite. 
Snob  as  the  judging  car  aflright. 
Stop  in  mid  verse.     Ve  mimics  vile! 
Is^t  thus  ye  copy  Milton^s  style? 
His  faults  religiously  you  tracę. 
But  borrow  not  a  single  grace. 

How  few,  (say,  whence  can  it  procecd?) 
Who  copy  Milton,  e^er  succeedl    • 
But  all  their  labours  are  in  vain : 
And  whcrefore  so? — The  reason^s  plain. 
Take  it  for  granted,  'tis  by  those 
Milton^s  the  model  mostly/rhose, 
Who  can*t  write  verse,  and  won'twrite  prose. 

Others,  who  aim  at  fiuncy,  choose 
To  woo  tjhe  gentle  Spenser's  Muse. 
This  poet  fi\'es  for  his  theme 
An  allegory,  or  a  dream ; 
Fiction  and  truth  together  joins 
Through  a  long  waste  of  flimsy  lines : 
Fondly  belieyes  his  fanry  glows. 
And  image  upon  image  grows ; 
Thinks  his  strong  Muse  takes  wond*r(ni8'flights, 
Whene*er  she  sings  of  peeriess  wights, 
Of  dens,  of  palfreys,  spells  and  knights, 
*TII1  allegory,  Sp^ser^s  veil 
T*  instnict  and  please  in  raoral  tale, 
With  him^s  no  veil  tbe  truth  to  shroud, 
But  one  impenetrable  clond. 

Others,  morę  daring,  6x  thdr  hope 
Ou  rivaling  the  i^me  of  Pope. 


TO  GEOROE  COŁMAN,  ESQ. 
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Satire's  tbe  worS  against  the  timef— 

These  catcb  the  cadence  of  his  rhymes. 

And  borne  from  e«ith  by  Pope^s  strong  winga, 

Tbeir  Moseaspires,  and  boldy  flings 

Her  dirt  up  in  the  hce  of  ktngs. 

In  tbese  the  spleen  of  Pope  we  find; 

But  where  tbe  greatness  of  his  inind? 

His  numbers  are  their  whole  pretence. 

Merę  strangers  to  bis  manly  sense. 

Somc  few,  the  {ar>rite8  of  the  Masę, 
Wbom  with  ber  kindett  eye  sbe  Tiews; 
Roond  wbom  Apollo*!  brigbtest  rays 
Shioe  forth  with  andiminish'd  bla^e; 
Sooie  few,  my  friend,  htre  sweetly  trod 
lo  imitation*s  dang'rons  road. 
ŁoBg  aa  tobacco'ii  mild  perfume 
Sball  scent  each  hapii}'  curatc>s  room, 
Oft  as  in  elbow-cbair  he  smokes, 
And  qaafrs  bis  ale,  and  cracks  bis  jokes, 
80  long,  O  Brown*,  sball  last thy  praise, 
Crown'd  with  tobacco-leaf  for  bays; 
And  whosoe'er<hy  yerae  shałl  see, 
Sball  fiu  anolber  pipę  to  thee. 


TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  ESO. 

kWŁMJUAM  EPI8TŁE.  WRITTEN  JAKUAAY  1,1761, 
VMOM  T1S8INGTON  IN  DERBYSHIRE. 

Friswikhip  with  must  is  dead  and  cool, 

A  doli,  inactive,  stagnant  pool ; 

YourB  like  tbe  lively  current  flinvs. 

And  shares  tbe  pleasure  it  bestows. 

If  Łbere  is  aught,  whuse  Knient  pow*r 

Can  soothe  affliction'8  painful  faour, 

Sweeten  tbe  bitter  cup  of  care. 

And  snalch  the  wretched  from  dcspair, 

Sopenor  to  the  sense  of  woes, 

From  fnendship'8  source  the  balsam  flows. 

Kich  tben  am  Ij  possest  of  thine, 

Wbo  know  that  happy  balsam  minę. 

In  youth,  from  Nature'8  genuine  beat, 
Tbe  souls  congcnial  spring  to  mcct, 
Aad  emolation's  infant  strife, 
Cements  the  man  in  futurę  life. 
Oft  too  tbe  mind  well-pleasM  surreys 
Its  progress  from  its  childish  days; 
Sees  how  tbe  current  upwards  ran, 
Aod  reads  the  child  o'er  in  the  man. 
For  men,  in  Reason*s  sober  cyes, 
Are  childron,  but  of  larger  size, 

Uave  sUll  their  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
.And  bobby-borse  of  riper  years. 
Whether  a  bleasiug,  or  a  curse. 

My  rakUe  is  the  k>ve  of  verse. 

Some  fancied  parta,  and  emulation, 

Which  stiil  aspires  to  reputation, 

Bade  in£tnt  Fancy  plume  ber  flight. 

And  bcM  tbe  laurel  fuli  to  sigbt. 

For  Yanity,  the  poet's  sin, 

Had  ta'cn  posaession  all  within : 

And  be  wboise  brain  is  rerse-possest, 

Is  in  bimself  as  highly  blest, 

As  be,  wbose  lines  and  circles  vie 

With  HeaT'n'8  direclion  of  the  sky. 

>  Isaac  Hawkins  Brown»  esq.,  author  of  a  piece 
całled  the  Pipę  of  Tobacco,  a  most  exceUent  imi- 
tation  of  siz  diffierent  autbyrs. 


Howe*er  tbe  riyer  rolls  its  tides, 
The  oork  upon  the  surface  rides. 
And  on  Ink's  ocean,  iightly  buoy'd, 
The  cork  of  Yanity  is  Lloyd, 
Let  me  too  use  the  common  claim 
And  souse  at  once  upon  my  name, 
Which  some  have  done  with  greatcr  stress, 
Wbo  know  me,  and  who  love  me  less. 

Poets  are  very  barmless  tliings, 
Unless  you  tease  one  till  it  stings; 
And  when  affironts  are  plainly  meant, 
We^re  bound  in  honour  to  resent: 
And  what  tribunal  will  deny 
An  injui-'d  persou  to  reply  ? 

In  these  familiar  emanations, 
Which  are  but  writing  con^ersations, 
Where  Thought  appears  in  dishabilte,  • 
And  Fancy  does  just  wbat  sbe  will, 
The  sourest  critlc  would  excuse 
Tbe  yagpraiit  sallies  of  the  Muse: 
Which  lady^  for  ApoHo's  blessing, 
Has  still  attended  our  caressing, 
As  many  children  round  ber  sees 
As  maggots  in  a  Cbcshire  cheese, 
Which  1  malntain  at  vast  eypense, 
Of  pen  and  paper,  time  and  sense: 
And  surely  *twas  no  smali  miscarriage 
When  first  I  enter^d  into  marriage. 
The  poefs  litle,  which  i  bear, 
With  some  strange  castles  in  the  air, 
Was  all  my  portion  with  the  fair. 

However  narrowly  I  look, 
In  PhGebus'8  vaIorem  book, 
I  cannót  from  inquiry  find 
Poets  had  much  to  leavc  behind. 
They  had  a  copyhold  cstate 
In  lands  which  they  thembelYCs  oreaCe, 
A  foo!ish  title  to  a  fountain, 
A  right  of  copimon  in  a  mountain, 
And  yet  thej'  liv'd  amongst  the  great, 
Morę  than  their  brethren  do  of  late; 
Inviud  uut  at  fcasts  todine, 
Eat  as  they  pleasM,  and  drank  their  winę; 
Nor  is  it  any  where  set  down 
They  tipt  the  seryants  half-a-crown, 
But  passM  amid  the  waHing  throng 
And  pay*d  the  porter  with  a  song; 
As  once,  a  wag,  in  modern  days, 
When  all  are  in  these  bribing  ways. 
His  shillings  to  dispense  unable, 
Scrap'd  hałf  the  fhiit  from  off  the  table. 
And  wal  king  graveTy  throngb  the  crdwd, 
Which  stood  obsequiously,  and  bow'd, 
l'o  keep  tbe  fashion  up  of  tipping, 
Dropt  in  each  band  a  golden  pippin. 

But  there'8  a  diffcrence  indeed 
'Twixt  ancient  bards  and  modern  breed. 
Though  poet  known,  in  Roman  days^ 
Fearless  he  walk*d  the  pnblic  ways, 
Nor  ever  knew  that  sacred  name 
Contemptuous  smile,  or  painful  shame; 
While  with  a  fooHsh  face  of  praise, 
The  folks  would  stop  to  gapę  and  gaze^ 
And  half  untold  the  story  łeavc, 
Pulling  their  iieighbour  by  the  sleeire, 
While  th*  index  of  the  finger  shows, 
— ^There — yondoi^s  Horace — ^there  he  goes, 

This  fiuger,  I  allow  it  true, 
Points  at  os  modem  poets  too; 
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Bil 1 1  is  by  way  of  trit  and  joke, 
Tó  laugb,  or  as  tbe  pbrase  is,  smok^. 

Yet  there  are  tbose,  who*re  food  of  wit, 
Altbough  thcy  never  U8'd  it  yet, 
Wbo  wits  and  witlings  entertain; 
Of  taste,  virtu,  and  judgment  vain, 
And  dinner,  grace,  and  grace-cup  done, 
Eirpect  a  wond'rou8  deal  of  fiin : 
**  Yes — be  at  bottoin— don^t  you  know  bim  ? 
Tbat'8  be  that  wrote  tbe  last  new  poeoi. 
His  bQinour'8  eicquisitely  higb, 
Yonil  hear  hiin  open  by  and  by." 

The  man  in  print  and  conrersation 
Have  often  Tery  Kmall  rclatiun ; 
And  be,  wbose  buoiour  bits  tbe  town, 
Wben  copicd  fairiy,  and  set  donn, 
In  public  company  may  pass. 
For  little  better  tban  an  ass. 
Perhaps  tbe  faiilt  is  on  his  8łde, 
Springs  it  from  modesty,  or  pride, 
ThoBe  qualities  asbamM  to  own, 
For  which  he'8  happy  to  be  known; 
Or  that  bis  natore^s  strange  and  sby. 
And  diifident,  be  knov8  not  why ; 
Or  from  a  prndent  kind  of  fear, 
As  knowing  that  tbe  world^s  serere, 
He  would  not  sufier  to  escape 
Familiar  wit  in  eaay  shape: 
Łest  gaping  fbols,  and  vtle  repeaters, 
Sbould  catcb  ber  up,  and  spoil  ber  feataret. 
And,  ftn*  tbe  child^s  unlacky  maimy 
The  fisultless  parent  come  to  sbame. 

WelUbttt  mctbinks  I  hear  you  say, 
"  Write  then,  my  friend!**— Write  what?— 

play. 
Tbe  theatres  are  open  yet,  ^ 
The  market  for  all  sterling  wit; 
Try  tbe  strong  efforts  of  your  pen, 
And  draw  tbe  characters  of  men ; 
Or  bid  tbe  burating  tear  to  flow, 
Obedicnt  to  tbe  fabled  woe; 
Witb  Tragedy*8  sererest  art, 
Anatomiae  tbe  human  heart, 
And,  that  jrou  may  be  understood, 
Bid  Natnre  speak,  as  Naturę  8bou*d.*' 

Tłiat  talent,  George,  thougb  yet  untried, 
Perhaps  my  genius  bas  deoied; 
While  you,  my  friend,  are  surę  to  pleasą 
Witb  ail  tbe  pow^rs  of  comic  ease. 

Auth^rs,  like  maids  at  fifteen  years, 
Are  fili]  of  wfsbes,  fuli  of  fears. 
One  migbt  by  plea^tant  thoughts  be  led. 
To  lose  a  triŚing  ma!den*head; 
But  His  a  terrible  vexatłon 
To  give  up  witb  it  nputation. 
And  be,  wbo  bas  witb  plays  to  do, 
Has  got  the  devil  to  go  tbrougb. 
Cfitics  have  reason  ft>r  their  rules, 
I  dread  tbe  censure  of  your  fools. 
For  tell  me,  and  consult  your  pride, 
(Set  Oarrick  for  a  while  aside) 
How  could  you,  George,  witb  patieoce  bear, 
Tbe  critic  prosing  in  the  play'r? 

Some  of  that  calling  ba^e  1  known, 
Who  hekt  no  judgment  like  their  own^ 
Aod  yet  their  reaaons  fiiirly  scan,  ' 
And  separate  tbe  wbeat  and  bran; 
You'd  be  amazM  indeed  to  fiod, 
Wbat  litUe  wjiMt  is  left  behin4 
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For,  after  all  their  mi?hty  rout, 
Of  chatt*ring  round  and  round  about; 
Tis  buk  a  kind  of  clock-work  talking, 
Like  Crossing  on  tbe  stage,  and  walkinf  • 

Tbe  form  of  this  trtbunid  past, 
Tbe  play  receiv*d,  tbe  parts  all  cast, 
Eacb  actor  bas  his  own  o(:jection8, 
Each  cbaracter,  new  imperfections: 
The  man^s  is  drawn  too  coarse  and  roogfa, 
Tbe  lady'8  bas  not  smut  enougb. 
Tt  wants  a  touch  of  Cibber*8  ease, 
A  błgber  kind  of  talk  to  please; 
Such  as  your  titłed  folks  would  cboose. 
And  lords  and  ladysbips  might  use, 
Which  style,  whoever  would  succeed  in, 
Must  bave  smay  wit,  and  much  good  breeding» 
If  this  is  dialogue — ^ma  foi, 
Sweet  sir,  say  I,  pardonnez  moi ! 

As  long  ai»  life  and  business  last, 
The  actors  ha^e  their  sereral  cast, 
A  walk  where  each  his  talent  shows, 
Sueens,  nurses,  tyrants,  lovers,  beauY; 
Suppose  youHre  found  a  girl  of  faiCTit, 
Would  fhow  your  part  in-all  its  spirit, 
Take  tbe  wbole  meaning  Vk  th6  scope, 
Some  little  lirely  tbing,  like  Pope', 
You  rob  some  others  of  a  featlier, 
They've  wom  for  thirty  years  together. 

But  grant  tbe  cast  is  as  you  like. 
To  actors  which  you  think  will  strike. 
To  morrow  then---(but  as  you  know 
Pye  ne*er  a  comedy  to  show, 
Let  me  a  while  in  conversation. 
Make  fi^ee  witb  yours  for  application) 
The  arrow's  flight  can^t  be  prerented— 
To  morrow  then,  wil!  be  presented 
The  Jealous  Wifef    To  morrow?     Right. 
How  do  you  sleep,  my  friend,  to  nigbt? 
Have  you  no  pit-pat  hopes  and  fears, 
Roast-beef,  and  catcalls  iu  your  ears? 
Mabb'6  wheels  across  your  temples  crecp, 
You  toss  and  tumbie  in  your  sleep. 
And  ery  aloud,  witb  ragę  and  spleen, 
"  That  fellow  murders  all  my  scenę. ** 

To  morrow  comes.    I  know  your  merit» 
And  see  the  piece*s  fire  and  spirit; 
Yet  friendship^s  zeal  is  ever  bearty, 
And  dreads  the  efforts  of  a  party. 

The  coadi  below,  tbe  clock  gone  five, 
Now  to  tbe  theatrc  we  drive: 
Peepiog  tbe  curtain's  eyelet  tbrougb, 
BeboM  the  bouse  in  dreadful  v!ew ! 
Obserye  how  close  tbe  critics  sit, 
And  not  one  bonnet  iu  tbe  pit. 
Witb  borrour  hear  tbe  galleries  ring, 
*'  Nosy!  Black  Joke!  God  sate  tbe  King!** 
Sticks  clatter,  catcalls  scream, "  Encore  i"' 
Cocks  crow,  pit  bisses,  galleries  roar: 
£*en  "  Cha'  sdme  oranges,**  is  found 
This  nigbt  to  bare  a  dreadful  sound: 
'Till,  decent  sąbles  on  his  back, 
(Your  prologuisers  all  wear  black) 
The  prologue  comes;  and,  if  its  mincj 
Its  yery  good,  and  yery  fine: 
If  not,  I  take  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
And  wonder  where  you  got  such  stuff. 

That  done,  a-gape  the  critics  sit, 
,Expećtant  of  the  comic  wit. 

'  MiB8Pope,8til]anactraMofgeiBiiAenMńt  C. 


TWO  ODES. 


The  fiddlen  play  again  pell-meU: 

— Rat  hist !— tbe  prompter  ringt  bis  beli. 

— "  Down  there!  hats  off!»»— the  curtaiii  draws! 

Wbat  CbUows  u— the  jntt  applause. 
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Pindar,  Olyihp.  IL 


ODE  I. 


Datohtbr  of  Chaos  and  old  Night, 

CioHiienaii  Mose,  all  hail! 
That  wrapt  in  neyer-twinkliug  gloozn  canst  wńte, 
And  shadowest  meaning  with  tfay  dusky  Teil ! 
What  poet  sings,  and  stiikes  the  striogs? 
It  vas  the  mighty  Theban  spoke, 
He  from  the  ever-ltving  lyre 
With  magie  haad  elicitM  fire. 
Heard  ye  the  din  of  modem  rhimers  bray  ? 
it  vas  cool  M— ^n,  or  warm  G— y, 
JnvolT'd  in  tenfoid  smoke. 

Tlie  diaUow  Ibp  i  a  antic  yest, 

Tłr'd  of  the  beaten  road, 
Proud  to  be  singly  drest, 
Changes,  with  every  changii^  moon,  the  modę. 
Say^  shaU  not  then  the  Heav>n-born  Miues  too 

Variety  parane? 
Shall  not  applanding  critics  hail  the  vogue  ? 
Whether  the  Masę  the  style  of  Cambria'8  sons, 
Or  the  rude  gabble  of  the  Huns, 
Or  the  brooder  dialect 
Of  Caledonia  she  affect, 
Or  take,  Hiberoia,  thy  stiU  ranker  brogue? 

On  thłs  terrpstrial  hall 
The  tyiant,  Fashion,  goyems  all. 
She,  6ckle  godde^s,  whom,  in  days  of  yore, 
Tbe  ideot  Moria,  on  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Unto  an  antic  fool,  bight  Andrew,  borę: 

tong  she  paid  him  with  disdain, 
And  h>ng  his  pangs  in  silence  he  concea]*d: 
At  lengthy  in  happy  hour,  bis  lore-sick  pain 
Ob  thy  blest  calends,  ApriI,  he  revealM. 
Fniffl  their  embraces,  sprung, 

Etst  changing,  ever  raogipg, 
Fashion,  goddess  ever  young. 

PMch*d  on  the  dubioos  height,  she  lores  to  ride, 
Upon  a  weather-cock,  astride. 
Each  blast  that  blows,  around  she  goes, 
While  noddtng  o'er  ber  crest, 

Bmblem  pf  ber  magie  pow'r, 
The  Ught  camdion  stands  confest, 
Chaoging  it's  haes  a  thoasand  times  an  hour. 
And  in  a  vest  is  she  arrayM, 
Of  many  a  dancing  moon-beam  madę. 
Nor  zoneless  is  ber  waist: 
Bot  fair  and  beautiful,  I  ween, 
As  the  cestus-cincŁur^d  queen, 
Is  with  the  rainbo\v*s  sbadowy  girdle  brac^d. 

'  I  take  the  liberty  of  inserting  the  two  foUow- 
ing  odes,  thongb  1  cannot,  with  strict  -propriety, 
print  them  as  my  own  compo«ition.  The  tnith  is, 
they  were  written  in  concert  with  a  friend,  to 
wbose  laboars  I  am  always  happy  to  add  my  own: 
1  lueaa  the  author  of  the  Jealons  Wife. 


She  bids  pursne  the  iay'rite  road 

Of  lofty  clood-capt  Ode 
Meantime  each  bard,  with  eager  speed, 
Yuolts  on  the  Pegasean  steed: 
Yet  not  that  Pega&us  of  yore, 
Whlch  th'  łllustrious  Pindar  borę. 
Bat  one  of  nobler  breed ; 
High  blood  and  youth  his  lusty  veins  inspire: 

From  Tottipontimoy  he  came, 
Who  knows  not,  Tottipontimoy,  thy  name? 
The  bloody  shoalder'd  Arab  was  his  sii«: 
His  Whitenose^,  he  on  &m'd  Doncastria's  plains 

ResignM  his  fiital  breath: 
In  vain  for  life  the  struggling  courser  strains. 
Ab!  who  can  nin  tbe  race  with  Deathł 
The  tyraufs  speed,  or  man  or  steed, 

StriTes  all  in  vain  to  fly. 
He  leads  the  chase,  be  wins  the  race^ 
We  stnmble,  iall,  and  die. 

Third  from  Whitenose  springs 
Pegasus  with  eagle  wings : 
Light  o'er  the  plaio,  as  dancing  cork, 
M^^ith  many  a  bound  he  beats  the  ground. 
While  aU  the  Turf  with  acciamation  rings : 
He  won  Northampton,  Lincoln,  Oxford,  York: 
He  too  Newmarket  won: 
There  Granta*s  son 
Seiz*d  on  the  steed ; 
And  thence  him  led,  (so  Fate  decieed) 
Tb  where  old  Cam,  renowil*d  in  poet*s  song, 
With  his  darkand  inky  waves, 
Either  bank  in  si lence  la^es, 
Wmding  slow  his  sluggish  streams  along. 

What  stripling  neat,  of  visage  sweet, 

In  trimmest  gnise  array'd, 
Fint  the  neigfaing  steed  assay*d? 
His  band  a  taper  switch  adoms,  his  heel 
Sparkles  reftilgent  with  clastic  steel : 
The  whiles  he  wins  his  whiffling  way, 
Prancing,  ambling,  round  and  round. 
By  bill,  and  dale,  and  mead,  and  greensward  gay : 

Till  sated  with  the  pleasing  ride, 
From  the  lofty  steed  dismonnting, 
He  lies  along,  enwrapt  in  conscious  pride, 
By  gurgling  rill,  or  crystal  fountain. 

I/>!  next,  a  bard,  secure  of  praise. 
His  sel^omplacent  couotenance  displays. 
His  broad  mustachios,  ting*d  with  golden  dye, 
Fiame,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air: 
Proad  his  demeanor,  and  his  eagle  eye,   [glar:'. 
0'er.hung  with  lavish  lid,  yet  shone  with  głorious 
The  grizzle  grace 
Of  bushy  perukę  shadoWd  o>er  his  face. 
In  large  wide  boots,  whose  ponderous  weight 
Would  sink  each  wight  of  modem  datę, 
He  rides,  well-pleasM :  so  large  a  pair 
Not  Oaragantua's  self  might  wear: 
Not  he,  of  naturę  fierce  and  cruel, 
Who,  if  we  trust  to  ancient  ballad, 
Devoar*d  Łhi^ee  pilgrims  in  a  sallad ; 
Nor  he  of  fiune  germane,  hight  PanUgmel. 

*  Tbe  anthor  is  either  mistaken  in  this  place,  or 
bas  else  indulged  himself  in  a  very  unwarrantahle 
poetical  licence.  Whitenose  was  not  the  sire, 
bot  a  son  of  the  Oodolphin  Arabian.  See  my 
Calendar.        Heber. 
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Accoutred  thos,  th*  cdtentYcMii  yonth 
Seeks  not  tbe  level  law^n,  or  fd^et  mead, 
Fast  by  wbose  »\de  elear  streams  meandring 
But  urgeson  amain  tbe  ficiy  eteed  [creep; 
Up  Snowdon^s  Bbas^gy  side,  or  Cambrlao  rock  un- 
Wbere  tbe  venerable  berd  [couth : 

Of  goats,  witb  Iodk  and  sapient  beard, 
And  wanton  kidlings  their  blithe  rerels  keep. 
Now  up  tbe  nsountain  tee  him  strain! 

Now  down  tbe  vale  be's  tost, 
Now  flasbes  on  tbe  sigbt  again, 
.  Now  in  tbe  palpable  obscure  quite  lost. 

Man*s  fecble  race  ctcmal  dangers  wait, 
With  bigh  or  Iow,  all,  aJI  is  woe, 

Diseasc,  miscbance,  pale  fear,  and  dubious  fate. 
Bot,  o'er  e^ery  peril  boundlng, 

Ambition  vicws  not  all  thc  ilU  surrounding. 
And,  tiptoe  on  the  mountains  steep, 
Reflectfl  not  on  tbe  yawning  deep. 

See,  see,  he  soars  ?  Witb  mighty  wings  outspread, 
And  long  resounding  mane, 
The  courser  quit«  the  plain, 
Alofft  in  arr,  sec,  see  him  .bear 

Tbe  bard,  who  sbrouds 
His  lyric  glory  in  the  clonds, 
Too  ft>nd  to  strike  thc  stars  with  lofty  head! 
He  topples  headlong  from  the  giddy  beigbt, 
Deep  in  the  Cambrian  gulph  immerg^d  in  endless 
nigbt. 

O  steed  dmne!  what  daring  spirit 
Rides  thee  now  ?  thongb  h«  inherit 
Nor  tfae  pridft,  nor  self-opinioa, 
Which  ^ate  the  mighty  paic, 
Each  of  Taste  the  fev*rite  minioD, 
Prancing  tbitMigh  the  detert  air; 
By  help  mechanic  of  eąuestrian  błock, 
Yet  shall  he  moant,  with  classic  housings  grac'd. 
And,  all  unbeedful  of  tbe  critic  mock, 
Driye  his  ligbt  courser  o'er  the  bounds  of  Taste. 


ODE  II. 
TO  OBUTIOH. 

pAftBNT  of  Ease'!  Oblivtoo  old, 
Who  lov*8t  thy  dwelling-place  to  hołd, 
WhCF«  sceptred  Pluto  keeps  his  dreary  sway, 
Whose  sullen  pride  the  8hiv*ring  ghosts  obcy ! 
Thou,'Who  deligbtest  still  to  dwell 
By  some  hoar  and  moss-grown  celi, 
At  whose  dank  fopt  Cocytti.s  joys  to  roli, 
Or  Styx*  hlack  streams,  wbich  even  Jore  contro! ! 
Or  if  it  suit  thy  bettcr  will 
To  choose  the  tinkling  weeping  rill, 
Hard  by  whose  side  the  seeded  poppy  red 
Heaves  high  in  air  his  sweetly  curling  head, 
Whilc,  creeping  in  rocanders  slow, 
I^the^s  drowsy  waters  flow, 
And  boi  Iow  blaski  which  never  cease  to  sigh, 
Hnm  to  each  care-struck  mind  their  lulla^lulla«by ! 
A  prey  no  longer  let  me  be 
To  tbat  gossip  Memory, 

■  Aocording,  to  LiIIadus,  who  bestows  tb«  pa- 
rental  function  on  Oblivion. 

Yerba  ObIiviscendi  regunt  Genitimm. 

Lib.  xiii.  cap.  8. 
There  is  a  similar  passage  in  Busbeus. 


Who  waTes  ber  bAnn^rt  tńm,  and  proodly  (Het 
To  spread  abroad  ber  bribble-brabble  lies. 

With  thee,  Oblivion,  let  me  go. 

For  M6roory'8  a  friend  to  woe; 
With  thee,  Forgetfulness,  fetr  silent  ąneen, 
Tbe  solemn  stole  of  Grief  is  iiever  seen. 

AH,  all  is  thine.    T&y  pow^rful  sway 

Tbe  tbrong*d  poetic  bosts  obcy: 
Though  in  the  van  of  Memory  prood  t^appear, 
At  thy  command  tbey  darken  in  tbe  rear. 

What  though  the  modem  tragic  strain 

For  nine  whole  days  protract  thy  reign, 
Yet  throogh  tbe  Nine,  like  wheips  of  carrish  kind, 
Scarcely  it  lires,  weak,  impotent,  and  Mind. 

Sacred  to  thte  the  crambo  rh3nn«, 

The  motley  ^)rms  of  pantomimę: 
For  thee  from  eunuch'^  throat  still  loves  to  flor 
The  sootbing  sadness  of  his  warbled  woe: 

Each  day  to  thee  falls  pamphlct  elean: 
Each  month  a  new-born  magazine: 
Hear  then,  O  goddess,  bear  thy  vot'ry*s  pf»y V ! 
And,  if  thou  deign^at  to  take  one  moment*s  care, 

Attend  thy  bard !  who  duły  payt 

Tbe  tribute  of  his  votive  lays; 
Whose  Muse  still  oiffers  at  thy  sacred  słirine; — 
Thy  bard,  who  calls  thee  his,  and  makes  him 

O,  sweet  Forgetfulness,  supremę  [thine. 

Rule  Bupine  o'er  ev*ry  theme, 
0'er  each  sad  sobject,  o*er  pach  soothing  strain, 
Of  minę,  O  goddess,  stretch  thine  awiul  reign ! 

Nor  let  Mem'ry  steal  one  notę, 

Which  this  rade  band  to  thee  hath  wrote! 
So  shajt  thou  save  me  from  tbe^poefs  shame, 
Though  On  the  letter'd  rabric  Dodsley  post  my 
name. 

O  come!  with  optate  poppies  crowiiM, 
Shedding  slumbers  soft  around !        [sack  f — - 
O  come!  fat  goddess,  drunk  with  laureats* 
See,  where  shc  sits  on  tbe  benumb'd  torpedo*s 
Mc,  in  thy  dali  Elysinm  lapt,  O  bless  [back ! 
With  thy  calm  forgetfulness! 
And  gcntly  lali  my  senses  all  the  while 
With  placid  poems  in  the  sinking  style? 
Whethcr  tbe  Hcrrrng-poet  sing, 
Great  laureat  of  the  fishes'  king, 
Or  Lycophron  propbetic  rare  his  flll, 
Wrapt  in  the  darker  strains  of  Johnny  -«; 

Or,  if  he  sing,  whose  verse  afibrds 
A  bevy  of  the  choicest  words, 
Who  meetn  his  lady  Muse  by  moss-grown  celi, 
AdomM  witli  epithet  and  tinkling  beli: 
These,  goddess,  let  me  still  forget, 
With  all  the  dearth  of  modern  wit! 
So  may'st  thou  gently  o'er  my  youthfiil  breaat 
Spread,  with  thy  welcome  band,  ObIivion*8fiiGndly 
▼est. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  ENry: 

WRITTBN  IN  TRK  TBAII  1751. 

Ah  me !  unbappy  state  of  mortal  wight, 
Sith  £nvy>s  surę  attendant  upon  Famę, 
Ne  doth  she  rest  from  rancorous  deepight, 
Until  she  works  him  mickle  wo6  and  shame; 
IJnhappy  he  whom  Envy  thua  dotb  ^oil, 
Ne  doth  she  c*beck  ber  ever  restless  bate; 
Until  she  doth  bi(  reputatioa  foil : 


Ah!  Inddiiiaiuti*  b^  whow  voith  elata, 
Forces  him  pay  thU  beayy  tax  for  being  great. 


TKere  itood  an  ancient  mount,  yclept  Farnass, 
(The  fair  domain  of  sacred  Poesy) 
Which,  with  fresh  odours  ever-blooining,  was 
Besprinkled  with  the  dewr  of  Castaly ;      [gUdes, 
Which  now  in  soothing  murmurs  whisp*ńng^' 
Wat*ring  with  geaial  vaves  the  firagrant  soil, 
Now  ToUs  adown  the  mountaiii's  stcepy  sides^ 
Teaching  the  vales  fuli  beauteously  to  smile, 
Otme  Natiiie'8  baody-work,  notfoim^dby  labhring 
toil. 

The  Maaes  ftur,  these  peaceiul  shadea  among, 
With  tkłlAil  fiogen  sweep  the  trembliog  strings ; 
The  air  in  sileoce  listens  to  the  song. 
And  Time  lorgels  to  ply  his  lazy  wiogs; 
Pa)e.visi«>d  Caie,  with  foul.  unhallowM  feet, 
AttempŁs  tfie  summit  of  the  hiU  to  gain, 
Ne  caa  the  hag  arriTe  the  blissful  seat; 
Her  aoaTailiog  streDgth  is  spent  in  vain, 
Conteot  słts  on  the  top,  aod  modcs  her  empty  pain. 

Oft  Phoebns  sclf  left  his  divine  abode,  " 
And  herfe  enshrouded  in  ashady'bow*r, 
Kegardless  uf  his  state,  lay*d  by  the  god» 
And  own*d  sweet  Music'8  morę  alluring  powV. 
On  either  side  was  plac'd  a  peerless  wigbt, 
Whose  merit  long  bad  fiird  the  tramp  of  Famę; 
This,'Paney's  darlin?  child,  was  Spenser  fatght, 
YTho  pip'd  fuli  pleasing  on  the  banks  of  Tamę; 
Tbat  no  less  fisun^d  than  he,  and  Milton  was  his 
name. 

lii  these  eool  bow>rs  they  lirę  sopinely  calm; 
Kow  barmiess  talk,  now  emulously  sing; 
While  Yirtue,  ponring  round  her.  sacł'ed  balm, 
Makes  happiness  '^temal  as  the  spring.   - 
Altemately  they  sung;  now  Spenser  »gan, 
Of  jonsts  aod  tonruaments,  and   champions 

strong; 
Now  Milton  sikng  of  disobedient  man, 
Aod  Eden  lost:  the  bards  around  them.  throng, 
Dnwn  by  the  wond*roo8  magie  of  their  princes' 

song. 

• 

Not  &r  finom  these,  Dan  Chaucery-ancient  wight, 
A  lofty  seat  on  "Mount  Parnassus  held« 
Wbo  long  had  been  the  Miises*  chief  delight; 
His  reremid  locks  were  siWer'd  o'er  with  eld;** 
GraTe  was  his  visage,  and  his  habit  plain^ 

,  And  while  be  snog,  fai^  Natnre  he  display*d, 
In  vene  albeit  uucouth,  and  simple  strain; 
Nemote  he  well  be  seen,  so  thick  the  shade, 

Which  clms  and  aged  oaks  had  all  around  him 
madd.  i 

'  Kext  Shakspeare  sat,  irregularly  grcat, 
And  in  his  band  a  magie  rod  did  hołd, 
Which  Tisionary  beings  did  crcatc, 
And  tum  the  foulest  dross  to  purest  gold : 
WlttteTerspirita  Tove  in  earth  orair, 
Or  bad  or  good,  obey  bis  dread  command; 
To  his  behesta  these  willingly  repair, 
Those  awM  by  tenrours  of  his  magie  wand, 

The  which  not  all  their  pow'r8  united  might  wilh- 
stand. 

Beside  the  bard  tbere  stood  a  beauteons  maid, 
Wbose  glitkeriog  appearance  dimm'd  the  e3^i; 
\  Her  tbio-wrought Tcstore  Tarions  tiotl  display'd, 
lancy  her  name,  ysprong  of  race  divine; 
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Her  n^antle  whtipled'  iow,  hfr  sUkenhaiiT^-    ^  ^ 
Which  loose  adiown  her  wdl^tumM  shoulders 

stray'd, 
**  She  madę  a  netto  catch  the  wanton  Air,** 
Whose  love-sick  breezes  all  ojround  her  play*d    '^ 
Aud  seem'd  in  whispeis  soft  to  courtthe  heay^nly 
maid. 


And  eyer  and  anon  she  wav*d  in  air 
A  sceptre,  fraught  with  alUcrcattve  pow*r : 
Sh^  wav'd  it  round:  eftsoons  there  did  appear 
Spirits  and  witches,  fbrms  unknown  before: 
.Again  she  lifb her  wonder-working  wand; 
Eftsoons  upon  the  n^iw*|'j  pl»in  were  seen  ^ 
Tlie  gay  iniiabitants  of  fairieland, 
And  blithe  attendants  upon  Mab  their  qneen 
In  mystic  circles  danc*d.aIong  th*  enchanted  green. 

On  th*  other  side  stood  Naturę,  goddess  fair; 
A  mation  seem'd  she,  and  of  manners  staid;       '  I 
Beauteous  her  form,  majestic  was  her  air, 
In  loose  attire  of  purest  white  array'd: — 
A  poteot  rod  she  borę,  whose  pow'r  was*  such, 
(As  from  herdariing's  works  may  welł  beihown) 
Tbat  often  with  its  soul-enchąnting  touch, 
Sherał8'dor  joy,  or  caus*d  the  decp-felt  groan. 
And  each  man*s  passions  mado  sttbservient  to  her. 
own. 

Bot  lo !  thick  fogs  from  ont  the  earth  arise, 
And  murky  mists  the  buxom  air  intrade, 
Which  with  contagiondire  infectthe  skies, 
Apd  all  around  their  balelul  influence  shed; 
Th'  infected  sky,  which  whilom  was  so  fair, 
With  thick •Cimmerian  darkoess  is  o'en(pread ; 
The  Sun,  which  whiiom  shone'without  cumpare, 
Muifles  io  pitchy  veil  his  radiant  head. 
And  fbre  the  timc  sore-gricving  seeks  his  u'at*ry 
bcd. 

Enry,  the  daughter  of  fcll  Acheron, 

(The  flood  of  deadly  hate  and  glodmy  night) 

»    Had  left  precipitate  her  Stj'gian  throne, 

And  througb  th&  frighted  heareus  wing*d  her 

flight : 
With  careful  eye  each  reałm  she  did  explore, 
Ne  mote  she  onght  of  happiness  obserre; 
For  happiness,  alas!  was  now- no  morę, 
Sith  ev'ry  one  from  virtue*8  paths  did  8werve, 

And  trampie  on  religion  base  designs  to  <erve. 

At  length,  on  blest  Parnassus  seated  high, 
Their  tempie  oircied  with  a  laurel  crown, 
Spenser  and  Milton  met  lier  scowling  eye. 
And  tum'd  ber  horrid  grin  into  a  frown. 
Fuli  fast  unto  ber  sister  did  she  post, 
There  tO  unload  the  venom  of  her  breast. 
To  tell  how  all  her  happiness  was  crost,  | 
Sith  others  were  of  happine<is  possest :    { 
Dtdnever  gloomy  Heli  scnd  forth  llke  ugly  pest. 

y^ithin  the  covert  of  a  gloomy  wood, 
Wliere  fun'ral  cyprei(sstar-proofbranchessprpad, 
0*ergrown  with  tang^injr  briers  a  cavem  stood; 
Fit  place  for  melaucholy  drea^y-head^ 

'Wimpled.  A  word  used  by  Spenser  for  hang 
down.  The  linę  enclosed  within  commas  is  uneof 
Fairfax's  in  his  translation  of  Tasso. 

*  Dreary-bcad.  •  Gioominess, 
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Herę  a  defbmed  monster  joy*d  to  won, 
Whicli  onfell  rancour  ever  was  ybent, 
AU  ftom  tbe  rising  to  tbe  setting  sud, 
Herheart  pimued  spite  with  black  intent, 
Ne  coold  ber  iron  oiiiui  at  buman  woes  relóit. 

In  Botring  sable  0tole  she  was  yolad,'^ 
Which  witb  heroountenance  did  well  acoord; 
t     Fortb  from  ber  mouth,  iike  one  tbroogb  giief 
I  ^  gone  mad, 

A  frotby  sea  of  nauseous  foam  was  poui^d; 
A  g^astly  grin  and  eyea  asąuint*  display 
The  rancour  wbich  ber  bellisb  tboughts  contatn. 
And  bow,  wben  man  is  blest,  sbe  pines  away, 
Bumingto  tum  bis  happinessto  pain; 
Malioe  tbe  moosier^s  name,  a  foe  to  God  aad  man. 


Along  tbe  floor  black  loatbsome  toads  still 

crawl, 
Tbeir  gullets  swelPd  witb  poison's  mortal  bane, 
Wbicb  erer  and  anon  tbey  spit  at  all 
"Wbom  hapless  fortunę  leads  too  near  ber  den ; 
Aronnd  ber  waist,  in  piace  of  sUken  zonę, 
A  lile-devouriog  viper  rear^d  bis  bead, 
Wbo  no  distinction  madę 'twist  frieud  and  foen, 
But  deatb  on  ev'ry  side  fierce  brandtsbed, 
Fly,  reckless  mortals,  fly,  in  Tain  is  bardy-head'. 
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Impatient  Enry,  tbrough  tb'  etberial  waste, 
Witb  inwaid  renom  fraught,  and  deadly  spite, 
Unto  this  caveni  steer'd  ber  paoting  haste,^ 
Ensbrooded  in  a  darksome  veil  of  nigbt.i(»^ 
~)       Her  iiuKMt  beart  bumt  witb  impetuous  ire, 
O      And  fsll  destoiction  sparkkd  in  ber  look, 
Her  ferret  eyes  fla8h*d  witb  revengeful  fire, 
Awbile  oontending  passtons  utfrance  cboke, 
At  lengtb  tbe  fiend  in  furious  tonę  ber  tilence 
broke. 

**  Sister,  arise!  seo  bow  our  pow'r  decays. 
No  morę  our  empira  tbou  and  I  can  boast^ 
Sitb  mortal  man  now  gains  immortal  praise, 
Sitb  man  is  blest,  and  tbou  and  I  are  lost: 
See  in  wbat  state  Pamassus*  bill  appears; 
See  Pboebus'  self  two  bappy  bards  atween; 
See  bow  tbe  god  tbeir  song  attentive  bears; 
Tbłs  Spenser  bigbt,  that  Milton,  wdl  i  ween ! 
Wbo  can  behold  unmov*d  sike  beart-tormenting 
soene? 

"  Sister,  artse !  ne  let  our  coorage  droop, 
PerfoitMfi  we  will  compel  tbese  mortals  own, 
That  mortal  lorce  unto  our  force  shall  stoop; 
£nvy  and  Maliće  tben  shall  mgn  alone: 
Thou  best  bas  knowu  to  file  tby  tonguewith  liesj^ 
And  to  d<'oeive  mankind  with  specious  bait: 
I jke  Truth  accoutred,  spreadest  forgeries, 
Tbe  fountain  r>f  contention  and  of  hate; 
Arise,  unitę  witb  me,  and  be  as  wbilcnn  great!^ 

Tbe  fiend  obeyVi,  and  witb  impatient  Yoicfr-^ 
**  Tremble,  ye  baids,  witbin  that  blissfiil  seat; 
Malice  and  Bnvy  shall  o*erthrow  your  joys, ' 
Nor  Phcebus  self  shall  our  designs  defekt, 
Shall  we,  wbo  under  friendship^s  feigned  veil, 
Prompted  the  bold  archaugd  to  rebel; 
Shall  we,  wbo  under  show  of  sacred  zod, 
Plung*dhalfthepow*rs  ofHeav>nin  lowest  Hell~ 
Sucb  Tile  disgraoc  of  us  no  mortal  man  shall  tell.** 

'  Hardy-bead.    Courage. 


And  now,  morę  bideous  rendered  to  tbe  tight. 

By  reasou  of  ber  raging  cnidty, 

Sbe  bumt  to  go,  eqttipt  in  dreadful  pligbt. 

And  find  fit  engine  for  ber  fofgery. 

Her  eyes  inflam^d  did  cast  tbeir  rays  askaooe, 

While  bellisb  imps  prepare  tbe  mon8ter's  car, 

In  wbich  she  might  cut  tbrougb  tbe  wide  ex- 

panse. 
And  find  out  nations  tbat  extended  &r, 
Wben*all  was  pitcby  dark,  ne  twinkled  one  bright 

star. 

Black  was  ber  cbariot,  drawn  by  dragons  dire. 
And  eacb  fell  serpent  bad  a  double  tongue^ 

•  -  Wbicb  ever  and  anon  spit  flaming  fire, 
Tbe  regions  of  tbe  tainted  air  among; 
A  lofty  seat  tbe  sister-monsters  borę, . 
In  desuily  machinations  close  oombtn>d, 
PoU  FoUj  drove  with  terrible  uproar. 
And  craej  Discord  foUow*d  fast  bebind ; 

God  bdp  tbe  man  'gainst  whom  sucb  caitiff  foes 
arejoin*d. 

Aloft  in  air  tbe  rattling  cbariot  flies, 
Wbile  tbunder  barsbly  grates  upon  its  wbeds ; 
Black  pointed  spires  oiP  smoke  around  them  rise, 
The  air  depressM  uoosual  burtben  feels;  ^^ 
Detested  sight !  in  terrible  anmy, 
Tbey  spur  tbeir  fiery  dragons  ou  amain, 
Ne  mote  tbeir  anger  suffer  cold  delay, 
Until  the  wish^d-for  region  tbey  obtain. 
And  land  tbeir  dingy  car  on  Caledonian  plain. 

Herę,  eldest  son  of  Malice,  long  bad  dwelt 
A  wretcb  of  all  the  joys  of  life  foriora; 
His  famę  on  double  falsities  was  built: 
(Ab !  worthless  son,  of  wortbless  parent  bom !) 
Under  the  sbew  of  semblance  fair,  be  Teii'd 
The  black  intentions  of  his  bellisb  breai»t; 
And  by  thcse  guilefiil  means  be  morę  pre^ailM 
Than  had  beopen  enmity  profest; 
The  wolf  morę  safely  wounds  wben  in  sbeep's 
clotbing  diest 

Him  tben  tbemselTes  atween  tbey  joyfol  place, 
(Surę  sign  of  woe  wben  sucb  are  pleasM,  alas!) 
Tben  measure  back  the  air  witb  swifter  paoe, 
Until  they  reach  the  foot  of  Mount  Paroass. 
Hither  in  evi]  hour  the  monsters  came. 
And  with  tbeir  new  companlon  did  aligfat, 
Wbo  long  bad  lost  aUseiise  of  Tirtuous  sbame, 
Beholding  worth  with  poisonous  despight; 
On  bis  sucoess  depends  tbeir  impious  deligbt. 

Long  bnrat  be  sore  tbe  summit  to  obtain. 
And  spread  bis  venom  o'er  the  blissful  seat; 
Long  bumthe  sore,  but  still  be  bumt  in  vain; 
Mote  nonę  come  tbere,  wbo  come  witb  impious 

feet. 
At  lenth,  at  unawares,  be  out  doth  spit 
That  spite  which  eise  had  to  himself  been  bane; 
^  Tbe  Teiiom  on  tlie  breast  of  Milton  lit, 
^  I  And  spread  benumbing  deatb  thruugb  erery  vein ; 
The  bani  of  life  bereft  fell  senseless  on  the  plain.*^-- 

As  at  the  hanquet  of  Thyestes  old, 

Tbe  Sun  is  said  t'  bave  słmt  bis  radiant  eye, 

So  did  he  now  tbrougb  grief  bis  beama  witb* 

hołd, 
And  darkness  to  be  fclt  o*erwhelm*d  tbe  sky; 
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Forth  iMiMd  fiDm  their  diamal  dUurk  abodes 
7*be  birda  attendant  opon  hideous  night,        ^ 
Shriek-owis  and  rairens,  whosefellcroakingbodef 
Approachin;  death  to  miserable  wigfat :  \ 

JM  nerer  mind  of  man  behold  sike  dreadfol  sight  ? 

Apollo  wails  his  darltng  done  to  die 
By  foul  attempt  of  Enry^s  fata!  bane; 
TJw  Muses  sprinklt"  bim  with  dew  of  Castaly, 
And  crown  hU  death  with  many  a  liTiugstraio; 
Hoary  Pamassus  beats  his  aged  bneast, 
Agrdy  yei  oe^er  before  did  sorrow  know; 
Tbe  floweis  drooping  their  despair  attest, 
Th*  aggriered  rivers  quera1ously  flow; 
AU  natnre  sod/den  groan'd  with  sympatbetic  woe. 

Bat,  lo !  the  sky  a  gayer  Hveiy  wears,  >' 
The  melting  donds  begin  to  fade  apace, 
And  Dov  the  cłuak  of  darkoess  disappears, 
(Maydarkness  ever  thus  to  light  give  );iace!) 
Entgriey*d  Apollo  jocund  looks  resames, 
Tbe  Ninę  renew  their  wbilom  cheeiful  isong, 
No  ^ef  Pamassus*  agcd  brcast  consumes, 
For  from  the  teetning  earth  new  flowers  sprong, 
The  pieoteous  ńvers  flow^d  fuli  peaoefuUy  along. 

Tbf  stricken  bard  finesh  vital  heat  renews, 
Whose  blood,  erst  stagnant,  rushes  through  his 

reins; 
life  through  each  porę  her  .^pirit  dotfa  infase, 
And  Famę  by  Malice  nnextingui8h'd  reigns: 
And  see,  a  form  breaks  forth,  all  heav'nly  bright, 
Upheid  by  one  of  inortal  progeny, 
A  female  form,  yclad  in  snowy-white, 
Ne  haif  so  fair  at  distance  sęen  as  oigh; 
Doaglas  and  Trath  appear,  Eoyy  and  Lauder  die. 
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To  your  deciuon  he  aubmits  bis  «au6e, 
Secureofcandour,  aDxiou8  for  applause. 

But  if  all  rude,  his  artless  scenes  deJ-ace 
The  simple  beauties  which  he  meaot  to  grace; 
If,  an  inveder  upon  others'  land, 
He  spoil  and  plunder  with  a  robber'8  hand, 
Do  Justice  on  him!— «g  on  fools  before, 
And  give  to  blockheads  past  one  blockhead  morę. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  JEALOUS  WIFE. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  GARRICS. 

Tn  Jealons  Wife  f  a  comedy  !  poor  man ! 
A  cbaiiDing-subject!  but  a  wretched  plan. 
His  ^ttish  wit,  o*erleaping  the  due  bound, 
Cammits  fiat  tre^pass  upon  tragic  ground« 
Snnels,  upbraidings,  jealoosies,  and  spleen, 
Giuw  too  femiliar  in  the  comic  scenę. 
Tinge  bat  the  langnage  with  heroic  cbime, 
Tispasston,  patbos,  cbaracter,  snblime! 
WhaŁ  round  big  words  had  s^elPd  the  pompous 
A  king  the  hu^nd,  and  the  wife  a  queen  I  [sccne, 
Theo  might  DistractioD  rend  her  gnicefnl  hair, 
Seesi^tłeMforms,and  scream,  and  gapę,  and  stare. 
Drawcansir  Death  had  nig'd  without  control, 
^  Herę  the  dmwn  dagger,  there  the  poisonM  bowL 
Ulat  eyes  had  stream'd  at  all  the  whining  woe! 
^faat  hands  had  thunder'd  at  each  Hakj  and  Oh! 
B«t  peace!  tbe  gentle  prologue  aistom  sends, 
Łike  dram  and  scrjeant,  to  beat  up  for  friends. 
At  Tice  and  folly,  each  a  law  ful  gamę, 
Ov  lotbor  flies,  but  with  no  partial  aim« 
He  read  the  manuers,  open  as  they  lie 
la  Nature*s  volnnie  to  the  generał  eye. 
BoobŁoohe  read,  nor  blushM  to  use  their  store-^ 
He  does  bat  wbat  bis  betters  did  before. 
Shabpeare  bas  done  it,  and  the  Grecian  stage 
Cnght  tnłth  of  chanicter  from  Homer*s  page. 

If  m  his  scenes  an  honest  skill  is  shown, 
Aad  borrowhig  little,  much  appears  his  own; 
If  what*aBiaster*8  happy  pencil  drew 
He  brings  morę  fbrward,  in  dramatic  Tiew; 

»^ou  XT. 


INTENDED  TO  BAVE  BERN    SPOKEN    AT   DRURY- 
.      LANE   THEATRE,    ON    H18    MAJE8TY'S    BIRTU- 
DAY,   1161. 

Genius,  neglecled,  mourns  his  withcr*d  bays; 
But  8oar$  to  Heav*n  from  virtue*s  generous  praise. 
Wben  kings  thcmseWes  the  proper  judges  sit 
Cer  the  blost  realros  of  science,  arts,  and  wit, 
Each  eager  breast  beats  high^for  glorious  famę. 
And  emuiation  glows  with  active  flame. 
Thus,  with  Aagustus  rosę  imperial  Romę, 
Fdr  arms  renownM  abroad,  for  arts  at  home. 
Thus,  when  Eliza  filPd  Britannia»s  throne, 
Whataits,  what  learńing  waś  not  then  our  own? 
Then  8iiiew'd  genius  strong  and  nervous  rosę, 
In  Spenser's  numbers,  and  in  Raleigh^s  prose; 
On  Bacon's  lips  then  every  sdence  hang,  [tongue. 
And  Naturę  spoke  from  ber  own  Shakspeare*s 
Her  patriot  smiles  fell,  like  refireshing  dews. 
To  wake  to  life  each  pleasing  usefiil  Muse, 
While  every  virtue  which  the  qneen  professM, 
Beam*d  on  her  subjects,  but  to  make  them  blest. 
O  glorious  times ! — O  theme  of  pmise  divine ! 
—Be  happy,  Britain,  then — such  times  arethine. 
Behold  e*en  now  strong  science  imps  her  wing. 
And  arts  revive  beneath  a  patriot  king. 
The  Muses  too  burst  forth  with  doable  light. 
To  shed  their  lustre  in  a  monarch'8  sight. 
His  cheerhig  smiles  alike  to'  all  extend— 
Perhaps  this  spot  may  boast  a  royal  friend. 
And  when  a  prince,  with  earlyjndgmentgrac^d, 
Himself  shall  marshal  out  the  way  to  taste, 
Caught  with  the  flame  perhaps  e'en  here  may  rise 
Some  powerful  genius  of  uncommon  size. 
And,  pleas^d  with  Naturę,  Nature»s  depth  explore, 
And  be  what  our  great  Shakspeare  was  before. 


PROLOGUE  TO  HECUBA. 

SPOKEN    BY   MR.  GARRICK,     1761. 

A  Grecian  bard,  two  thousand  years  ago, 
Plann*d  this  sad  fable  of  illustrious  woe; 
Waken*d  each  soft  emotion  of  the  breast. 
And  calPd  fbrth  tears,  that  would  not  be  supprest. 

Yet,  O  ye  migbty  sirs,  of  jodgment  chaste, 
Who,  lifcking  genius,  have  a  deal  of  taste, 
Can  you  forgive  our  modern  ancient  piece, 
Which  bńngs  no  cborus,  tho'   it   comea   from 

Greecc? 
Kind  social  chorus,  which  all  hnmoors  meets. 
And  slngs  and  dances  up  and  down  the  streets. 

Oh  !  might  true  taste,  in  these  unclassic  days, 

Revivc  the  GrAcian  fashions  with  their  plays ! 
Then,  rais»d  on  stilts,  our  players  would  stalk  and 

Andi  at  three  steps,  stride  o*er  a  modern  stage; 
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Eacfa  gesture  then  would  boast  annsnal  chaims, 

From  lengthen*d  legs,  stu6r'd  body,  sprawling  arms ! 

Your  critic  eye  would  then  no  picmies  see. 

Bat  buskins  make  a  giant  e^en  of  me. 

No  features  then  the  poefs  mind  woutd  tracę, 

But  one  black  vizor  biot  out  all  the  foce. 

O !  glońous  times,  when  actora  tbuB  could  stiike, 

£xpTes8ive,  inexpre88ive,  all  alike ! 

Less  change  of  iiice  than  in  our  Punch  they  saw. 

For  Punch  can  roli  bis  eyes,  and  wag  his  jaw; 

With  one  set  glare  they  mouth'd  the  rumbling  verse ; 

Our  Oog  and  Magog  look  not  half  su  ficrce! 

Yet,  tbough  depnT'd  of  Instruments  like  these, 
Kature,  perhaps,  may  find  a  way  to  pleasc; 
Which,  iKheresoe^er  she  glows  with  genuine  flame, 
In  Grecce,  ia  Romę,  in  Eugiand,  is  the  same. 

Of  raillery  then,  ye  modern  wits,  beware, 
Nor  damn  tlie  Grecian  poet  for  the  player. 
Theirs  was  the  skiil,  with  hone^thMp  of  art, 
To  win,  by  just  degret',  th'  yieldin-:  hcart. 
Whrft  if  our  Sliakspetue  cóims  the  magie  throne. 
And  in  one  instsnt  ninkes  nr,  sM  his  o^nj 
They  difttr  ony  in  ime  p«jint  crview, 
For  dłia!.b]'caiw's  natuie,  was  thtir  naturę  too. 


ODE 


8POKES  OV  A  PU  BUC  OCCASIOK  AT  WESTUINSTER- 

SCHGOŁ. 

Nor  at  ApoUo*s  vauntcd  shrine, 

Kor  to  the  fabJcd  Sisters  Ninę, 
Offers  the  youtli  his  ineffectual  vow. 
Far  be  tlieirritesl-^Such  worship  fits  not  now; 

When  at  Eliza'8  sacred  name 

Ench  breast  recc  ivcs  the  prescnt  ilame: 
While  eager  genius  plumes  her  infant  wings. 
And   with  bold    impulse    strikes    th'   accordant 

Reflecting  on  the  crowded  łine  [strings, 

Of  mitred  sages,  bards  divine, 
Of  patriots,  acti^e  in  thcir  country'8  cause, 
Wbo  plan  ber  couucils,  or  direct  ber  laws. 

Oh  Memory  !  bow  thou  Iov'st  to  stray, 

Delighted,  o'er  the  flow'ry  way 
Of  childhood's  grecoer  years!  when  simple  youth 
Pour'd  the  pure  dictates  of  ingenuous  trutb! 

'Tis  then  the  souls  congenial  meet, 

Inspir^d  with  friendship^s  ganuine  beat, 
Ere  inteiiest,  fhmtic  zeal,  or  jealous  art, 
HaTe  taugbt  the  language  foreign  to  the  heart 

Twas  hcre,  in  many  an  early  strain 

Drydcn  first  try'd  bis  cląssic  vein, 
Spurr*d  bis  strong  genius  to  the  distant  goal, 
In  wild  effusions  of  his  maniy  soul; 

When  Busby's  skili,  and  judgment  sagę, 

Repress^d  the  poefs  frantic  ntge, 
Cropt  his  luxariance  bold,  and  blended  taugbt 
The  flow  of  numbers  with  the  strengtlLof  tbongbt 

Nor,  Cowley,  be  tby  Muse  forgotf  which  stnyu 

In  wit'8  ambiguous  flowery  maże, 
With  many  a  pointed  tum  and  studied  art: 

Tbough  affectation  biot  tby  rbyme, 

Tby  mind  waa  lofty  and  subiłme. 
And  manły  honour  dignified  tby  heart: 
Tbough  fond  of  wit,  yet  firm  to  yirtue^s  plan, 
Tbe  poet*8  triflcs  oe^er  dtsgtac^d  the  jman. 


Weil  migbt  tby  moials  sweet  Cfogagie 

Th'  attention  of  the  mitred  sagę, 
Smit  with  the  plain  simpliclty  of  tmtfa. 

For  not  ambition'8  giddy  strife, 

The  gilded  toys  of  pnblic  life, 
Which  snare  the  gay  unstable  youth, 

Could  lure  tbee  from  the  sober  cbarms, 

Which  lapt  tbee  in  Retiremenfs  aims, 
Wbence  thou,  untainted  with  the  pride  of  state, 
Could*st  smilc  with  pity  on  the  bustling  great, 

Such  were  Eliza's  sona.    Her  fotfring  care 
Herę  bade  free  genius  tune  his  grateful  aon^* 

Which  cise  had  wasted  in  the  desert  air, 

Or  d.Tvop*d  UDnotic'd  ^mid  the  vulgar  throD|C« 

— Ne'er  may  her  youth  deecnerate  shamo 

The  glories  of  Eliza's  namo ! 

But  with  the  poefs  plirrnsy  hołd, 

Such  as  iT>S;>iT»d  li  er  bards  of  o!d, 
Pluck  the*g.ł.v.u  '•iUiłjl  fiom  the  bund  of  Famę! 


THE    TEARS  AND   TRTUMPH    OF    PAR- 

NASSUS: 

AN  ODE.      SBT   TO   MUSIC,    AND    PERFORBIED   AT 
SRURY-^^AlfE,  1760. 

The  scenę  duanert  Apollo  and  the  Ninę  Muses  01 

iheirpraper  habiłt. 

APOLLO. 

Fate  gaye  the  word;  the  deed  is  done; 

Augustus  is  no  morę; 
His  great  carccr  of  famc  is  run. 

And  all  the  loss  dcpiore. 

[The  Mtuet  iear  ąf  tktir  Imntt. 

CAŁŁIOPB. 

Weil,  sisters  of  the  sacred  spring, 
Weil  may  yoa  rend  your  golden  hair; 
Weil  may  you  now  your  dirges  sing. 
And  pieroe  with  cries  the  troubled  air. 

CMORCS. 

Fate  gave  the  word,  &c. 

CLIO. 

Founded  in  justice  was  his  sway; 
Ambition  nerej-  markM  his  way. 

CAŁLIOPE. 

Uniess  tbe  best  ambition  that  can  fire 
A  monarch*8  breast  and  ałl  bis  soul  inapiie, 
The  gen^rous  purpose  of  the  noble  mind, 
Tbe  best  ambition— to  serre  bnman  kiod. 

APOLLO. 

Yes,  Yirgins,  yes;  tbat  wisb  sublime 
Rank*d  bim  with  tbose  of  earliest  time, 

Wbo  for  a  peopIe's  welfare  8trove  j 
Whose  spirits  breatbe  etberial  air, 
And  for  their  meed  of  earthly  cace. 

Drink  nectar  witb  Olympian  JoTe^ 

CAŁŁIOPB. 

Oh  Trutb !  fair  dangfater  of  tbe  sky. 
And  Mercyl^tbat  witb  asking  eye 

Near  tbe  Omnipotent  do'8t  stand; 
And,  when  mankind  provoke  bis  ragę, 
Do'st  clasp  his  knees,  his  wratb  assuage. 

And  win  the  tbunder  fipmn  bis  band! 
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cuo. 

Ohl  white^rob*d  Faith !  celestial  maid! 
Tviii-boni  with  Jnstice !  by  whose  aid 

He  IWd  the  guaidiaa  of  Uie  laws; 
Dnr  Liberty!  rouwl  AIbłoii's  isle 
Thst  bid'st  eternal  sunshine  smile, 

Wbo  DOW  wlU  giiaid  your  sacied  came  ? 


Dear  Uberty,  &c. 


CHORUS. 


CAŁŁIOPE. 


Wbere  wen  ye,  Musea,  when  the  fiatal  aheen 
The  Pwy  rai8'd»  to  dose  his  rev>reiid  yean? 
Bot  ah!    ymhk  wiih! — you  could  not  stop  the 
bknr! 

No  oneii  wmniM  ye  of  tb'  impending  woe. 

APOŁU>. 

See!  wheie  Britannia  standa 
With  doae  infbided  hands. 

On  yooder  sea-beat  shore! 
BehoU  ber  languid  air ! 
ŁotberdishereUMbair! 

Majestic  now  no  morę ! 
Still  on  the  snllen  wave  ber  eye  is  bent, 
The  trident  of  the  main  thrown  idle  by; 
OU  Thamea,  his  sea^green  mantle  rent, 
larerts  bis  om,  and  beares  a  doleftd  sigh. 
Hark!  to  the  winds  and  wavea 
Fimntic  with  grief  she  raves, 

And,  "  Cniel  gods!»  bhe  cries; 
Each  cfaalky  cUff  around, 
Each  rock  rebims  the  sound. 
And  ««  Cniei  gods!**  replies. 

GAŁŁIOPB. 

*  See!  the  proceasion  sad  and  slow, 
Walks  in  a  solemn  pomp  of  woe 
Throngh  awlul  arches,  t^oomy  aisles. 
And  rows  of  monumental  ptles, 
Wbere  Ite  the  venerable  jnst, 
Wbere  beroes  moolder  into  dusŁ 

*  Now  qnietly  innrnM  be  lies, 
Fsle!  paie!  inanimate  and  coid! 

Wbere  round  bim  balefni  vapours  rise, 
'Midat  bonea  of  Icgislators  old! 

Of  hioi  wbo  songfat  th*  ambitious  Gani 

0*er  thick-erobattled  plains, 
Wbo  felt,  wbo  liv'd,  and  reign'd  for  all, 

Tlus  only  now  remains. 

APOLLO. 

ftriag,  in  bandfols,  lilies  bring; 
Bring  me  ałl  the  flow*ry  spring. 
Scatter  roses  on  bis  bier; 
Ever  honoorM,  erer  dear ! 

CHORCf. 

Scatter  roaes,  acc 

MERCURT  daeendi. 

Ko  moie,  bannomons  progeny  of  Jore, 

No  morę  lei  fon^ral  accents  rise ; 
The  greaty  tbe  good  Augnstus  reigns  above, 

Tnuniatedto  bis  kindred  skies. 

cuo. 

No  moce  for  my  lustoric  pag^i* 

CAUIOPB. 

No  ooie  for  my  gieat  epic  rage^ 


BOTHb 

Will  by  the  bero  now  be  done— • 

CBORUS. 

His  great  career  0f  iame  is  nm. 
And  all  the  loss  deplore. 

Enter  mars. 

Lo!  Mars,  from  his  beloved  land, 
Wbere  Freedom  long  hath  fix*d  ber  stand, 
Bids  ye  collect  your  flowing  bair. 
And  again  the  laurel  wear: 
For  see!  Britannia  rears  her  drooping  bead; 
Again  resumes  her  trident  of  the  main^ 
Thames  takes  bis  urn,  and  seeks  his  wafry  bed, 
While  gay  Content  sits  smiling  ou  the  plain. 
Hark!  a  ghid  voice, 
,  Proclaims  the  people's  choice. 

CH0RU9,  wUkiH  the  icenet, 

He  is  our  liege,  our  rightful  tord ! 
Of  beart  and  toi^e  with  one  accord 

We  all  will  sing 

Long  live  the  king! 
He  is  our  liege !— he  !^he  alone ! 
With  British  heart  be  mounts  the  throne: 
Around  bim  throngs  a  loyal  band; 
He  will  protect  his  natiTe  land ! 
He  is  our  liege,  &c. 

[The  Muitt  rue  andput  on  Umr  lawnis, 

CAŁUOPB. 

The  Muses  now  their  beads  shall  raise; 

The  arts  to  U£(  shall  spring; 
Yii^gins,  we'll  trim  onr  wither^d  bays, 

And  wake  each  vocal  string; 
Now  shall  the  sculptor^s  happy  skill 

Touch  the  rude  stone  to  life; 
The  painter  shall  bis  canvas  fili, 

Pleas*d  with  bis  mimie  strife. 

ćuo. 

Sweet  Mercy!  Faith!  celestial  Tmth! 
Now  by  your  aid  tbe  royal  yonth 

Shall  lłve  the  guaidian  of  the  laws; 
Dear  Liberty!  round  Albioii*s  isle 
Tbat  bid'st  eternal  sunshine  imile, 

He  now  will  guard  yoor  sacred  canie. 

APOLLO. 

Blest  pńnce!  whose  snbjects  in  each  adverse  hour 

For  freedom  still  ha.ve  atoodl 
Blest  isle!  whose  prince  but  deems  tbe  soT'reign 

Tbe  pow^r  of  doing  good !  [pow*r. 


Now  open  ałl  your  Helicon;  ezplore 
Of  harmony  the  loftiest  storę; 
Let  the  drum  beat  alarms, 
Such  as  rouae  us  to  anns; 
Tbe  trumpet*s  shrill  elangor  shall  pierce  through 
the  sky ! 
Swell  tbe  rapture,  swell  it  high; 
And  in  notes  sublime  and  elear 
Ponr  the  strong  melody  tbat  Heav*n  may  hear. 

APOLLO. 

Nothing  mortal  will  I  sound ; 
Lo!  the  flame,  the  Same  dime! 
High  I  mount,  I  quit  tbe  groand^ 
Holy  lory!  I  amthine. 
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With  roge  possest 

Big  swells  my  breasŁ ! 
In  yisions  rapt,  before  my  sight  appears 
A  brighter  order  of  inci^easing  years. 

MAR9.  , 

I  see  thc  Rhine  devolve  his  floo<l 
))eep>crim8on'd  with  the  Gallic  blood! 

I  hear,  I  hear  the  distant  roar 

Of  ruin  on  yon  hostile  shore ! 

1  see,  young  prince,  to  thee  I  sec 

The  8avage  lodian  beud  the  knee ! 

Lo!  Afric  from  her  sable  kings 

Her  richest  stores  in  tribute  brings! 
And  farthest  Ind,  bencath  the  rising  day 
Lays  down  her  arms,  and  vencrates  thy  sway. 

CAŁŁIOPE. 

I  sce  Bellona  banishM  far ! 
"I  see  him  close  the  gates  of  War. 
While  purple  Raare  within 
With  ghastły  irc  shall  ^in. 
And  rolling  his  tcrrific  eyes, 
Where  round  him  heaps  of  arms  arise, 
Bound  with  a  hundred  brazen  chains, 
In  vain  shall  foam,  and  thirst  for  sanguine  plains. 

CŁJO. 

Sweet  Peace  retums; 
0'er  Albion^s  sons 

Sbe  wave8  her  dove-Iłke  wings ; 
vOn  ev'ry  plain 
The  shepherd  train 

Tbcir  artless  loves  shall  sing. 
Pale  Discord  shall  iiy 
•  From  the  light  of  the  sky, 

To  black  Cocytus  hurPd; 
There,  there  shall  feel 
Ixion'5  Wheel, 
The  Furtes  with  their  serpents  cnrlM; 
With  the  unceasing  toil  shall  groan 
Of  the  miconquerable  stone, 
And  leave  in  haimony  the  British  world. 

APOLLO. 

Proceed  great  days ;  lead  on  th'  atispicioos  years; 
Such  years  (—for  lo!  the  scenę  of  fkte  appears!) 
Such  years,  the,Destinie8  ^ave  said,  shall  rolU 
Jove  nods  consent,  and  thunder  ahakes  the  pole. 


ARCADIA.    A  DRAMATIC  PASTORAŁ'. 

SCENE  I.     A  view  ąf  the  country. 
Shepherds  and  Shcpherdesses. 

CHORU8. 

Shepherds,  buxom,  blithe  and  free, 
Kow's  the  time  for  jollity. 

8YŁVIA. 
AIR. 

Hither  hastę,  and  bring  along 
Merry  tale  and  jocund  song, 
To  the  pipę  and  tabor  beat 
Frolic  measures  with  your  feet. 

■  Performed  at  Drury-Iane  tbeatre,  in  honour 
of  their  present  majesties'  marriage.  The  musie 
was  conpoMd  by  Stanley.    (X 


Ey*ry  gift  of  time  employ; 

Make  the  most  of  proffer*d  joy,  * 

Pleasure  hates  the  scanty  rules 

Portion'd  out  by  dreaming  fools. 

CRORCS. 

Shepherds,  buxom,  blithe  and  fi'e^ 
Now's  the  time  for  jollity, 
,  [A  dance  of  shepherds,  SCc» 

8YLVIA«      « 

RECITATIYE. 

Kejoice,  ye  happy  swains,  rejoicej 
It  is  the  heart  that  prompts  the  voice. 
Be  sorrow  banish^d  far  away; 
Thyrsis  shall  make  it  holiday. 
Who  at  his  name  can  joy  supprcss  ? 
Arcadian-bom  to  rule  and  bless. 

DAMON. 

A  ml  hark!  from  rock  to  rock  the  somid 
Of  winding  hom,  and  deep-moutli'd  hound. 
Break ing  with  rapture  on  the  ear, 
Proclaims  the  blithesome  Phccbe  near : 
See  where  she  hastes  with  eager  pace. 
To  speak  the  joys  that  paint  her  face. 

ScENE  IL    C^ieru  to  a  pnupecł  ofrodu. 
HunUmen,  kmtresses,  SCc,  eoming  dotmfrom  Aem. 

PHOSBE. 

Hither  I  speed  with  honest  glee, 
Such  as  befits  the  mind  that^s  free; 
Your  cheerful  troop,  blithe  you!h  to  join. 
And  mix  my  social  joys  with  thine. 
Now  may  each  nympfa,  and  frolic  swaio, 
0'er  mountain  steep,  or  level  plain, 
Court  buxom  Health,  while  jocund  hom 
Bids  Echo  wake  the  sluggard  Mom. 

AIR.  * 

When  the  Moming  peeps  forth,  and  the  Zeph3n's 

cool  gale,  [daJ^; 

Carries  fragrance  and  health  over  mofontain  and 

Up,  ye  nymphs,  and  ye  swains,  and  together  ve^l 

rove, 
Up  hill,  down  the  vaUey,  by  thicket  or  grove: 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  resoouds 
With  the  notes  of  the  homs,  and  the  ery  of  the 
hounds. 

Let  the  wretched  be  sla^es  to ambiti on  and  wealth  ; 
Ali  the  blessing  we  ask  is  the  blessing  of  health. 
So  shall  innocence  self  give  a  warrant  to  joys 
No  en\'y  distui*bs,  no  dependance  destroys : 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  resoands 
With  the  notes  of  the  hom,  and  the  ery  of  th« 
hounds. 

0'er  hill,  dale,  and  woodland,  with  rapture  we 
roam; 
Yct  retuming,  still  find  the  dear  pleasures  at  borne; 
Where  the  cheerful  good  humour  gires  bonesty 


grace, 


[fitce: 


And  the  heart  speaks  content  in  the  smiles  of  the 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  renmiids 
With  the  notes  of  the  hom,  and  tbe  ery  of  the 
hounds. 

DAMJETAS, 
JIBCITATIYB.. 

Smali  care,  my  friends,  your  youtb  wiiioyi» 
Which  oniy  looks  to  present  joys. 


ARCĄDIA< 
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tYŁYIA. 

Thongh  the  white  locks  of  silver*d  age. 
And  kmg  experience  hail  thee  sage^ 
Ul  suita  it  la  this  joy,  to  vear 
A  brow  so  over-haDg  with  carc. 
Better  with  ns  thy  yoice  to  raise. 
And  join  a  wbole  Arcadia*8  praise. 

DAM^TAS. 

WJth  you  I  joy  that  Thyrais  reSgns 
The  guanlian  o^er  his  native  plains : 
But  praise  is  scanty  to  reveal 
The  speakiiig  bletiaiugs  all  must  feel. 

DAMON. 

Tnie,  all  miut  feel— but  tbanklesi  too? 
Korgive  to  virtne,  yirtue^s  due? 
}Aj  srrateful  heart  shail  ever  show 
Tht  debt  I  need  not  blush  to  owe. 

AIR. 

That  I  ^o  where  I  list,  that  I  sing  wbat  1  please, 
llnt  my  iaboar*fi  the  pńce  of  contentment  and 

ease, 
Hnt  no  eare  6roiu  abroad  my  retirement  annoys, 
Hat  at  home  I  can  taste  th«  trae  fiunily  joys, 
That  my  kids  wantoa  aafely  o'er  meadows  and 

rocks, 
Tbat  my  aheep  graze  secure  fitim  the  robber  or 

fox; 
Tbese  are  blessings  I  share  with  the  rest  of  the 

swains, 
FcT  K'8  Thynis  who  gave  them,  and  Thyrsis 
matntains. 

DAAŁCTAS. 
RECITATIYE. 

Ferisb  my  Toice,  if  e'er  I  blame 
Thy  dnfty  to  our  giianliaD'8  name ! 
Hit  actiTetalents  1  rerere. 
Bat  eye  them  witb  a  jealous  fear. 
Intentto  fionn  our  bliss  alone, 
The  geoeious  yooth  fbrgets  hisown; 
Nor  e*er  his  busy  mind  employs 
To  fiod  a  partner  of  his  joys. 
So  might  bis  happy  otfspriog  own 
The  Tirtue  which  their  sire  hath  sbown. 

AIR. 

With  joy  tbe  parent  Iove8  to  tracę 
Resembłance  in  his  children*s  foce : 
And  as  be  fonns  their  docile  yooth 
To  walk  the  sieady  paths  of  truth,  ' 
Observes  tbem  shooting  into  men. 
And  lires  in  them  life  o*er  again. 

Wbłle  actiye  sons,  with  eager  flame, 
Catch  virtoe  at  their  iather^s  name ; 
When  fiiA  of  giory,  foli  of  age, 
The  parenŁ  ąnits  this  busy  stage, 
Wbat  in  the  sons  we  most  admire, 
CaUs  to  new  life  tbe  bonour^d  sire. 

SYLYIA. 
RECITATIYE. 

O  prodcnt  sagę,  forgive  the  zeal 
or  tboogfatless  youth.   With  thee  I  feel, 
Tbe  glories  now  Arcadia  sbares 
May  but  embitter  liiture  cares» 

Ohmig^hty  Pan!  attend  Arcadia's  voice| 
Inspire,  direct,  and  sanctify  bid  choice. 


AIR. 

So  may  all  thy  8ylvan  train, 

Dryad,  nymph,  and  rustic  faun, 
To  the  pipę  and  inerry  strain, 

Trip  it  o*er  the  russet  lawn! 
May  no  thorn  or  bearded  grass 
Hurt  their  footsteps  as  they  pass, 
Wbiist  i  u  gambols  round  and  round 
They  cport  it  o*er  the  shaven  ground ! 

Thowgh  thy  Syrinx,  like  a  dream* 

Flying  at  tbe  face  of  day, 
Vanish'd  in  the  limpid  stream, 
Bearing  all  thy  hopes  away, 
If  again  thy  heart  should  bum, 
In  caressiug, 
Blest)  and  blessing, 
May'8t  thou  find  a  wish^d  return. 

CHORUS. 

O  migbty  Pan !  attend  Arcadia'8  volce, 
Inspire,  direct,  and  sanctify  bis  choice. 

[A  dance  ąfhuntsmen  and  kuntrettet, ' 

OAM.£TAS. 
RECITATIYE. 

Peace,  sbepherds,  peace,  with  jocund  air, 
Which  speaks  a  heart  unknown  to  care, 
Young  Delia  hastes.    The  glad  surprise 
Of  rapture  flashing  from  ber  eyes. 

Enter  Delia, 

DEUA. 
AIR. 

Shepherds,  shepherds,  come  away; 

Saduess  were  a  sin  to  day. 

Let  the  pipe'8  merry  notes  aid  tbe  skill  of  the 

voice; 
For  our  wishes  are  crown'd,  and  our  bearts  sball 
rejoice. 
Rejoice,  and  be  glad  ; 
For  sare  he  is  mad 
Who,  where  mirth  and  good  bumour,  and  bar- 

mony'8  found, 
Never  catches  tbe  smile,  nor  lets  pleasure  go 
round. 
Let  the  stupid  be  giave, 
-  'T  is  tbe  vice  of  the  slaye ; 
Bnt  can  neyer  agree 
With  a  maiden  like  me, 
Who  is  bom  in  a  country  thafs  happy  and  free. 

DAMiETAS. 
RECITATIYE.  * 

Wbat  means  this  rapture,  Delia  ?   Show 
Tb'  event  our  bosoms  bum  to  know. 

DELIA. 

Now  as  I  trod  yon  Yerdant  side, 
Where  Ładon  roUs  its  silyer  tide, 
All  gayly  deck*d  in  gorgeous  state, 
SaiPd  a  proud  barge  of  richest  ireigbt: 
Where  sat  atiymph,  morę  fresb  and  foir 
Thao  blossoms  which  tbe  moming  air 
Steals  perfume  from ;  tbe  modest  grace 
Of  maiden  blush  bespread  ber  face. 
Hlther  it  madę,  and  on  this  strand 
Pour*d  its  rich  freigbt  for  shepherds'  land. 
Ladon,  for  this,  smootb  flow  thy  tide ! 
The  precious  fi«ight  was  Tbyrsis'  bride. 
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SAMJBTAt. 


RBCITATIW. 

Stop,  ihepberdB,  if  aright  I  hear, 
The  sounds  of  joy  proclaiin  them  near : 
Lct»8  meet  them,  friends,  Pil  lead  tbe  way  j 
Joy  makes  me  young  again  to  day. 

SCBNB  IIL 

A  tinoofŁhe  tea,  roUk a  oettel  ot  a  diitanee, 
[HenfoUaau  a  pastorał prootmon  to  ihe  wetUing 

PRIEfT. 
RBCITATITB. 

11  igbty  Pan !  with  tender  care, 
Yiew  this  swaio  and  virgiQ  fiur; 
May  they  ever  thoe  impart 
Just  return  of  heart  for  heart. 
May  the  pledges  of  their  bliss 
Climb  their  kneea  to  share  the  kiss. 
May  tbeir  steady  blooming  youth, 
While  they  tread  the  paths  of  truth, 
Yirtues  catch  from  either  side, 
From  the  brideiproom  and  the  bride. 

CHORDt. 

May  their  steady  blooming  youth, 
While  they  tread  the  paths  of  tnith, 
Yirtues  catch  from  oither  side, 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR,  COLMAN. 

WRITTBH  IN  THK  YBAR  1756. 

You  know,  dear  George,  Fm  noue  of  those 
That  condescend  to  write  in  prose*; 
Inspir^d  with  pathos  and  sublime, 
J  always  soar— in  doggrel  rhyme. 
And  scarce  can  ask  you  how  you  do, 
Wiibout  a  jingling  linę  or  two. 
Besides,  I  always  took  delight  in 
Wbat  btears  the  name  of  easy  writing: 
Perhaps  the  reason  makes  it  piease 
Is,  that  I  fiud  it'8  writ  with  ease. 
I  Tent  a  notion  here  in  printte, 
Which  public  taste  can  ne*er  connire  at, 
Which  thinks  no  wit  or  judgment  greater 
Than  Addison  and  his  Spectator, 
Who  says  (it  is  no  matter  where. 
But  that  be  says  it,  I  can  swear) 
With  easy  Terse  most  bards  are  smitten, 
Becanse  they  tbink  it's  easy  written; 
Whereas  the  easier  it  appears, 
The  greater  marks  of  care  it  wears; 
Of  which,  to  give  an  explanation, 
Tńke  this  by  way  of  illustratlon : 
Tbe  ftun'd  Mat.  Prior,  it  is  said, 
Oft  bit  his  nails,  and  scratcbM  his  head. 
And  chang'd  a  thougfat  a  hundred  times, 
Because  be  did  not  like  the  rhymes. 
To  make  my  meaning  elear,  and  piease  ye, 
In  short,  be  lahour^d  to  mite  eaąf. 
And  yet  no  ciitic  e*er  defines 
His  poems  into  ]abonr'd  lines. 
I  have  a  simile  will  bit  him; 
His  Terse,  like  dothes,  was  madę  to  fit  him, 
Which  (as  no  taylor  e^er  denied) 
The  better  fit,  the  morę  they're  tried« 


Though  I  have  mentioned  Prior's  name, 
Tbink  not  I  aim  at  Prior^s  fiucne. 
Tis  the  resiilt  of  admiration 
To  spend  itself  in  imitation; 
If  imitation  may  be  said, 
Which  is  in  me  by  naturę  bied. 
And  you  ha^e  better  proofr  than  tbete, 
That  I'm  idolater  of  ca$e. 

Who,  bat  a  raadman,  wonld  engage 
A  poet  in  the  present  age  ? 
Write  wbat  we  will,  our  works  bespeak  ot 
Imitatores,  servuro  pecus. 
Tale,  elegy,  or  lofty  ode, 
We  trard  in  the  beaten  road: 
Tbe  proverb  still  sticks  cłosely  by  ns. 
Nil  dictum,  quod  non  dictum  prius. 
The  only  comfbrt  that  I  know 
Is,  that  *t  was  said  an  age  ago, 
Ere  Milton  soar*d  in  thought  sublime, 
Ere  Pope  refin*d  the  chink  of  rhyme, 
Ere  Cobnan  wrote  in  style  so  pure, 
Or  the  greait  Two  the  Connoisseur; 
Ere  I  burle8qu*d  the  runi  cit, 
Proud  to  hedge  in  my  scri^s  of  wit, 
And  happy  in  tbe  close  oonnecUon, 
T'  acąuirt  some  name  from  their  reflecticRi; 
So  (the  similitudc  is  trite) 
The  Moon  still  shines  with  borrow*d  Iłght, 
And,  like  the  race  of  modem  beanx, 
Ticks  with  the  Sun  for  ber  lac»d  clothes. 

Methinks  there  is  no  better  time 
To  show  the  use  I  make  of  rhyme, 
Than  now,  when  I,  who  from  beginniog 
Was  always  fond  of  couplet-sinning, 
Presumiug  on  good-nature*s  score, 
Thus  lay  my  bantling  at  yóor  door. 

The  first  advantage  whtch  1  see, 
Is,  that  I  ramble  loose  and  free: 
The  bard  indeed  fiill  oft  oomplains, 
That  rhymes  are  fetters,  links,  and  cbains. 
And  when  be  wanta  to  leap  the  ienc^ 
Still  keep  him  pri8'ner  to  tbe  sente. 
Howe^er  in  common-place  be  ragę, 
Rh3rme's  like  your  fetters  on  the  stage, 
Which  when  the  player  once  hath  wore, 
It  makes  him  only  strat  the  morę, 
While,  raring  in^wtbetic  strains, 
He  shakes  his  legs  to  clank  his  cbains. 

From  rh3rme,  as  from  a  handsome  face, 
Nonsense  acąuires  a  kind  of  gjace; 
I  therefore  gi^e  it  all  its  soope, 
That  sense  may  unperceiv'd  elope: 
So  ministers  of  basest  tricks 
(I  loTe  a  fling  at  politics) 
Amuse  the  nation,  court,  and  king, 
With  breaking  Fowke,  and  hanging  Byng; 
And  make  each  puny  rogue  a  prey, 
While  they,  the  greater,  slink  away. 
This  simile  perhaps  would  strike, 
If  match'd  with  something  morę  alike; 
Then  take  it  dressM  a  second  time 
In  Prior^s  ease,  and  my  sublime. 
Say,  did  you  nevcr  cbance  to  meet 
A  mob  of  people  ia  the  street, 
Ready  to  giye  the  robb*d  reli^, 
And  all  in  baste  to  catch  a  thief, 
While  tbe  ily  rogue,  who  filcb^d  the  prey, 
Too  close  beset  to  run  away, 
*'  Stop  thief!  stop  thief!"  CKcIaims  alood. 
And  so  escnpes  among  the  crowd  ? 
So  miniaters,  lec. 
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O  Eiic!aMl,  bow  I  moam  thy  fiite ! 
For  surę  tby  losses  now  arc  great; 
7Vo  such,  what  Briton  can  endurei 
Minorca  aod  tbe  Connoiscear! 

To  day,  befbre  the  Sun  goes  down. 
Will  die  the  ceDSor,  Mr.  Town! 
H(*  dies,  nhoe^er  takes  pains  to  eon  him, 
With  blushing  honours  tbick  upon  hiin; 
O  m-jv  his  oame  these  rena  8ave, 
Be  thtfe  in5crb*d  opon  his  grave ! 

Know,  reader,  that  on  Thursday  died 
Tbe  ConnoisscTir,  a  suicide ! 
Yet  tbink  not  that  his  soul  19  fl«d. 
Nor  rank  him  'mongst  tbe  vulgar  dead, 
HoH'e'er  defunct  you  set  him  down, 
Hes  obiy  going  out  of  Toma. 


THE  PUFF. 

A  ttUIOGUB    BSTWEEK  TRB    BOOKBBŁŁIR   AMD 

AVTHOft. 

PBBnXBO  TO  THS  ST.  JAM1S'S  MAGAZINB, 
BEPTBMBER,  1769. 

BOOKIEŁŁBR. 

MinnJH,  sir!  thafg  not  enough. 
New  worka,  we  know,  reąuire  a  paff  j 
A  titłe  to  entrap  the  eyes. 
And  catrh  the  reader  by  surpńse: 
As  taudy  togna,  which  hang  before 
The  taTcra  or  the  alebouie  door, 
Hiteh  every  pasaei^a  obaenration, 
Uagnetic  in  tbetr  inyitation. 
— 'rhat  Shakspeare  is  prodigious  fine ! 
Shall  we  itep  in,  and  taste  the  winę? 
MeB|  women,  honaes,  hones,  booka, 
AO  borniw  cradit  from  their  looka, 
EsteriMls  have  the  gift  of  striking. 
And  hire  the  fiincy  into  Uking. 

AUTROR. 

Oh!  I  perceive  tbe  thing  you  mean«P» 
Cali  it  St  James's  Magazine. 

BOOKSEŁŁBR« 

OrtheNewBritiah— 

AirtHOR. 

Oh !  no  morę. 
One  name^s  as  good  as  half  a  score. 
And  titles  oft  gire  nothing  less 
TbtD  what  they  staringly  profess. 
?afling,  1  jgrant,  ia  all  the  modę; 
The  conimon  hackney  tumpike  road : 
Bat  eoitom  is  the  blockhead^s  guide. 
And  toch  Iow  arta  diagust  my  pride. 
Success  on  merit*a  foroe  dependa. 
Not  on  the  partial  Toice  of  frienda; 
Kot  on  the  Memt,  that  bully  sin ; 
But  that  which  patstik  shou  wiśhm  : 
Wbich  bida  tbe  wannth  of  friendship  glowi 
And  writtgs  conTiction  fvom  a  fee.— 
Bettire  anoceai,  and  prondly  claim, 
Not  iteal  a  paasage  into  fiuneu 

BOOKSBŁŁBR. 

Your  method,  air,  will  nerer  do^ 
TQa*re  right  in  theory,  it*8  true. 
Bat  then,  experienoe  in  out  trede 
Sayi,  theie's  no  haim  in  tome  pandę. 


Suppose  we  said,  by  Mr.  Uoyd? 

AUTHOR. 

The  Tery  thing  I  would  avoid; 
And  would  be  rather  pleas*d  to  own 
Myself  unknowing,  and  uuknown: 
What  could  th'  unknowing  Masę  expect. 
But  information  or  neglect? 
Unknown — perhaps  ber  reputation 
Escapes  tbe  tax  of  de&mation, 
And  wrapt  in  darknrss,  laughs  unhurt, 
While  critic  blockheads  tbix)w  their  dirti 
But  be  who  madly  prints  his  name, 
Inyites  hia  foe  to  take  surę  aim. 

BOOKSBŁŁBR. 

True — ^but  a  name  will  always  bring 
A  better  sanction  to  the  thing: 
And  all  your  acribhling  foes  are  such, 
Their  cenaure  cannot  hurt  you  much; 
And,  take  the  matter  ne'er  so  ill, 
If  you  doQ't  print  it,  sir,  they  will. 

AUTUOR. 

Weil,  be  it  so— that  struggle^s  o'ei^M 
Nay,— -thia  shall  prove  one  spur  the  mora. 
PleasM  if  aocceas  attends,  if  not, 
Pve  vn-it  my  namef  and  madę  a  bhL 

BOOKSBŁŁBR. 
But  a  good  print. 

AUTHOR. 

The  print  ?  why  there 
I  trust  to  honest  Leach'a'  care. 
What  ist  to  me?  in  yerse  or  prose, 
I  find  the  stuff,  you  make  the  clothea: 
Add  paper,  print,  and  all  such  dresa. 
Will  lose  no  credit  from  his  press. 

BOOKtBŁŁBR. 

You  quite  mistake  the  thing  I  mean, 
•—Pil  fetch  you,  sir,  a  magazine; 
You  see  that  picture  there — ^the  ąueen. 

AUTBOR. 

A  dedication  to  her  too ! 
What  will  not  folly  dare  to  do? 

0  days  of  art !  when  happy  skill 
Can  raise  a  likeness  whence  it  wiU ; 
When  portraita  ask  no  Reynolds'  aid. 
And  queen8  and  kings  are  ready  madę. 

No,  no.  my  friend,  by  helps  like  these, 

1  cannot  wish  my  work  should  pleaaej 
No  pictures  taken  fix>m  the  life, 
Where  all  proportions  are  at  strife; 
No  huihming-bird,  no  painted  flower. 
No  beast  just  landed  in  the  Tower, 
No  wooden  notes,  no  colour*d  map,    ' 
No  country-danoe  shall  stop  a  gap ; 

O  Pbilomath,  be  not  severe, 

If  not  one  problem  meeta  yon  here; 

Where  gossip  A,  and  neigbbour  B, 

Pair,  like  good  fiienda  wlth  C  and  D; 

AndEFO,  HIKioin; 

And  curve  and  iocidental  line 

Fali  out,  fali  in,  and  erosa  each  other, 

Just  like  a  sister  and  a  brother. 

Ye  tiny  poeta,  tiny  wits, 

Who  frisk  about  on  tiny  tits, 

^  Dryden  Łeach,  a  prtnter  of  notę  tt  that 
time.        C. 
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Who  words  diąioin,  and  sweetly  sincr, 
Take  one  third  part,  and  take  the  thingj 
Then  close  the  jointa  again,  to  frame 
Sonlb  lady*s  or  some  city^s  name, 
Eiyoy  your  own,  your  proper  Phoebus; 
We  neither  make,  noK  print  a  rebus. 
No  crambo,  no  acrostic  fine, 
Great  letters  lacing  down  each  linę; 
No  strange  conundrum,  no  inventioa 
Beyond  the  reach  of  comprehcnsion. 
No  riddle,  which  whoe'er  unties, 
Claims  twelve  Museums  for  the  prize, 
Shall  strire  to  płease  you,  at  th'  expense 
Of  simple  taste,  and  common  sense. 

BOOKSEŁLER. 

But  would  not  ornament  produce 
Some  real  grace  and  proper  use  ? 
A  frontispiec^  would  have  its  weight, 
Neatly  engrav*d  on  copper-plate. 

AUTHOR. 

Plain  letter-press  shall  do  the  feat, 
What  need  of  foppery  to  be  neat  ? 
The  pastę- board  Guard  delights  me  morę, 
That  stands  to  watch  a  bun-house  door^ 
Tban  such  a  muckery  of  grace. 
And  ornament  so  out  of  place. 

BOOKSEŁLER. 

But  one  word  morę,  and  I  have  done— 
A  patent  might  cnsure  its  run. 

AUTHOR. 

Patent !  for  what !  can  patcnts  givc 
A  genius?  or  make  blockheads  Uve? 
If  80,  O  hail  the  glorious  plan  I 
And  buy  it  at  what  price  you  can. 
But  what,  alas !  wiłl  that  avail, 
Beyond  the  property  of  sale  ? 
A  property  of  littlc  worth, 
If  weak  OUT  produce  at  its  birth. 
For  famę,  for  honest  famę  we  strive. 
But  not  to  stmggle  half  alive, 
And  drni?  a  miserable  being, 
Its  end  still  fearing  and  foreseeing. 
Oh !  may  the  flame  of  gentus  blaze, 
Enkindled  with  the  breath  of  praise! 
But  far  be  ev'ry  fruitless  puff. 
To  blow  to  light  a  dying  snuff. 

BOOKSKEXBR, 

But  should  not  something,  sir,  be  said, 
Particular  on  ev*ry  head  ? 
What  your  originals  will  be, 
What  inanite  variety, 
Multum  in  parvo,  as  they  say. 
And  something  neat  in  every  way  ? 

AtrrHOR. 

I  wish  there  could — but  that  depends 
Not  on  myself,  so  much  as  friends. 
I  but  set  up  a  new  machinę, 
With  bamess  tight,  and  frimishM  clean ; 

*  Thłs  paste-board  Guard  might  have  been  seen, 
until  within  these  few  years,  at  various  bun-houses 
aad  tea-gard«na  in  the  yicinity  of  the  metropoUs. 

C. 


Where  such,  vho  thiak  it  no  disgrace. 
To  send  in  time,  and  take  a  place, 
The  book-keeper  shall  minutę  dowD, 
And  I  with  pleasure  drive  to  town. 

BOOKSEŁLER. 

Ay,  tell  them  that,  sir,  and  then  say, 
What  letters  come  in  every  day; 
And  what  great  wits  your  care  procures. 
To  join  their  social  hands  with  yours. 

AUTHOR. 

What !  must  1  huge  proposals  print, 
Merely  to  drop  some  saucy  hint, 
That  real  folks  of  real  famę 
Will  give  their  works,  and  not  their  name? 
— ^This  pufTs  of  use,  you  say — why  let  it, 
Weni  boast  such  frieodship  when  we  get  it. 

BOOKSEŁLER. 

Get  it !    Ay,  sir,  you  do  but  jest, 
You*lł  have  assistance,  and  the  best. 
There»s  Churchill— will  not  Churchill  lend 
Assistance? 

AUTHOR. 

Surely— to  his  firiend. 

BOOKSEŁLER. 

And  then  your  interest  might  procurft 
Something  from  either  Connoisseur. 
Colman  and  Thomton,  both  will  join 
Their  social  band  to  strengtben  thine : 
And  when  your  name  appears  in  print. 
Will  Garrick  never  drop  a  hint? 

AUTHOR. 

True,  I've  indulg'd  sach  hopes  before, 
From  those  you  name,  and  many  morę; 
And  tiiey,  perhaps,  again  will  join 
Their  hand,  if  not  asbam>d  of  minę. 
Bold  is  the  task  we  undertake, 
The  friends  we  wish,  the  work  must  make: 
For  wits,  like  adjectives,  are  known 
To  cling  to  that  which  stands  alone. 

BOOKSEŁLER. 

Perhaps,  too,  in  our  way  of  trade. 
We  might  procure  some  useful  aid: 
Could  we  engage  some  able  pen. 
To  fumish  matter  now  and  then; 
There*s— whafs  his  name,  sir?  would  compile^ 
And  methodize  the  news  in  ttyle, 

AUTHOR. 

Take  back  your  newsman  whence  he  came, 
Carry  your  crutches  to  the  lamę. 

BOOKSBŁŁER. 

You  mustenricb  your  book,  indeed! 
Barę  merit  ne^er  will  sn(^eed; 
Whioh  readers  are  not  now  a-days. 
By  half  so  apt  to  buy,  as  praise ; 
And  praise  is  bardly  worth  pursuing, 
Which  tickles  authors  to  their  min. 
Books  shiit  about  like  ladies'  dress. 
And  there*6  a  fashion  in  success. 
But  could  not  we,  like  little  Bayes, 
Armies  imaginary  raise? 
And  bid  our  generals  take  the  field. 
To  head  the  troops  that  lie  conceal^d? 


CHITCHAT. 
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Bid  generał  Essay  lead  the  van, 
By--Ob!  the  style  will  show  the  man: 
Bid  major  Science  bold  appear, 
With  ail  his  pot-hooks  iu  the  rear. 

AUTHOR. 

Tnie,  true,— our  news,  our  prose,  our  rhymes, 
Sball  8hov  the  colour  of  the  tlines; 
For  wbich  most  salutai^  eud^, 
We*ve  fellow-soldiers,  fellow-friends.   • 
For  city,  and  for  court  affair^. 
My  lord  duke^s  bnt]«;r,  and  the  mayor'8. 
For  politics— «ternal  talkers, 
Prolbaud  ob-^errers,  and  park^nralkers. 
For  plays,  great  actors  of  reiiown, 
{Lately  or  just  arrivM  in  town) 
Or  some,  in  state  of  abdication, 
Of  oiatorial  reputation ; 
Or  tbose  vbo  live  on  scraps  and  bits,         * 
Merę  green-room  wasp^;,  and  Tempie  wit»; 
Sball  teach  you,  iu  a  page  or  two, 
What  Garrick  should,  or  should  not  do. 
Trim  poets  from  the  city  desk, 
Deep  Ters'd  in  rurai  picturesquo, 
Who  minutę  dowo  with  wond'rous  paios, 
WTiat  Rider^s  Aimanac  contains 
Od  flov'r  and  sced,  and  wind,  and  weather, 
And  bind  tbem  in  an  ode  together; 
Sball  through  the  seasons  monthly  sing 
Sweet  Winter,  Autumn,  Summer,  Spring. 

B00K8EŁŁER. 

Ah,  sir !  I  see  y ou  love  to  jest, 
Idid  but  hint  things  for  the  besL 
Bo  what  you  please.  His  yo^tr  design^ 
And  if  it  fails,  no  blame  is  minę; 
1  leaTC  the  management  to  you, 
Yoor  servant,  sir, 

AITTHOR. 
Vm  yours,*— Adieu. 


CHIT-CHAT,    , 
AW  IMITAXIOIff  OF  THEOCaiTUS. 

IdyŁŁ.  XV.     Er^ei  IIga|tyo«,  &C. 

MRS.  BR<yWN. 

b  Młstresfi  Scot  at  borne,  mydear> 

8BRVAIiT. 

Ma*m,  is  it  you?  l*m  glad  you^re  here. 
My  BUMCsf,  though  resoWd  to  wait, 
b  quite  lapatiaU — ^*tis  so  late, 
8he  fiuicy*d  you  'wpold  not  come  down, 
— Butpray  walk  iń,  ma'nw-MrB.  Brown. 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Yoar  serrant,  madam.     Weil,  I  swear 
rd  giyn  you  ovcr.— Child,  a  chair. 
Ptmy,  mahn,  be  seated. 

HR9.  Brown. 

Łard !  my  dear, 
I  Tow  1'm  almost  dead  with  fear. 
Tbere  is  sucb  icrtmgmg  and  such  sgueegmg, 
The  folks  are  all  so  disobliging; 
And  then  the  waggons,  carts  and  drays 
So  ctog  op  all  these  nanow  ways. 


What  with  the  bustle  and  the  throng, 
1  wonder  how  1  gpt  along. 
Besides  the  walk  is  so  immerue^^ 
Not  that  I  grudge  a  coach  CKpense, 
But  tbeu  it  jumbies  me  to  death, 
—And  I  was  always  short  of  breath. 
How  can  you  live  so  far,  my  dear? 
It's  quite  a  jouniey  to  come  here. 

MR8.  SCOT. 

Lard!  ma^m,  I  Init  it  aJl  to  hm, 
Husbands  you  know,  will  have  their  whim. 
He  took  tbis  house.-— This  house !  this  den.«^ 
See  but  the  temper  of  some  men. 
And  I,  forsootb,  am  hitber  hurl*d. 
To  live  quite  out  of  all  the  world. 
Huiibaad,  indeedl 

MRS.  BROWU. 

• 

Hlst^  lower,  pray, 
The  child  hears  every  wotd  you  say, 
See  how  he  looks— 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Jacky,  come  here, 
There's  a  good  boy,  look  up,  my  dear. 
'T  \ras  not  papa  we  talkM  about. 
— Surely  hs  cannot  find  it  out. 

MRS.  BROWN. 

See  how  the  urchin  holds  hia  Jumds. 
Upon  my  life  he  understands. 
— There*s  a  sweet  child,  come,  kiss  me,  come. 
Will  Jacky  have  a  sugar-plnin? 

MKS.  SCOT. 

This  person,  madam,  (cali  him  so 
And  then  the  child  will  never  know) 
From  house  to  house  would  ramble  ont. 
And  every  night  a  drunken-bont 
For  at  a  tavem  he  wili  spend 
His  twenty  shillings  with  a  friend. 
Your  rabbits  fricasseed  and  chicken, 
With  curious  choice  of  dainty  picking, 
Eacb  night  got  ready  at  the  Crown, 
With  port  and  punch  to  wash  'em  down, 
Would  scarcely  serve  this  belly-glutton, 
Whilst  we  must  stanre  on  mutton,  mutton. 

HRS.  BROWN. 

My  good  man,  too— Lord  bless  us !  wi^ies 
Are  bom  to  lead  unhappy  liyes, 
Although  his  profits  brin|^  him  elear 
Almost  two  hnndred  pounds  a  year, 
Keeps  me  of  casb  so  short  and  bare, 
That  1  have  not  a  gown  to  wear; 
Except  my  robę,  and  yellow  sack. 
And  this  old  lutestring  on  my  back. 
—  But  wc've  no  time,  my  dear,  to  waste. 
Come,  where'8  your  cardinal,  make  hastę. 
The  king,  God  bless  his  nuyesty,  I  say, 
Ooes  to  the  house  of  lords  to  day, 
In  a  fine  painted  coach  and  eight. 
And  rides  along  in  all  his  state. 
And  then  the  qaeenp-« 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Aye,  aye,  you  know^ 
Great  folka  can  always  make  a  show. 
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But  tell  me,  do-^l'T«  n<ver  seen 
Her  piesent  oujesty,  the  queen. 

MR9.  BROWN. 

Lard !  we^Yc  no  time  for  talking  now, 
H&rk!— ODe«-two— thre&^His  twelve  I  vow. 

MRI.  SCOT. 

Kitty,  my  thiDgs,— PU  soon  have  done, 
It'8  time  eoough,  you  know,  at  one. 
«-Wby,  girl !  see  how  the  creature  stands ! 
Some  waterbere  to  wash^my  hands. 
.—Be  auick— why  surę  the  gip«ey  sleeps! 
iP-Look  how  the  drawling  daiidle  creeps, 
7*hat  basoo  ther»— why  don't  you  pour. 
Go  on,  I  say— stop,  stop— no  morę*- 
lAid !  I  could  beat  the  hussey  down, 
Sbe*s  pour'd  it  aU  upon  my  gown. 
•— Briug  me  my  ruffles— can^st  not  mind? 
And  pin  my  haudkerchief  behind. 
Surę  thou  hast  awkwacdness  eoough, 
Qo«— fetch  my  gloves,  and  fan,  and  ma£ 
—Weil,  HeaT'n  be  prais^d— this  work  is  done, 
I'm  ready  now,  my  dear-^et's  run. 
Girl,— put  that  boŁtle  on  the  shelf. 
And  bring>ve  back  the  key  yourself, 

MR8,  BROWN. 

That  clouded  silk  becomes  you  much,     . 
I  woQder  how  you  meet  with  such, 
But  you'Te  a  chaiming  taste  iu  dress. 
What  might  it  cost  yo*,  madam  ? 
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BI  R8.  SCOT. 


MR8.  BROWN. 


Guesa. 


Oh !  that'8  impossible— for  I 
Am  in  thft  world  the  worst  to  buy« 

M RS.  SCOT. 

I  nerer  love  to  bargain  hard, 
Fiye  sbillings,  as  1  think,  a  yard. 
—I  was  afraid  it  shonld  be  gone— 
Twas  what  Pd  set  my  heartupon. 

MRS.  BROWN. 

Indeed  you  bar  j^nM  with  success. 
For  its  a  most  delightful  dress. 
Besides,  it  fits  you  to  a  hair. 
And  theA  *ti8  8lop*d  with  soch  an  ain 

MRS.  SCOT* 

Pm  glad  you  think  so, — Kitty,  here, 
Bring  me  my  cardinal,  my  dear. 
Jacky,  my  love,  nay  don»t  you  ery, 
Take  you  abroaid!—- Indeed  not  1 ; 
For  all  the  bugaboes  to  fiight  ye— 
Besides  the  naughty  hone  will  bite  ye; 
With  8«ch  a  mob  about  the  street, 
Bless  me,  they^U  tread  you  under  feet 
Whine  as  you  please,  PU  haTe  no  blame, 
YoU*d  better  blubber,  tban  be  lamę. 
Tlie  morę  you  ery,  the  less  yon'11--     ■ 

<, Come,  come  then,  give  mamma  a  kiss, 

Kitty,  I  say,  here  take  the  boy. 
And  fetch  him  down  the  last  new  toy. 
Make  him  as  merry  as  you  can, 
— — Thercy^go  to  Kitty«-4łierB^  R  nuu. 


\. 


\ 


Cali  in  tbe  dog,  and  śbut  the  door, 
Now,  aia'm. 

MR8.  BROWN. 

Oh  Lard! 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Pray  go  before. 

MRS.  BROWN. 

can't  indeed,  now. 

MRS.  SCOT.  - 

Madam,  pray« 

MR8.  BROWN. 

W^U  then,  for  once,  111  lead  the  way. 

MR8.  SCOT. 

Lard  j  what  an  uproar !  what  a  tbrong! 
How  shall  we  do  to  get  along? 
What  wfli  become  of  us?— look  here, 
Here^s  ail  the  king^s  horse.guards,  my  dear. 
Let  us  cross  over — ^haste,  be  quick, 
..-Pray,  sir,  take  car&^-your  borse  will  kick, 
He^ll  kill  his  rider— he's  so  wild. 
— Pm  glad  I  did  not  bring  the  child, 

MRS.  BROWN. 

I>on*t  be  afraid,  my  dear,  come  on, 
Why  don't  you  see  the  guards  are  gooe? 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Weil,  I  begin  to  draw  my  brcath; 
But  I  was  almost  scarM  to  death ; 
For  wbere  a  horse  rears  up  and  capers, 
It  always  puts  me  in  the  vapours. 
For  as  I  live,— nay,  don't  you  laugh, 
Pd  rather  see  a  toad  by  hajf, 
They  kick  and  prance,  and  iook  so  bold, 
It  makes  my  Ter>'  blood  run  cold. 
But  let'8  go  forward— K;ome,  be  quick, 
The  crowd  again  grows  vastly  thick. 

MRS.  BROWN. 

Come  you  from  Palace-yard,  old  damę  ? 

OŁD  WOMAN. 

Troth,  do  I,  my  young  ladies,  why? 

MR8.  BROWN. 
Was  it  much  crowded  when  you  came  ? 

MRS.  SCOT. 
And  is  his  mąjesty  gone  by  ? 

MRS.  BROWN. 

Can  we  get  in,  old  lady,  pray. 
To  see  him  robę  him«elf  to  day  } 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Can  you  direet  us,  damę } 

OŁD  WOMAN. 

EndeaToun 
Troy  could  not  stand  a  sicge  for  ever. 
By  frequ<nt  trying,  Troy  was  won. 
All  things,  by  trying,  may  be  done. 

MRS.  BROWN. 

Go  thy  ways,  Prorerbs — well  she's  gonoa 
Shall  we  tam  back,  or  venture  on? 


I 


CHIT-CHAT. 
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Look  hom  the  lólkB  pren  on  before. 
And  thióiig  impatient  at  the  door. 


MR8.  SCOT. 

Fu^tgmtt!  I  can  hardly  stand, 
Lord  bless  me,  Mrs.  Brown,  your  hand; 
Aod  yon,  my  dear,  take  hołd  of  hen, 
For  ve  miut  stick  as  close  as  burrs, 
Or  in  this  racket,  notse  and  potber, 
We  cnrtainly  shall  lose  each  other. 
— «-Good  God!  my  cardtnal  and  sack 
Are  almost  tom  from  off  my  back. 
Łaid,  1  shaO  faint— Oh  Lud— my  breast— 
Tm  cnishM  to  atoms,  I  protest 
God  bless  me— I  baTe  dropt  my  fan, 
•*— Pny  did  you  see  it,  honest  nian? 

MAN. 

I,  madam !  noy— 4ndeed,  I  fcar 
Yon^ł  mcec  with  some  misfbrtune  here. 
—Stand  back,  I  say — pray,  sir,  foibear-* 
Why,  don't  yoa  see  the  ladies  there? 
Pttt  yonTseWes  under  my  dircction, 
ladies,  1*11  be  yoor  safe  protection. 


SOOT. 

You're  rery  kind,  sir;  truły  few 
Are  half  so  comptaisant  as  you. 
We  sball  be  glad  at  any  day 
This  obligation  to  repay, 
AimI  yon' u  be  always  snre  to  meet 
A  wdcome,  sir,  in— Ijird!  the  street 
Bean  soch  a  name,  I  cant  tell  bow 
To  tdl  bim  where  I  lirę,  I  tow. 
— Mercy !  whafs  all  this  noise  and  stir? 
Play  is  the  king  a  coming,  sir? 

MAN. 

No-^lon't  you  hear  the  people  shout? 
Tis  Mr.  Pitt,  jost  gomg  auL 

MRS.  BROWN. 

Aye,  there  be  goes,  pniy  faeav'n  bless  bim! 
WeD  may  the  people  all  caress  him. 
—Lord,  bow  my  busband  us'd  to  sit, 
And  drink  success  to  honest  Pitt, 
And  happy  o'er  his  eveniog  cheer, 
Cry,  **  yoa  sball  pledge  this  toast,  my  dear." 

MAM. 

ffist — silence— dont  yon  hear  the  drumming? 
Now,  ladies,  now,  tbe  king*8  a  coming. 
Theie,  dont  you  see  the  gnards  approach  ? 

MRS.  BROWN. 

WUch  is  tbe  king? 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Whicb  is  tbe  ooacb? 

SCOTCHMAN. 

Whf(^  ifl  the  noUe  earl  of  Butę, 
Gcnd-fisitb,  111  gi  bim  a  salute. 
For  be^  the  Lamiąfem o«r  doi, 
TroCh,  be^i  a  Unmg  nmdtk  num, 

MAN. 

Here  comes  the  coacb,  so  Tery  slow 
As  if  it  ne^er  was  madę  U>  go^ 


In  all  tbe  gingerbread  of  state, 

And  staggering  under  its  own  weight. 

MRS.  SOOT. 

Upon  my  Word,  it's  monstrous  fine! 
Would  half  the  gold  upont  were  minę? 
How  gaudy  all  the  gilding  sbows! 
It  puts  one's  eyes  out  as  it  goes. 
W  bat  a  rich  glare  of  Tarious  hnes, 
What  shining  yellows,  scarlets,  blues ! 
It  must  have  cost  a  beary  price; 
'Tis  like  a  mountain  drawn  by  mice. 

MRS.  BROWN. 

So  painted,  gilded,  and  so  large, 
Bless  me !  'tis  like  my  lord  mayor's  baig«. 
And  so  it  is— look  how  it  reels! 
*Tis  nothing  eke— a  baige  on  wheets. 

MAN. 

Large !  it  can*t  pass  St.  James*s  gate, 
So  big  the  coach,  tbe  arch  so  strait, 
Jt  might  be  madę  to  rumbie  throngh 
And  pass  as  other  coacbes  do. 
Could  they  a  6o(^-coachman  get 
So  most  preposterously  fit, 
Who'd  undertake  (and  no  rare  thing) 
Without  a  head  to  drire  tbe  king. 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Lard !  what  are  those  two  ugly  tbings 
There— włth  their  bauds  upon  the  tpriags* 
Filthy,  as  ever  eyes  bebeld, 
With  naked  breasts,  and  faces  swelPd  ? 
What  could  the  saucy  maker  mean, 
To  put  such  things  to  fright  the  qaeen? 


Oh !  they  are  gods,  ma*am,  whieh  yoa 
Of  tbe  Marinę  Society, 
Tritons,  whicb  in  the  ocean  dwell. 
And  only  rise  to  blow  their  shalU 


SCOT. 

Gods,  d*ye  cali  thoee  filthy  men? 
Why  dont  tbey  go  to  sea  again? 
Pray,  tell  me,  sir,  yoa  aidentaod, 
What  do  these  Tritoos  4o  oo  laad? 

MRS.  BROWN. 

And  what  are  tbey?  thoee  hindmost  things. 
Men,  fish,  and  birds,  with  fiesh,  scales,  wiogt  ł 


Oh,  they  are  gods  too,  like  the  othen^ 
All  of  one  fiunily  and  brotbers, 
Creatures,  wbich  seldom  come  a-shore. 
Nor  seen  about  tbe  Ipng  before. 
For  show,  tbey  wear  tbe  yellow  htmg 
Their  proper  ooloor  is  trao»blue, 

MRS.  SOOT. 

Lord  bless  us!  whafs  this  noise. aboaV? 
Lord,  what  a  tumult  and  a  rout! 
How  the  folks  boUow,  hiss,  and  hootl 
Wen-»Heav'n  preserre  the  earl  of  Butę ! 
I  cannot  stay,  indeed,  not  I, 
If  there's  a  riot  I  shall  die. 
Let's  make  for  any  house  we  can. 
Do— give  uś  shelter,  honest  num* 
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MRS.-B&OWN. 

I  wonder*d  where  you  was,  my  dear, 
I  thought  I  should  bave  died  with  fear. 
Tbis  noise  and  racketing  and  hurry 
Has  put  my  herves  in  such  a  flurry ! 
I  could  not  tbink  where  you  was  got, 
I  thought  rd  loftt  3roi],  Mrs.  Scot; 
Where*s  Mrs.  Tape,  and  Mr.  Grin  } 
^  Łard,  Fm  so  glad  we're  all  got  in* 


A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN  TUB  AUTHOR  ANO  HIS  FRIEND. 

FRIENA. 

You  say,  "  it  hurti  you  to  the  soul 

To  brook-confinement  or  controul." 

And  yet  will  vołuntary  run 

To  that  conflnement  you  would  shun, 

Conttnit  to  drndge  aloug  the  track, 

With  bells  and  barness  on  your  back. 

Alas!  what  genius  can  admit 

A  monthly  tax  on  spendthrift  wit, 

Which  often  flings  whole  storcs  away. 

And  oft  bas  not  a  doit  to  pay ! 

— Qive  118  a  work,  indeed — of  lengtli— 

Something  which  speaks  poetic  strength;    . 

Is  sluggish  fancy  at  a  stand  ? 

No  scheme  of  conseąuence  in  band? 

Ii  nor  your  plan,  nor  book  ćondemn, 

Sut  wby  your  name,  and  why  A.  M.  ? 

ACTHOR. 

Yes — ^it  stands  forth  to  public  view 
Within,  without,  on  wbite,  on  blue, 
In  proper^  tali,  gigantic  letters. 
Not  dasbM— emvowelPd— Iłke  my  betters. 
And  though  it  stares  me  in  the  faoe, 
Reflects  no  sbame,  hints  no  disgrace. 
While  these  unlabourM  trifles  please, 
Familiar  ohains  are  woili  with  ease. 
— ^Behold!  to  yoars  aod  my  suipriae, 
These  trifles  tfi  a  volume  rise. 
Tbus  will  you  see  me,  as  I  go, 
StiU  gath'ring  balk  like  balls  of  snów, 
Steal  by  degrees  upon  your  shelf, 
And  grow  a  giant  from  Mi  elf. 
The  current  studies  of  the  day, 
Can  rarely  reach  beyond  a  play: 
A  pamphlet  may  deserre  a  look, 
But  Heav'n  defend  us  lirom  a  book ! 
A  libel  flies  on  scandal^s  wings, 
But  works  of  lengtb  are  beavy  things. 
—Not  one  in  twenty  will  succecd— 
Consider^  sir,  how  few  can  read. 

FRIEND. 

1  mean  a  work  of  merit 

AUTHOR. 

True. 

FRIBND. 

A  man  of  taste  must  buy. 


AUTHOR. 

Yesj- 


-You 


And  half  a  dozen  more,  my  friend, 
Whom  your  good  taste  shall  recommenŁ 
Experience  will  by  facts  prevail, 
When  argument  and  reason  fail; 
The  nuptials  now— 

FRIEND. 

Whose  nuptials,  sir>- 

AUTUOR. 

A  poet's        did  that  poem  stir} 
No-»fixt — tho'  tbousand  readers  pasa, 
It  still  looks  tbrough  its  pane  of  glass. 
And  seems  indigiiant  to  exclaim 
"  Pass  on  ye  soos  of  taste,  for  shame !" 

While  duiy  each  revolving  Moon, 
Which  often  comes,  God  knows  too  aoon, 
Continual  plagnes  my  sotil  molest. 
And  magazines  distorb  my  rest, 
While  scarce  a  night  I  steai  to  bcd, 
Without  a  couplet  in  my  head. 
^nd  in  the  moming,  when  I  stir. 
Pop  comes  a  devil,  "  Copy,  sir." 
I  cannot  Btrive  with  dańiig  fligbt 
To  reach  the  bold  Pamassian  height; 
But  at  it's  foot,  content  to  atray, 
lu  easy  unambitious  way, 
Pick  up  those  flowers  the  Muses  Bend„ 
To  make  a  nosegay  for  my  friend. 
In  shorty  I  lay  no  idle  claim 
To  genius  strong,  and  noisy  feme. 
But  with  a  hope  and  wish  to  please, 
I  write,  as  I  would  live,  with  eaae« 

FRIEND. 

But  yon  must  have  a  fiind,  a  minę, 
Prose,  poems,  letters, 

AUTHOR. 

Not  a  linę. 
And  here,  my  friend,  I  rest  secure; 
He  can't  lose  much,  wbo's  always  poor. 
And  if,  as  now,  tbrough  numbers  five» 
Tbis  work  with  pleasure  kept  alive 
Can  still  its  currency  afibrd. 
Nor  fear  the  breaking  of  its  hoard, 
Can  pay  you,  as  at  sundry  timcs. 
For  self  per  Mag,  two  tbousand  rhymes, 
From  whence  should  apprehension  grow, 
That  self  should  faii,  with  richer  co? 

No  doer  of  a  monthly  grub, 
Myself  alone  a  leamed  rlub, 
1  ask  my  readers  to  no  treat 
Of  scientific  hash*d-up  meat. 
Nor  seek  to  please  theatrie  friends, 
With  scmps  of  plays,  and  odda  and  ends.- 

FRIBND. 

Your  metbod,  sir,  is  plain  enougb; 
And  all  the  world  bas  read  your  Puff  ■• 
Th'  allusion's  neat,  e3qpres8iou  clean, 
About  your'travelling  machinę. 
But  yet^— it  is  a  magazioe. 

AUTHOR. 

Why  let  it  be,  and  wherefore  shame  ? 
As  Juliet  says,  what*8  in  a  name? 

'  See  the  PuC 
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it  is  the  way  of  trade, 
Tbnyogli  which  alt  acifiice  is  coirrey^, 
Tbas  knowledge  parcels  out  her  shares; 
The  court  has  hera,  the  lawyen  theirs. 
5V>iiiething  to  acholan  surę  is  due,— « 
Why  not  one  magazine  for  you? 

FRIEND. 

That*s  an  Herculean  task,  my  friend, 
Toa  toil  and  labour— to  offend. 
Vut  of  your  scheme--^  free  translation. 
To  scbolars  is  a  profanation; 
Wbat!  break  np  Łatin!  puli  down  Greek! 
(Peace  to  the  soul  of  sir  John  Cbeeke!>) 
Aad  shall  the  genYous  liquor  run, 
BroacbM  from  the  ricb  Falemian  tun? 
Will  you  pour  out  to  English  swine, 
Neat  as  imported,  oki  Greek  winę } 
Alas !  such  bevenige  on)y  fits 
CbUegiate  tastes,  and  classic  wits« 

AUTHOR. 

I  seek  not,  with  satyric  stroke, 
To  strip  the  pedant  of  his  cloak; 
No       let  him  cuU  and  spout  qaotationSf 
And  cali  the  jabber,  demonstntions. 
Be  his  the  great  coocem  to  show, 
If  RcHiiaik  gowns  were  tied  or  no'; 
Whether  the  Grecians  took  a  slice 
Fonr  times  a-dayi^  or  only  twice, 
SUn  let  him  work  about  his  hole, 
Foor,  hłsy,  blind,  laborious  mole; 
Sdll  let  him  puszle,  read,  exp]ain, 
OppugD,  remark,  aud  read  again. 

Soch,  thongfa  they  waste  the  midnight  oil 
Ib  doli,  minate,  peiplesing  toil, 
Not  imdentandling,  do  no  good. 
Nor  can  do  harm,  not  understood. 

By  scholarsy  apprdiend  me  right, 
I  mean  the  learned,  and  polite> 
Wbose  knowledge  unaffected  flows, 
Aod  sits  aa  easy  as  their  clothes; 
Who  care  not  thougfa  an  <r  or  Md 
Młsplac'd,  endanger  Pri8cian'8  head; 
Nor  think  his  wit  a  grain  the  worse, 
Who  cannot  firame  a  Latin  verBe, 
Or  gire  the  Rondan  proper  word 
To  things  the  Romans  never  heard. 

Tli  true,  except  among  the  great, 
Łetters  are  rather  out  of  datę. 
And  qaacking  genius  morę  disceming, 
Sco&  at  your  regolars  in  leaming. 
—Pedanta,  indeed,  are  1eaming's  curse. 
Rot  ignoianoe  is  something  worse: 
AU  are  not  blest  with  reputation, 
BoiH  on  the  want  of  edncation. 
And  some,  to  lettęra  doły  bred, 
Mayn*t  write  the  worse,  because  they've  read. 
Thoogfa  books  had  better  be  unknowo, 
Than  not  one  thougfat  appear  our  own; 
As  some  can  nerer  speak  themseWes, 
But  throogh  the  authors  on  their  8helves, 
Whose  writiog  smacks  too  much  of  reading, 
Al  allectation  spoila  good  breeding. 

'  The  firrt  restorer  of  Greek  leaming  ia  £ng- 
isnd. 

^  See  SigDoins  aiwl  Mamilius, 


Tme;  but  that  fauli  is  seldom  known, 
Save  in  your  bookish  college  drone. 
Who,  constant  (as  I've  heard  tbem  say) 
Study  their  fourteen  hours  a-day^ 
And  sąuatting  close,  with  duli  attention, 
Read  themselres  out  of  apprehension  • 
Who  scarce  can  wash  their  hands  or  face 
For  fear  of  losing  time,  or  place, 
And  give  one  hour  to  meat  and  drink. 
But  never  half  a  one  to  think. 

AUTHOR. 

Lord!  I  have  seen  a  thousand  such, 
Who  read,  or  seem  to  read,  too  much. 
So  have  I  knoivn,  in  that  rare  place, 
W  berę  cla^sics  aiways  breed  disgrace, 
A  wight,  upon  discoveries  hot, 
As  whether  Hames  have  heat  or  not, 
Study  himself,  poor  sceptic  dunce, 
into  the  Tery  fin?  at  once. 
And  elear  the  philosophic  doubt. 
By  bum  Ing  all  Ideas  out. 
With  such,  eternal  books,  sućcessiye 
l^ad  to  no  sciences  prop-essiye, 
While  each  duli  fit  of  study  past, 
Just  like  a  wedge  drives  out  the  last 

From  these  I  ground  no  expectation 
Of  genulne  wit,  or  free  translation; 
But  you  mistake  mc,  friend.    Suppose, 
(Translations  are  but  modern  clothes) 
1  dress  my  boy — (for  instance  sake 
Maintain  these  children  which  1  make) 
I  give  him  coat  and  breeches — 

FRIEND. 

True— 
But  not  a  bib  and  apron  too ! 
You  would  not  let  your  child  be  seen, 
But  drest  consistent,  neat,  and  clean. 

AirrHOft. 

So  would  I  clothe  a  free  translation, 
Or  as  Pope  całls  it,  imitation; 
Not  puli  down  authors  from  my  shelf. 
To  spoil  their  wit,  and  plague  myself, 
My  learning  studious  to  display. 
And  lose  their  spirit  by  the  way. 

FRIBND. 

Tour  Horace  now-— e^en  borrow  thcnce 
His  easy  wit,  his  manly  sense. 
But  let  the  moralist  convey 
Things  in  the  manners  of  to  day, 
Rather  than  that  old  garb  assume, 
Which  only  snits  a  man  at  Romę. 

AUTHOR. 

Originals  will  alWays  please. 
And  copies  too,  if  done  with  ease. 
Would  not  old  Plautus  wish  to  wear, 
Tum*d  English  host,  an  Engiish  air, 
If  Thomton,  rich  in  nati^e  wit, 
Would  make  the  modes  and  diction  fit? 
Or,  as  I  know  you  hate  to  roam. 
To  fetch  an  instance  nearer  borne; 
Though  in  an  jdiom  most  unlike, 
A  similarity  must  strike, 
Where  both,  of  limple  natare  fond, 
In  art  and  genius  correspond ; 
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And  naire  both  (allow  ihe  phrase 
Which  no  one  English  word  conveyii) 
Wrapt  up  their  stories  neat  and  clean, 
Easy  as 

PRIBND. 

Denłs'iB  yon  mean^. 
■"-Hie  yery  man — not  merę  tranglation. 
Bat  La  Fontaiue  by  transmigration. 

ACTIflOR. 

AttlborSy  as  Dryden'8  maxim  ruos^ 
Have  what  he  calls  poetic  sons, 
Tbus  Milton,  morę  correctiy  wild. 
Was  richer  Spen8er'8  lawftil  ćhild: 
And  Cburchill,  got  on  all  tbe  nine, 
Is  Dryden'8  heir  in  ev'Ty  linę. 
Tbus  Denis  prores  bis  parents  plain, 
The  child  ot  Ease,  and  La  Foutaine. 

FRIEiril. 

His  mose,  indeed^  tbe  work  securefi. 
And  asks  our  praise  as  mach  as  yoars; 
For,  if  deligbted,  readers  too 
May  pay  tbeir  tlianks,  as  well  as  you. 

But  you,  my  friend,  (so  Iblks  complain) 
For  erer  in  this  easy  Tein, 
Tbis  prose  in  yerse,  tbis  measor^d  talk, 
This  paoe,  tbafs  neitber  trot  nor  walk, 
Alm  at  no  fligbts,  nor  stri^e  to  give 
A  real  poem  fit  to  lire. 

Ain'BOR. 

(To  critics  no  offence,  I  hope) 
Prior  sball  live  as  long  as  Pope, 
Each  in  his  manner  surę  to  please. 
Wbiłe  both  bave  strength,  and  both  have  ease; 
Yet  tbough  their  various  beauties  strike, 
Tbeir  ease,  their  strength  is  not  alike. 
Both  with  consummate  horseman^s  skill, 
Ride  as  they  list,  about  tbe  bill ; 
But  take,  pecnliar  in  their  modę, 
Their  farourite  horse,  and  favourite  road. 

For  me,  once  fond  of  autbor-fame, 
Now  ibrcVl  to  bear  its  weight  and  shame, 
I  haTe  no  time  to  run  a  race, 
A  travelIer*B  my  only  pace. 
They,  whom  their  steeds  unjaded  bear 
Around  Hydepark,  to  take  tbe  air, 
May  frisk  and  prance,  and  ride  tbeir  fili. 
And  go  all  paces  which  they  will; 
We,  hackney  tits— nay,  never  smile, 
Who  trot  our  stage  of  Uurty  mile, 
Must  trarel  in  a  constant  plan. 
And  run  our  joumey,  as  we  can. 

FRIBND. 

A  critic  says,  upon  wfaose  sleere 
Some  pin  morę  fiiith  than  you'11  be1ieve, 
That  writings  which  as  easy  please, 
Are'not  tbe  writings  wrote  with  ease, 
From  whence  the  infereooe  ia  plain, 
Your  firiend  Mat  Prior  wrote  with  paia. 

AI7TH0R. 

With  pain  perliape  he  might  eorraćty 
With  care  supply  each  loose  defect, 
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Yet  snre,  if  ihyme,  which  seeos  to  flow, 
Wbether  its  master  will  or  no, 
If  humour,  not  by  study  soogfat. 
But  rising  from  immediate  thoi^ht, 
Are  proofs  of  ease,  what  hardy  name 
Shall  e*er  dispute  a  Pńoi^s  claim ! 

But  still  your  critic's  obserration 
Strtkes  at  no  poet'8  reputation. 
His  keen  reflection  oiily  bits 
Your  rhyming  fops  and  pedling  wits. 
As  some  take  stifiness  for  a  grace. 
And  walk  a  dancing-master^s  pace. 
And  othcrs,  for  familiar  air 
Mistake  the  słouching  of  a  bear; 
So  some  will  finically  trim. 
And  dress  their  lady-muse  too  prim, 
Otbers,  merę  sloyens  in  their  pen 
(The  mob  of  lords  and  geutlemen) 
Fancy  they  write  with  ease  and  pleasnre. 
By  rambliDg  out  of  i1i3rme  rad  measare. 
And,  on  your  critic's  judgment,  these 
Write  easily,  and  not  with  ease. 
I      There  are,  indeed,  whose  wish  pnrsnea. 
And  inclination  courts  the  Mnse; 
Who,  happy  in  a  partial  famę, 
A  while  possess  a  poet*B  name. 
But  read  their  works,  examine  fiur, 
—Show  me  inrention,  foncy  there : 
Taste  1  allow;  but  is  the  fiow 
Of  genius  in  them?  Sorely,  no. 
rris  labour  from  the  classic  brain. 
Read  your  own  Addison>s  Campaign. 
£*en  he,  nay,  think  me  not  sev«arey 
A  critic  fine,  of  Latin  ear, 
Who  to8s'd  his  classic  thooghts  aroand 
With  eleganoe  on  Roman  ground, 
Just  simmering  with  the  Muse^s  flame 
Woos  but  a  cool  and  sober  damę; 
And  all  his  English  rfaymes  espress 
But  beggar*thoughts  in  Toyni  dress* 
In  verse  his  genius  seldom  glows, 
A  poet  only  in  his  prose, 
Which  rolls  luimriant,  rich,  and  chaste, 
ImproT^d  by  fancy,  wit,  and  taste. 

FRIEMD. 

I  task  you  for  yourself,  my  friendi 
A  subject  you  can  ne^er  defend. 
And  you  cajole  me  all  the  while 
With  dissertations  upon  style^ 
Leave  otbers'  wits  and  worics  alone. 
And  think  a  little  of  your  own. 
For  Famę,  when  all  is  said  and  done, 
Tbough  a  coy  mistre8S,may  be  won; 
And  half  the  thought,  aad  pains,  and  time, 
You  take  to  jingle  easy  rhyme, 
Would  make  an  ode,  would  msiw  a  play, 
Done  into  English,.  Malloch^s  way. 
—-Stretcb  out  your  morę  heroic  feet. 
And  write  an  elegy  oomplete. 
Or,  not  a  morę  laborious  task, 
Gould  you  not  pen  a  classic  maaqiie  ? 

AirraoR. 

With  will  «t  large,  and  anelogg*d  wii^s^ 
I  durst  not  soar  to  snch  high  things. 
For  I,  who  haTC  morę  phlegm  than  fire^ 
Must  miderstand,  or  not  admire. 
But  when  1  read  with  admiration, 
Perfaaps  PU  write  in  ittutatioa. 
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nUBHIK 

Bat  bnńness  of  this  moAthly  kind, 
Keed  tiluiŁ  alone  engross  your  mind. 
Awftanoe  most  pour  in  a-pace, 
Kev  paiieogers  will  take  a  place. 
And  then  your  friends— 

AirrHOR. 

Aye>  they  indeed, 
Ułgbt  omke  a  better  work  sucoeed. 
And  with  the  helps  which  they  shall  gire, 
1  and  the  magazine  shall  lirę. 

FUBNIK 

Tes,  li?e,  aad  eat,  and  nothing  morę* 

AirraoR. 

FU  lirę  as— — cuithors  did  befoi^ 


e 


THE  POET. 

AX  BPISTJLB  TO  C.  CHURCHILL. 

WiŁŁ       yhall  I  wish  you  joy  of  fiEOne, 
That  loodly  ecboea  ChurchilPs  oame, 
Aad  Mts  you  on  the  Muses'  throne, 
Which  rigbt  of  conquest  madę  your  owo  ? 
Or  shall  1  (knowiDg  how  anil^ 
The  worid  esteems  a  man  of  wit, 
ThaŁwheresoerer  he  appeafs, 
They  wonder  if  tbe  kiiave  hae  ean) 
Addren  with  joy  aad  lamentation, 
Coodolence  and  congratulation, 
As  colkfes,  who  doły  bńag 
Their  meas  of  rerse  to  erery  king, 
Too  ecoBomical  in  taate, 
Thdr  sorrow  or  their  joy  to  waate: 
Miz  both  together,  aweet  and  aour; 
Aod  bind  tbe  tbom  up  with  the  flow'v  ^ 

Sometionn  tis  el^y,  or  ode. 
Epiatle  now'8  your  only  modę. 
Whether  that  style  morę  glibly  hits, 
The  fiułcies  of  our  rambling  wita, 
Who  wince  and  kick  at  all  oppression. 
Bat  lorę  to  straggle  in  digreasion; 
Or,  tbat  by  writing  to  the  great 
In  lettera,  bonoars,  or  estate, 
We  dip  morę  easy  into  iame. 
By  dinging  to  another^s  name. 
And  with  their  strength  or  weaJLuesi  yoke, 
As  ivy  climba  about  aa  oak; 
As  tuft-hunters  will  bnzz  and  pmrr 
Abont  a  fellow-commoner, 
Or  crows  will  wing  a  higher  fligfat, 
Wheo  aailing  round  the  floating  Idte. 
Whate*er  the  motiTe,  H  ia  the  modę. 
And  I  will  tra^el  In  the  road, 
Tbe  bshionable  track  puraiie, 
And  write  my  aimple  tbooghta  to  yoo, 
Joflt  as  they  nse  fh>m  bead  or  heart, 
Kot  marriiaUM  by  the  herald  art. 

By  Tanity  or  pleasore  led, 
Fhni  tbiTft  of  fiune,  or  want  of  bread, 
Shall  any  start  up  aona  of  rfayme 
'  Patbetic,  easy,  or  subiime? 
— YooM  thii^,  to  bear  what  erttics  say, 
Their  Ubonr  was  119  nM>ra  than  play : 


And  that,  bat  soch  a  paltry  atation 
Reflects  disgraoe  on  cducatioo, 
(As  if  we  could  at  once  forsake 
What  educatioD  helps  to  make) 
Each  reader  haa  superior  skill, 
And  can  write  better  when  he  will. 

In  short,  howe*er  you  toil  and  drudge, 
Tbe  world,  the  mighty  world,  isjudga^ 
And  nice  sind  fanctful  opinion 
Sways  all  the  world  with  strange  dominion ; 
Opinion !  which  on  cnitcbes  walks, 
And  sounds  tbe  words  anoŁher  talks. 

Bring  me  eleren  critics  grown. 
Ten  baye  no  judgment  of  their  own : 
But  like  tbe  Cyclops  watch  the  nod 
Of  some  informing  master  god: 
Or  as,  when  near  his  latest  breath, 
The  patient  fain  woald  juggle  Deśktb, 
When  doctors  sit  in  consultation 
(Which  means  no  morę  than  conversation, 
A  kind  of  comfortable  chat 
'Mongst  social  friends,  on  this  and  thaity 
As  whether  stocks  get  np  or  down. 
And  tittle-tattle  of  the  town ; 
Books,  pictures,  politics,  and  news, 
Who  lies  with  whom,  and  who  got  whose) 
Opinions  never  disagree, 
One  doctor  writes,  all  take  the  fee. 

But  eminenoe  offends  at  once 
The  owlish  eye  of  critic  dunce, 
Dulłness  alarmM,  collects  ber  force. 
And  FoUy  screams  till  she  is  boarse. 
Then  fur  abroad  the  libel  iliea 
From  all  th'  artillery  of  lies, 
Malice,  delighted,  flaps  her  wing. 
And  Epigram  prepares  ber  sting« 
Around  the  freqaent  pellets  whistle 
From  sati^,  ode,  and  pert  epistle ; 
While  every  blockhead  striyes  to  throw 
His  sbare  of  rengeance  on  his  ibe : 
As  if  it  were  a  £9irove-tide  gamę. 
And  cocks  and  poets  were  the  same^ 
Thus  sbould  a  wooden  collar  deck 
Some  woeiul  'sąuirć^s  embarras8*d  neck, 
When  high  nhwe  the  crowd  he  standa 
With  eqtti-distant  sprawling  haads. 
And  without  bat,  politely  bare, 
Pops  out  his  bead  to  take  the  air; 
The  mob  his  kind  acceptance  begs 
Of  dirt,  and  Stones,  and  addle-eggs. 
O  Oenius!  though  thy  noble  skill 
Can  guide  thy  Pegasus  at  will; 
Fleet  let  bim  bear  thee  as  the  wind— 
Dulłness  mounts  up  and  dings  behind. 
In  rain  you  spur,  and  whtp,  and  smack, 
You  carniot  shake  her  from  your  back. 

Ill-nature  springs  as  merit  grows, 
Close  as  the  thorn  is  to  the  rosę. 
Could  Herculaiieum's  friendly  earth 
Give  Mseyius'  works  a  second  birtb, 
Malevolenoe,  with  lifted  eyes, 
Would  sanctify  the  noble  prize* 
While  modem  critics  shonld  behold 
Their  near  relation  to  the  old^ 
And  wondring  fgaipe  at  one  anotber. 
To  see  the  likeneas  of  a  brother. 

But  with  os  rfa3rming  modems  here, 
Critics  are  not  the  only  fear; 
Tbe  poet*s  bark  meets  aharper  shocks 
From  other  sands,  and  other  rocks. 
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Not  sucb  alone  who  onderataud, 
Whose  book  and  OMUioiy  are  at  band/ 
Wbo  scientific  skill  profess. 
And  are  great  adepts«-more  or  less; 
(Whether  distinguisb*d  by  dęgree, 
Tbey  wrtte  A.  M.  or  sign  M.  D. 
Or  make  advances  somewbat  higber 
And  take  a  new  deęree  of  '8quire) 
Wbo  read  your  apthors.  Greek  and  Latin, 
And  bring  yoo  strange  guotations  pat  in, 
As  if  each  sentence  grew  morę  terse 
From  odda  and  ends,  and  scraps  of  ver8e; 
Wbo  with  tnie  poetry  dispense, 
So  social  sonnd  suita  simpłe  sense. 
And  load  one  letter  witb  tbe  labours, 
Wbich  should  be  shar*d  among  its  ncigbbours. 
Who  know  that  thought  prodiices  pain, 
And  deep  reflection  mads  the  brain, 
And  therefore,  wite  and  prudeut  grown, 
]]ave  no  ideas  of  their  own. 
Bnt  if  tbe  man  uf  Naturę  speak, 
Adv^ance  tbcir  bayoncts  of  Greek, 
And  keep  plain  Sense  at  sucb  a  distance, 
She  ^'annot  give  a  friend  assistance. 
Mot  tbese  alone  i  n  judgment  rise. 

And  sboot  at  genius  as  it  flies. 

But  tfaose  who  cannot  spell,  viii  talk, 

As  women  scold,  who  cannot  walk. 
Your  man  of  habit,  who's  wound  up 

To  eat  and  drink,  and  dine  and  sup, 

Bnt  has  not  either  will  or  pow'r 

To  break  out  of  his  fomial  hour; 

Who  liTes  by  rule,  and  ne'er  ouŁ^oes  it; 

Moves  Uke  a  clock,  and  bardly  knows  it; 

Wbo  is  a  kind  of  breathing  bfting, 

Which  has  but  half  the  pow*r  of  seeing; 

Who  stands  fore^er  on  the  brink,     • 

Yet  dare  not  plunge  enough  to  think, 

Nor  has  one  reason  to  supply 

Wfaerefore  be  does  a  thing,  or  why,' 

But  what  be  does  proceeds  so  rigbt, 

You*d  tbink  bim  always  guided  byH ; 

Joins  poetry  and  rice  together 

Like  sun  and  rain  in  April  weatbcr, 

Holds  rake  and  wit  as  things  the  same. 

And  all  tbe  diffei'ence  but  a  name. 
A  rake!  alas!  bów  many  wear 

Tbe  brow  of  mirth,  witb  beart  of  care ! 

The  desperate  wretch  reflection  flies, 

And  sbuns  the  way  where  madness  lies, 

Dreads  eaoh  increasing  pang  of  grief. 

And  runs  to  Folly  for  relief, 

There,  'midst  tbe  momentary  joys 

Of  giddy  mirth  and  frantic  noise, 

Foigetfulnęss,  ber  eldest  bom, 

Smootbs  the  world'8  bate,  and  blockbead'8  scora, 

Then  Pleasure  wins  upon  the  mind, 

Ve  Cares,  go  wbistie  to  the  wind ; 

Then  welcome  frolic,  welcome  whim! 

The  worid  is  all  alike  to  him. 
•  Distress  is  all  in  apprehension; 

It  ceases  when  'tis.past  prerention: 

And  happiness  then  presses  near, 

When  not  a  hope^s  left,  nor  a  fear. 

— But  you've  enottgb,  nor  want  my  preaching, 

And  I  was  ne^er  form*d  for  teaching. 

Małe  prudes,  we  know,  (those  driv'ling  tbiogs) 

Will  have  their  gibes,  and  tauuts,  aad  flings. 
How  will  the  tober  cit  abase, 
The  sallies  of  tbe  culprit  Muse; 


To  ber  and  poet  sbut  tbe  door — 
And  whip  the  beggar,  witb  his  whoref 
Poet!— a  fool!  a  wretch!  a  knave! 
A  merę  mechatiic  dirty  slave ! 
What  is  his  yerse,  but  cooping  sense 
Withtn  an  arbitrary  fence? 
At  best,  but  ringi ng  that  in  rhyme, 
Which  pro»e  would  sąy  in  haAf  tbe  time? 
Measure  and  numbers!  what  are  those 
Bnt  artiticial  chains  for  prose^ 
W^hich  mecbanism  quaintly  joins 
In  parał lels  of  see-saw  lines. 
And  when  the  frisky  wanton  writes 
Iti  Pindar^s  (what  d'ye  cali  'em) — fligbts, 
Th*  uneven  measure,  short  and  tali, 
Now  rhyming  twice,  now  nofat  all, 
In  cQrves  and  aogles  twirls  about, 
Like  Chineae  railing,  iu  and  out. 

Thus  when  you^e  labour'd  hours  on  hours, 
CulPd  all  tbe  sWeets,  culPd  all  tbe  flow^rs, 
The  churl,  whose  duti  haaginatlou 
Is  dead  to  every  fine  sensation, 
Too  gross  to  rclisb  Nature*8  błoom, 
Or  taste  hcr  simple  ricb  perfiime, 
Shall  cast  them  by  as  useless  staff. 
And  fly  with  keenness  to  his — snuff. 

Look  round  the  world,  not  one  in  ten, 
Think  poets  good,  or  honest  men. 

'Tis  tnie  their  condnet,  not  o'er  aice, 
Sits  often  loose  to  easy  vice. 
Perhaps  their  temperance  will  not  pass 
The  due  rotation  of  the  glass ; 
And  gravity  denies  'eon  pow'r 
T'  unpeg  their  bata  at  sucb  an  hour. 

Some  vice8  must  to  all  appear 
As  constitutional  as  fear; 
And  every  moralist  wili  find 
A  rułing  passion  in  tlie  mind: 
Which.,  tliough  pent  up  and  barricado^d 
Like  winds,  where  i£olus  bravado'd; 
l.ike  them,  wili  sally  firom  their  den. 
And  raise  ą  tempest  now  and  then ; 
Unhinge  damę  Pnidence  from  her  plan. 
And  ruffle  all  the  world  of  man. 

Can  authors  then  exemption  draw 
From  Nature*s,  or  the  common  law? 
Tbey  err  alike  with  ali  mankind, 
Yet  not  the  same  indułgence  find. 
Their  ]ives  are  morę  conspicuous  grown. 
Morę  talkki  ofT,  pointed  at,  and  sbown.. 
Ti  1 1  every  errour  seems  to  rise 
To  sins  of  most  gigantic  size. 

Thus  &res  it  still,  bowerer  bard, 
With  every  wit,  and  ev*ry  bard. 
His  publlc  writings,  private  life, 
Nay  morę,  Kis  mistress,  or  his  wife, 
And  e\'^ry  social,  dear  connection, 
Must  bear  a  critical  dissection; 
Wbile  friends  conuive,  and  rivals  bate, 
Scoundrels  traduce,  and  blockheads  bait . 
Perhaps  you41  readily  admit 
Tbere^s  danger  from  tbe  trading  wit. 
And  dunce  and  fool,  and  such  as  those, 
Must  be  of  course  tbe  poeVs  foesr 
But  surę  no  sober  man  alive, 
Can  tbink  that  iriends  would  e^er  connive. 

From  just  remarks  on  earliest  time, 
In  the  first  iniancy  of  rhyme, 
It  may  be  ftariy  understood 
Tbere  were  two  sects*-Łhe  bi|d,  thę  gopd.  . 
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liCh  fcll  lofeiber  by  the  ean, 
Aod  both  beat  ap  for  Yolanieera. 
Bf  iaterest,  or  by  birtb  allied, 
Kinbeis  flock^d  in  on  dther  side. 
Wit  to  hif  weapons  ran  at  once, 
WłuJeall  tbe  ery  was  "  Down  with  Dunce!" 
Omnud  he  led  his  social  bands, 
The  coninon  canae  had  johi*d  their  hands. 
YeC  even  wbile  their  zeal  they  show, 
And  war  afpainst  tb^  generał  foe. 
Bo«e'er  their  ragę  flam'd  ficrce  and  cruel, 
Jhefń  stop  it  all  to  figbt  a  diiel. 
Aod  cach  cool  wit  would  meet  his  brother» 
To  pink  sod  tilt  at  one  another. 
Jeałoui  of  cvery  puff  of  famę, 
The  idie  whisŁ^Jing  of  a  name, 
ne  pioperty  of  half  a  linę, 
Wkether  a  comnia*s  yuur^s  or  minę, 
SUl  make  a  bard  a  bard  engage, 
iad  ihake  tbe  frienHsbip  of  an  age. 
Bot  diAdent  and  modost  wit 
balwap  ready  to  sobmit; 
Fearfiil  of  press  and  pubłication, 
Goornhi  a  brotber^s  observation, 
TsikB  of  the  maggot  of  his  brains, 
if  hudly  worth  the  critic  pains; 
"  If  ongbt  di^gusts  the  aense  or  ear, 
Yoo  cannot,  sir,  be  too  8evere. 
£xpaxigp,  c<)rrect,  do  what  yoa  will, 
I  ietve  it  to  superior  skill ; 
Eiert  the  ofiice  of  a  friend, 
Yso  my  oblige,  but  can't  offend." 

Tik  baid  too  bas  his  prirate  elan, 
Wbere  he's  the  great,  the  oniy  mao. 
Hflf ,  wbile  tbe  bottle  and  the  bowl 
ProiDote  the  joyous  flow  of  soul, 
(And  KDsc  of  mind,  no  donbt,  grows  stronger 
WbeB  biWng  \m  can  stand  no  longer) 
Eispbatic  jadgment  takes  the  chair. 
And  damns  about  her  with  an  air. 
Tkeocach,  sdf-puiTd,  and  bero  grown, 
AUt  to  cope  with  bo8ts  alone, 
Diaweanńr  like,  his  murders  blends. 
Fint  słays  his  fbes,  atid  then  his  firiends. 

Wbile*  your  good  word,  or  conYcrsation, 
Caa  Icnd  a  brotber  repatation ; 
Wkik  ver8e  or  preface  ąuaintly  penoM, 
Cuiaice  tbe  oon8eqiience  of  friend, 
Htyv  TisiUe  the  kind  afiection ! 
Hftw  doie  the  partial  fond  connection ! 
Tben  be  is  quick,  and  Pm  disceming, 
And  I  hare  wit,  and  he  bas  learning, 
My  jodfment^s  strong,  and  his  is  chaste; 
Aid  botb— «ye  both,  are  men  of  taxte. 
Should  yoa  nor  8t«>al  nor  borrow  aid, 
Aad  aet  op  for  yonrself  in  trade, 
Knob^  imprudently  to  show 
Thit  tłs  not  alway s  Wit  and  Co. 
Fctliop,  before  nnknown,  arise, 
Aid  ^ias  looks  with  jealous  cyes. 
Tbragfa  thoDSands  may  arri^e  at  famę, 
Yet  MTcr  take  one  path  tbe  same, 
Aa  anUior*!  vanity  or  pride 
Cui*t  bear  a  aeigbbour  by  his  side, 
I  AhhooKh  be  bat  deligfated  goes 
I  AkNf  the  track  wbich  Naturę  sho«'8, 
I  Korerer  madly  nins  astray, 
To  cfoii  his  brother  in  his  way. 
Aad  loDe  there  are,  wbose  narrow  mind9;i 
GtDtef'd  ia  telf,  self  always  Minds, 
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Wbo,  at  a  friend*s  re-echocd  praise, 
Wbich  their  own  voice  conspir^d  to  ralse, 
Shall  be  morę  deep  and  inly  hurt, 
Than  from  a  foe's  insolting  dirt. 

And  some,  too  timid  to  reveal 
That  glow  of  heart,  and  furward  zeal, 
Wbich  words  are  scanty  to  express. 
But  friends  must  feel  from  friend^s  success, 
When  fuli  of  hopes  and  fears,  the  Muse, 
Wbich  e?ery  breath  of  praise  pursues, 
Wou»d  opcn  to  their  free  embracc, 
Meet  her  with  such  a  blasting  face, 
That  all  the  brave  imagination, 
Wbich  seeks  the  sun  of  apptobation. 
No  morę  its  early  blossoms  tries, 
But  corls  its  tender  leaves,  ąnd  dics. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  genius  strong, 
Rolls  like  a  rapid  stream  along, 
Whose  Muse,  long  bid  in  cheerless  night, 
Pours  on  us  like  a  flood  of  light, 
Whose  acting  comprehensire  mind 
Walks  fancy's  rcgions,  uneonfinM; 
Whom,  nor  the  surly  sense  of  pride. 
Nor  affectation,  warpsaside; 
Wbo  drass  no  author  from  his  sbclf, 
l'o  talk  on  with  an  eye  to  self; 
Careless  alikc,  in  conversation, 
Of  censure,  ór  of  approbation; 
Who  fiieeiy  thinks,  and  freety  speaks. 
And  meets  the  wit  he  never  S';ek8  j 
Wbose  reason  calm,  and  judgment  cool, 
Can  pity,  but  not  hate  a  fool ; 
Who  can  a  hearty  praise  bestow, 
If  merit  sparkles  iii-a  foe ; 
Who  bold  and  open,  firm  and  true, 
Flatters  no  friencfs — yet  loves  them  too: 
Churchill  will  be  the  lasŁ  to  know 
His  is  the  portrait,  1  would  show. 


THE  TWO  RUBRIC  POSTS. 

A  DI  A  LOG  UĘ. 

In  RusseUstreet,  ensued  of  tatę 
Between  two  posts  a  strange  debatę. 
M«Two  posts— ayc  posts— for  posts  can  speak, 
In  Latin,  Hebrew,  French  or  Greek, 

One  Rubric  thns  address^d  the  other: 
**  •— A  noble  situation,  brotber, 
With  authors  lac*d  from  top  to  toe, 
Methiiiks  we  cut  a  tarmg  show, 
The  Dialogues  of  famous  dead  *, 
You  know  how  much  they^re  hought  and  read. 
Suppose  again  we  laise  their  gbosts,  > 

And  make  them  chat  throuf;h  us  two  posts; 
A  thhig^s  half  fl»ish'd  woli  begun, 
So  take  the  authors  as  they  run. 
The  list  of  names  is  mighty  Une, 
You  look  down  this,  and  I  that  linę. 
Here*8  Pope  and  Swift,  and  Steele  and  Gay, 
And  Congreve,  in  the  modern  way. 
Whilst  you  haye  those  I  cannot  speak. 
Bot  sound  mofit  wonderful  in  Greek. 
—A  dialogue — 1  should  adore  it, 
With  such  a  show  of  names  before  it" 

**  Modern,  your  judgment  wanderft  wide,** 
The  ancieut  Rubric  9traight  repły*<i. 


'  By  lord.Lyttelton. 
I 
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**  It  grievcs  me  inucb,.indeed,  to  find 
We  never  can  be  of  a  mlnd, 
Before  one  door,  and  in  one  street, 
Keither  ouraelres  nor  tboughts  can  meet. 
And  we,  as  brothcr  oft  with  brotber, 
Are  at  a  distance  from  each  other. 
■  Suppose  atnonęst  ibe  letterM  dead, 
Some  aatbor  sbould  erect  bis  head. 
And  starting  from  bis  Rubric,  pop 
DirecŁly  into  Davies*  sbv)p, 
Tura  o»er  the  leaves,  and  look  about 
To  find  bis  own  opinions  out; 
D'ye  think  one  author  OUt  of  ten 
Would  know  bis  sentiments^  agen  ł 
Tbinking,  yonr  autbore  diffier  less  in, 
Tban  in  tbeir  manner  of  eKpressingr 
*Tifl  style  wbicb  makes  tbe  writer  known> 
The  mark  be  sets  upon  bis  owo. 
Let  Congreve  speak  as  Congreve  writ» 
And  kcep  the  bali  up  of  his  wit; 

Let  Swift  be  Swift,  nor  e*er  demean 
The  sense  and  humour  of  tbe  Dean. 

£>en  let  the  ancients  rest  in  peace, 
,  Nor  bring  good  folks  from  Rorae  or  Greece 

To  gtve  a  cause.for  past  transactions, 

They  nerer  dreamt  of  in  tbeir  actions. 

I  can't  help  quibbllng,  brotber  post, 

•Twere  better  we  sbould  lay  the  ghost. 

Bat  'twere  a  task  of  real  merit 

Could  we  contrire  to  raise  their  spirit** 

"  Peace,  brotber*,  pcace,  tboygh  what  you  say, 

1  own  bas  feason  in  its  way, 

On  dialogues  to  bear  so  bard, 

U  playing  with  a  dangerous  card; 

Writers  of  rank  are  sacred  things, 

And  CTUsh  Hke  arbitiary  kinp. 

Perhaps  your  sentiment  is  right, 

Heav'n  grant  we  may  not  sufler  by*t 

For  sbould  friend  Davies  overbear» 

He»ll  publish  ours  anotber  year.'» 


SOKG. 

Tbougr  Winter  its  desolate  train 
Of  frost  and  of  tempest  may  bring, 

Yet  Flora  8te'pB  forward  agaio, 
And  Naturę  rejoices  in  Spring. 

Tbougb  tbe  Sun  in  bis  glories  decre&stp 
Of  his  beams  in  the  eveniug  is  shom, 

Yet  be  rises  with  joy  from  tbe  east, 
Aud  repairs  them  again  in  the  morn. 

But  what  can  youth^  sunshine  recaU, 
Or  the  błossoms  of  beauty  restore? 

Wben  its  leavc8  are  bcginning  to  fidl, 
It  dies,  and  is  beard  of  no  morę. 

Tbe  spring-time  of  lovę  then  empk>y, 
Th  a  lesson  that'8  easy  to  leam, 

Fnr-Cupłd^  «  yagrant,  a.  boy, 
And  hia  scasow  wUl  nerer  return^ 
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ShałI  i,  firom  woridly  friend^  estrang^d^ 
Embitter*d  much,  but  notbinf  chaof'd 


In  tbat  affectioirfirm  a^d  tnie, 
Which  gratitude  excites  to  yoo; 
Sball  1  indulge  tbeMose,  or  stifle 
Tbis  medttstion  of  a  tńfle^ 

Bat  yoa,  perhaps,  will  kindly  take 
The  trifle  for  the  giver*8  sake, 
Who  only  pays  his  grateful  mite, 
The  jttst  acknowledgment  of  right^ 
As  to  tbe  landioid  duły  sent 
A  pepper-corn  sball  pass  for  rent. 
Yet  trifles  oAen  show  the  man. 
Morę  than  bis  settled  life  and  plan: 
These  are  tbe  starts  of  incllnationj 
Those  the  merę  gloss  of  education, 
Wbicb  bas  a  wond^rous  knack  at  turnin|^ 
A  blockbead  to  a  maa  of  learning; 
And,  by  the  help  of  form  snd  placc» 
The  cbild  of  sin  to  babę  of  grace. 
Not  tbat  łt  alters  Naturę  quite« 
And  sets  perrerted  reason  rightv 
But,  like  hypocrisy,  conceals 
The  very  passions  wbicb  sbe  feels; 
And  claps  a  vizor  on  tbe  face. 
To  bidę  as  from  the  world*8  (Usgrace, 
Wbicb,  as  the  first  appearance  strikes^ 
Appn>ves  of  all  things,  or  dislikes. 
Like  tbe  fond  fool  with  eager  glte, 
Who  sold  bis  all,  and  pat  to  sea, 
Łur^d  by  the  calm  wbicb  seemed  to  sleep 
On  tbe  smooth  surface  of  the  deep; 
Nor  dreamt  its  wares  could  proodly  tise. 
And  toss  up  moHptains  at  the  skies. 

Appearance  is  tbe  only  things 
A  king's  a  wretcb,  a  «Tetch  a  king. 
Undress  them  both— Yon  king,  suppose 
For  once  you  wear  the  beggar*s  clotfaes^ 
Clothes  tbat  will  take  in  every  air; 
— Bless  me!  they  fit  you  to  a  bair. 
Now  you,  sir  Yagrant,  quick]y  don 
The  robei  bis  majesty  bad  on. 
And  now,  O  world,  so  woud^rous  wis^ 
Who  see  with  such  discerning  eyes, 
Put  obsenration  to  the  stretcb,    . 
Come— which  is  king,  and  wbicb  is  wretcb^ 

T&cheat  tbis  world,  tbe  hardest  task 
Is  to  be  constant  to  our  mask. 
Extenials  make  direct  tmpressions^ 
And  masks  are  wora  by  all  professions. 
What  need  to  dwell  on  topics  stale  I 
Of  parsons  drunk  with  winę  or  ale  > 
Of  lawyers,  who  with  fiice  of  bmss,. 
For  learaed  rhetoricians  pass? 
Of  scientific  doctors  big, 
łlid  in  the  pent-house  of  tbeir  wigf 
Wbose  conrersation  hardly  goes 
Beyond  half  words,  and  humsf  and  Clk*st 
Of  scholara,  of  superior  taste, 
Who  cork  it  up  for  fear  of  wsste. 
Nor  bring  one  bottle  from  their  sbelTes^ 
But  keep  it  always  ibr  themselyes? 

Wretches  like  these,  my  soal  disdains, 
Ao^doubts  ibeir  ba^rts  as  wcU  as  broinsć 
Suppose  a  neigbbonr  ąhoold  deaire 
To  light  a  caiiidle  at  yonr  fire, 
Woald  it  deprire  your  fiame  of  Ugbt, 
Because  another  profits  byt? 

But  youth  must  often  pay  its  eoui^ 
To  these  great  scholara,  by  reporty 
Who  \\ye  on  hoarded  reputotton, 
Which  dum  no  ris^ue  of  oowrmm^ioąt 
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And  bouts  within  a  storę  of  knowledge, 
Sofficient*  btesa  us!  for  a  college. 
Bot  tBke  a  pradent  care,  no  doubt, 
That  not  a  grain  shall  straggle  out; 
And  tre  of  wit  too  nice  and  ńne, 
1>>  tbronr  tbeir  pearl  and  gold  to  swine ; 
Aad  thciefore,  to  prevent  deceit, 
ITiiok  evei7  man  a  hog  tbey  meet 

These  may  perhaps  as  sd^olars  shine, 
Wbo  hang  tbemsehres  out  for  a  sign. 
What  Bgaifies  a  lion'8  skin, 
If  iŁ  oooceals  an  ass  within  ? ' 
]f  tłioa*rt  a  Kon,  pritbee  roar; 
If  sfl»— bny  once,  and  stalk  no  morę; 
In  words  as  well  as  looks  be  wise, 
Silence  is  foUy  in  disguisb; 
Widi  so  mneh  wisdom  botUed  up^ 
Uncork,  and  give  your  friends  a  sup. 

What  need  you  nothings  tbus  to  sinre? 
Why  place  tbe  dłal  in  tbe  graye  ? 
A  i^  for  wit  and  repotation, 
Which  sneaks  froni  all  conununication. 
So  in  a  po«t-bag,  cbeek  by  jole, 
Łetten  will  go  from  pole  to  pole, 
Whieh  may  contain  a  wondhrous  deal; 
Bntthen  they  trarel  under  seal, 
Aod  thongh  tbey  bear  your  wit  about, 
Yet  wbo  shall  ever  find  it  out, 
Tifl  tmsty  wax  foregoes  its  use. 
And  sets  hnprisonM  meaning  loose  ? 

Yet  idie  foUy  olten  deems 
What  man  nnist  be  from  what  be  seems; 
Al  if,  io  look  a  dwelling  o*er, 
YoiFd  go  no  ferther  tban  tbe  door. 

Mark  yon  ronnd  parson,  iat  and  sleek^ 
Wbo  preaches  onły  once  a  week, 
Whom  claret,  sloth,  and  ren^ton  joiii 
To  make  an  orthodoic  divine; 
WhoM  holiness  receives  its  beauty 
Vnm  income  lai^ge,  and  little  duty; 
Wbo  loyes  the  pipę,  the  glass,  tbe  smock, 
Andkcept — a  cu««te  for  his  flc>ck. 
The  woiid,  obseąuions  to  bis  nod, 
Sball  hall  this  oily  man  of  God, 
While  the  poor  priest,  wiŁb  balf  a  scort 
Of  prattling  in&nts  at  bb  door, 
Whose  sober  wishes  ne^er  rcsale 
Beyond  the  bomely  jng  of  afe, 
lihardlydeemM  companion  fit 
For  mao  of  wealtb,  or  man  of  wH» 
Tboogb  leam'd  perbaps  and  wise  as  be 
Wbo  aigns  with  staring  S.  T.  P. 
And  filii  of  sacerdotal  pride, 
Isys  God  and  daty  both  aside. 

"  This  carate,  say  yoa,  leam*d  and  wise! 
"  Why  does  not  then  this  carate  rise  ? " 

This  carate  then,  at  forty-three, 
(Yean  which  become  a  curacy ) 
At  no  great  mart  of  Tetters  bred, 
Had  Btrange  odd  notions  in  his  head, 
That  parta,  and  books,  and  application, 
fumithed  all  means  of  education; 
And  that  a  polpiteer  should  know 
Horę  than  his  gaping  flock  below ; 
That  leanfing  was  not  got  with  pain. 
To  be  ibrgotten  all  again; 
That  LMin  Word^  and  nunbling  Greek, 
Hoverer  charmtng  śounds  to  speak, 
Apt  or  mumt  in  each  ąuotation, 
Weif  iiteararoii  a  ooiigregatioi^ 


Wbo  could  not  understand  one  word 
Of  all  tbe  leamed  stuff  tbey  heard; 
That  something  morę  than  preaching  fine, 
Should  go  to  make  a  sound  diyine; 
That  church  and  pray*r,  and  boly  Sunday, 
Werę  no  excuse  for  sinfui  Monday; 
That  pious  doctrine,  pious  life, 
Should  both  make  one,  as  man  and  wife. 

Thinking  in  this  uncommon  modę, 
So  out  of  ail  the  priestly  road, 
What  man  alive  can  e^er  supposcj, 
Who  marks  the  way  Preferment  goesy 
That  sfae  should  eyer  find  ber  way 
To  this  poor  curate's  łiouse  of  clay? 

Such  was  tbe  priest,  so  strangely  wise! 
He  could  not  bow — how  should  he  rise? 
Łearned  be  was,  and  deeply  read; 
—But  what  of  that  ?— not  duły  bred. 
For  he  hśA  suckM  no  grammar  rules 
From  royal  founts,  or  public  schools. 
Kor  gain'd  a  single  com  of  knowledge 
From  that  vast  granary — a  coUege. 
A  granary,  which  food  sopplies 
To  vermin  of  uncommon  size. 

Aye,  now  indeed  the  matter^s  elear, 
There  is  a  mighty  errour  here. 
A  pubfic  schóors  the  place  alone, 
Where  talentsmay  be  duły  knowii* 
It  bas,  no  doubt,  its  imperfections. 
But  then,  such  friendsbips !  such  connections! 
The  parent,  wbo  has  form*d  his  plan. 
And  in  his  cbild  considerM  man, 
What  is  his  grand  and  golden  rule? 
"  Make  your  connections,  child,  at  scbool. 
Mix  with  your  eąuals,  fly  inferiors. 
But  follow  closely  your  superioń; 
On'tbem  your  ev'ry  hope  depends. 
Be  pnident,  Tom,  get  useful  friends; 
And  therefore  like  a  spider  wąit. 
And  spin  your  web  about  the  great. 
If  my  lord's  genius  wtfuts  supplies, 
Why — ^you  must  make  his  exercise. 
Let  the  young  marąuis  take  your  place. 
And  bear  a  whipping  for  his  grace. 
Suppose  (such  things  may  bappen  once) 
Tbe  nobles  wits,  and  you  the  dunce, 
Improre  the  means  of  educatłon^ 
And  leam  commodious  adnlation. 
Your  master  scarcely  holds  it  sin, 
He  chucks  his  lordship  on  the  chin. 
And  would  not  for  the  world  rebuke, 
Beyond  a  pat,  the  school^Kiy  duke. 
Tbe  pastor  there,  of  -— «•  whafs  the  place} 
With  smiles  eternal  in  his  fiice, 
With  dimpling  cbeek,  and  snowy  band, 
That  sbaraes  tbe  wbiteness  of  bis  band; 
Whose  minćing  dialect  abounds 
In  hums  and  iMbs,  and  half-form'd  sounds; 
Whose  eioontion,  fine  and  chaste, 
Łays  his  eommmndt  with  judgment  wast^ 
A  lid  lest  the  company  should  hear, 
Whi^fiers  bis  nothings  in  your  ear; 
TUhtk  you  twas  seal,  or  ▼irtue*8  care 
Tbat  plaćed  the  smirking  doctor  there? 
N(H>-twas  connections  form'd  at  scbool 
With  some  rich  wit,  or  noble  fool, 
Obsequious  fiattery,  and  attendanoei 
A  wiifol,  useful,  base  dependaace; 
A  sttppie  bowińg  of  the  knees 
To  any  bnmtli  fo^  you  pleate. 
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(For  tfaegood-breeding'8  so  polite, 
'Twouldcali  tlie  very  deyil  wbite) 
'Twas  watching  othcrs»  shifting  will, 
And  veeringto  and  fno  with  skiil: 
These  were  the  means  that  madę  bim  risc, 
Mind  vour  connections,  and  be  wise.*! 

Mediinks  I  bear  son  Tom  rcpiy, 
"  Fil  be  a  bishop  by  and  by." 

Connections  at  a  pnblic  school 
Will  often  senre  a  wealthy  fool. 
By  lending  bim  a  lctter*d  knave 
To  bring  bim  oredit,  of  to  save; 
And  knavery  gets  a  profit  rcal, 
By  giving  part?  and  worth  ideał. 
The  cbiid  tbat  marks  tbis  slavlgb  plan. 
Will  make  his  fortane  wbcn  a  man. 
While  bonest  wit^s  ingeniious  mcrit 
Enjoys  his  pittartce,  and  bis  spirit. 
The  strengtb  of  pubirc  edacation 
Is  quick'ning  parts^by  emnlstion; 
And  einulation  will  create  ^ 

lu  naiTow  minds  a  jealous  state, 
Wbich  stifled  for  a  course  of  years, 
From  want  of  skill  or  mntual  fears, 
Broaks  out  in  manbood  with  a  zeal, 
Wbich  nonę  butrival  wits  can  feef. 
For  wbcn  good  people  wits  commence, 
They  lose  all  other  kind  of  sense; 
(Tbe  maxim  makes  you  smile,  1  see, 
Retort  it  when  you  please  on  me;) 
One  wfiter  always  bates  anotber, 
As  emperor/ would  kili  a  brotlier, 
Or  empress  quccn  to  ru!e  alone^ 
Pluć*  down  a  husband  from  tbe  throne. 
Wben  tir'd  of  fricndship  and  alliancc, 
Each  side  springs  furward  to  defiance, 
Inyeterate  hate  and  resolutiun,  ' 

Faggot  and  fire  and  persecntion, 
la  all  their  aim,  and  all  tbeircry, 
Thougb  neitber  side  ran  tell  you  wby.' 
To  it  they  run  Krke  yaliant  men. 
And  slash  about  tbem  with  their  pen. 

What  inkshed  springs  from  altercation! 
What  lopptngs  oiFof  reputatton  f 
You  migbt  as  soon  bush  stormy  weatber^ 
And  bring  the  north  and  sooth  togcther» 
As  reconcile  your  letter^d  foes, 
Ayho  come  to  all  things  but  dry  blows: 
Your  desperatc  lovers  wan  and  pale, 
As  needy  culprits  in  a  jail, 
Wbo  muse  and  doat,  and  pine,  and  die, 
ScorchM  by  the  ligbt-ning  of  an  eye, 
(For  ladies'  eyes,  with  fetal  stroke, 
Will  blast  the  yeriest  hcart  of  oak) 
Włll  wrangle,  bicker,  and  complain, 
Mereły  tu  make  it  up  again. 
Thougb  swain  look  glum,  and  miss  look  ^ry, 
'Tis  nothing  but  amantium  \t^. 
And  all  the  progress  purely  this«« 
A  fnown,  a  pout,  a  tear,  a  kiss. 
Thus  love  and  quarrels  (April  weather) 
Like  vinegar  and  oil  together, 
Join  in  an  easy  mingled  strife, 
To  make  tbe  sallad  up  of  life. 
JjOfve  settles  best  from  altercation, 
As  li^tfors  after  iermeutation. 

In  a  stage-coacb,  with  himber  cramm*d, 
Between  two  bulky  bodłeś  jaram'd, 
Dłd  you  ńe^er  writhe  yourself  about, 
Tu  fiad  tbe  aeat  and  cushion  out^  ' 


How  disagrecably  you  sit, 

With  b— m  awry,  and  place  unfit, 

Ti!l  some  kind  jolt  o*er  ilUpav*d  Cown, 

Shall  wcdgc  you  close,  and  nail  you  dowii^ ' 

So  fares  it  with  your  fomlling  dolts. 

And  all  love*s  quarrels  are  but  jolts. 

When  tKTs  arise,  and  words  of  strife 
Turn  one  to  two  in  man  and  wife, 
( For  that*s  a  matrimontal  oonrse 
Wbich  yoke>mates  must  go  tbrough  perforcc. 
And  ev*ry  married  man  is  certain 
T'  attend  the  lecturc  calPd  tbe  curlain) 
Thougb  not  anotber  word  U  said, 
When  once  the  couple  are  in  bed: 
There  things  their  propcr  obannel  keep* 
(They  make  it  up,  and  gn  to  sleep) 
These  iallings  in  and»fallings  out, 
Somctimes  with  cause,  but  most  without, 
Are  but  tbe  common  modea  of  strife, 
Wbich  oil  the  springs  of  married  life, 
Where  sameness  would  create  the  spleen^ 
For  ever  stupidly  screne. 

Observe  yon  downy -bed— to  make  it, 
Yoit  toss  the  feathers  up  and  shake  it. 
So  fóndness  springs  fnun  words  and  scufliing^ 
As  bcds  lie  smootbest  after  sbuffling. 

Bttt  aathors'  wrangUngs  will  create 
The  very  quintessence  of  hate; 
Peace  is  a  fruitless  vain  endeavour, 
Sworn  foes  for  once,  tbey're  foes  for  cvrr. 

—Ob !  bad  it  pleas'd  my  wiser  bettera 
That  1  bad  ncver  tasted  letters, 
Then  no  Parnassian  maggots  bred» 
Łikc  fancies  in  a.madman^s  head. 
No  graspings  at  an  idle  uaUie, 
No  childish  ho[:e  of  futurę  fanie. 
No  impotence  of  wit  liad  ta*cn 
Possession  of  my  musc-stnick  brain. 

Or  bad  my  birth,  with  furtuue  fit, 
Vamisb*d  the  dunce,  or  madę  tbe  wit; 
I  bad  not  held  a  sbameful  place. 
Nor  letters  paid  me  with  dingraceh. 

— O !  ibt  a  pittance  of  my  own, 
That  I  migbt  livc  unsought,  unknown! 
RetirM  from  all  tbis  pedant  strife, 
Far  from  the  cares  of  bustMing  lifie; 
Far  from  the  wits,  tbe  fools,  the  great. 
And  all  tbe  litUe  world*  I  hate. 


THE  MłLK-MAJD. 

Whoe^BR  for  pleasure  plans  a  scheme^ 

Will  find  it  vanish  like  a  dream, 

Aflbrding  nothing' sonnd  or  real, 

Whei^e  bappiness  is  all  ideał ; 

In  grief,  in  joy,  or  either  state, 

Fancy  will  always  antedate. 

And  wben  tbe  thoughts  on  evil  pore^ 

Anticipation  makes  it  morę. 

Thus  wbile  the  mind  thefitłure  sees, 

It  cancels  all  its  present  ease, 

Is  plea8ure's  scheme  the  point  in  Tiew; 
How  eagerly  we  ail  porsne ! 

Weil — ^Tuęsday  is  th^  appointed  daj; 
How  slowly  wears  the  time  away ! 
|Iow  duli  the  intenral  between, 
How  darkenM  o*er  with  clouds  of  spleen^ 
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Did  DOt  the  mind  aniock  her  trcasQ|pc, 
And  hncy  feed  on  promisM  pleasare. 

Ddia  sunreys,  with  cuńous  eyes, 
Tbe  clooda  collected  in  the  skies ; 
Wishes  no  storm  may  rend  the  air, 
Aod  Toesday  may  be  dry  and  foir ; 
AihI  i  look  round,  my  boys,  and  pray, 
TbaŁ  Tuesday  ma^r  bv  hoiiday. 
TłHDgB  duły  settled— what  remains  > 
Ło!  Toesday  coroes— alas!  it  rains; 
And  aJl  our  yisionary  schemes 
HaTe  died  away,-  like  golden  dreams. 

Once  OD  a  time,  a  rustic  damę, 
(No  matter  for  the  lady^s  name) 
WnpŁ  up  in  deep  imagination, 
IiHłQlg'd  ber  plea&ing  contemplation  ; 
Wkile  on  a  bench  sbc  tobk  her  seat, 
Aiidplac*d  the  milk-pail  at  her  feet, 
Oftinber  band  she  chinkM  the.pence, 
The profits  which  arosefrom  thencc ; 
Whiie  food  ideas  fiH'd  her  brain, 
O/layiogs  up,  and  momirous  gain, 
UH  erery  peritiy  which  she  told, 
Cmtive  Faocy  ttim'd  to  gold ; 
And  reasoniog  thus  from  computation, 
Sbe  spoke  aloud'her  medltation. 

"  Please  Heav*n  bat  to  preserve  my  health, 
Nodoobt  I  sball  have  storę  of  wealtb; 
It  fflost  of  coa::«quence  cusue 
I  shall  ba\-e  stotc  of  lovers  too. 
Ofa!  bow  ril  break  their  stubborn  hcarts, 
With  all  tbe  pride  n(  feraale  a«ts. 
Wbatsaitors  then  wiUkncel  before  me! 
boitb,  earls,  and  viscounts  shall  aj^re  me, 
Wh9  io  my  gilded  coac!i  I  ride, 
Ujlaihf  at  bis  htrd^hlp'*  side, 
How  vrtH  I  Idugh  at  all  1  meet 
Ciatfringin  pattens  down  the  street! 
Aod  Lobbin  then  I'll  mind  no  morę, 
Hoire*cr  1  lov'd  him  herł-toforc^ 
Or,  if  be  taiks  of  plighted  truth, 
I  wiU  not  bear  the  simple  youth. 
But  rise  iodignant  from  my  scnit, 
And  8pum  the  lubber  from  my  fert** 

Action,  alas !  the  speaker^s  grace, 
Ntfer  came  in  morę  improper  place. 
For  in  the  tossing  fbrtb  her  thoe, 
Wbat  faocicd  bliss  the  maid  o'erthrew ! 
Wbile  down  at  once,  wiŁh  huleous  fali, 
Came  loren,  wealth,  aod  niilk,  and  aiL 

Thos  fiincy  ever  lorcs  to  roaifi, 
T«  brinjf  the  jtay  matcrials  home; 
inaginalion  foims  the  dream. 
And  accident  destroys  the  scheme. 
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Ahongst  yóu  bipeds,  reputntion 
Depoids  (m  rank  and  situation ; 
And  men  increa^e  in  famt-  and  worth, 
Nut  irom  thei^  mcrits,  bat  their  blrth. 
Thog  he  is  bom  to  livc  obscure, 
Who  haa  the  sin  of  being  ]H>or ; 
While  irealthy  Diillness  lulls  at  ease, 
Aad  |s— as  witly  u  you  please. 


TO 


— «  What  did  his  lordship  sa?  ?— O!  fine I 

The  very  thing!  bravo!  divine!'* 

And  then  His  buzz'd  from  route  to  route, 

While  ladies  whisper  it  about, 

"  Weil,  1  protest,  a  charoiing  hitl 

His  lordship  bas  a  deal  of  wit: 

How  e!e  ant  that  double  sense! 

Pkrdii^ous!  vaistlyfne!  imnufise!'* 

When  all  my  lord  has  said  or  done, 

Was  but  the  letting  off  a  pun. 

Mark  the  fat  cit,  whosc  good  round  suQi> 
Amounts  at  least  to  half  a  plumb; 
Wbose  chariot  wbirls  him  up  and  down 
Some  three  or  four  miles  out  of  town; 
For  thither  sober  folks  repair,  . 
To  take  the  dtui,  which  they  cali  air. 
Duli  Folly  (not  the  wanton  wild 
lmagination's  ypunger  child) 
Has  taken  lodgings  in  his  face, 
As  finding  that  a  'tacanł  place. 
And  peeping  from  his  wiiidows",  tells 
To  all  beholdcrs,  where  she  dwcHs. 
Yet  once  a  weck,  this  purse-proud  cit 
Shall  ape  thesallies  of  a  wit. 
And  after  ev*ry  Sunday*8  dinner. 
To  priestly  saint,  or  city  sinoer, 
Shall  tell  the  story  o'er  and  o*er, 
H^has  told  a  tbousand  timcs  bt  1orc^ 
Like  gamestera,  who,  with  eajcer  zeal, 
Talk  the  gamę  o'er  between  tbe  deal. 

Mark !  how  the  fools  and  knaves  admi^e 
And  chuckle  with  their  Suoday  'squire: 
While  he  looks  pleas*d  at  every  guest, 
And  laugha  much  louder  thau  the  rest; 
And  cackling  with  incessant  grin, 
Tri  pies  the  double  of  his  chin. 

Birth,  rank,  and  wealth,  have  wond^rous  sklU; 
Make  wits  and  statesmen  when  tlicy  will ; 
While  Genius  holds  no  estimatioo, 
From  luckless  want  of  situation ; 
And,  if  through  douded  scenes  of  life, 
He  takes  damę  Poverty  to  wife, 
Howe'er  he  work  and  tefise  his  braiui 
His  pound  of  wit  scarce  wcighs  a  grain; 
While  with  his  lordship  it  abounds, 
And  one  light  grain  swr  Us  out  to  pounds. 

Rtceivr,  good  sir,  with  aspett  kind, 
This  waiiton  /tallop  of  the  miiidj 
But  Since  all  things  inorease  in  worth,  • 
Pro;>ortion*d  to  tljeir  rank  and  birth ; 
I.est  you  shoutd  think  the  letter  bgse, 
While  I  supply  the  poet*s  płaco, 
Pil  tell  you  hence  and  whąt  I  am, 
My  breed,  my  blood,  my  Vlrc,  my  dam. 

My  sire  was  Pindar^s  Eagle,'sou 
Of  Pegasus  of  H^licon ; 
My  dam,  the  Hippogryph,  which  wbirlM  * 
Astolpho  to  tho  lunar  world. 
Both  high-bred  things  of  metUed  blood, 
The  brst  in  all  Apollo^s  stud. 

Nuw  criŁics  here  wou!d  bid  mc  syieak 
The  olJ  horse  language,  that  is.  Greek; 
For  Homer  matle  us  talk,  you  know, 
Ahnost  three  thouiiand  years  ago; 
And  męi  of  tdste  and  judgment  fine, 
Allow  the  passage  is  dłvine. 
Thcy  were  fine  mettled  thingg  indecd, 
And  of  peculiar  striength  a  ud  breed, 
What  htaps  they  took,  how  far  and  wide  ?' 
^— They'd  lakc  a  couiitry*  iit  a  stridfe. 
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How  greai  each  l«ap,  Łonginus  kiww, 
Who  from  dimensions  ta'en  of  two', 
AAmis,  with  equal  ardour  whłrl'd, 
A  third,  good  lord !  would  elear  the  world. 

But  till  sonie  Learned  wight  shall  sbow 
If  accents  must  be  us^d,  or  no, 
A  doubt,  wbich  pnzzles  all  the  wite 
Of  giant  and  of  pigmy  size, 
Vrho  waste  their  time,  and  &ndes  vex 
With  asper,  lenift,  circumflex, 
And  talk  of  mark  and  punctuatton, 
Ab  twere  a  matter  of  salration; 
For  wben  yoar  pigmies  take  tbe  pen 
Tbey  fancy  they  groar  up  to  men. 
And  think  they  keep  the  world  in  awe 
By  brandishing  a  Tery  straw; 
Till  they  hare  dear^d  this  weighty  doubt, 
Which  they'Ii  be  centaries  about, 
As  a  plain  nag,  in  homely  phrasc, 
Vl^  ose  the  langnage  of  our  days; 
And,  for  this  fint  and  only  time, 
Just  make  a  trot  in  easy  rhyme. 

Nor  let  it  shock  your  thought  or  sight, 
That  thus  a  quadruped  should  write ^ 
Read  but  the  papers,  and  you^ll  see 
Morę  prodigies  of  wit  than  me ; 
Grown  men  and  sparrows  taught  to  dance. 
By  moDsieur  Passerat  from  France  ; 
The  leamed  dog,  the  leamed  marę, 
Tbe  leamed  bird,  the  leamed  harą^ 
And  all  are  fashienable  too. 
And  play  at  cards  as  well  as  yon. 

Of  paper,  pen,  and  ink  possessM, 
,  Wilh  foculties  of  writing  blest, 
YThy  should  not  I  then,  Hownnyhwm  bred 
(A  word  that  mnst  be  seen,  not  said) 
Rid  3roa  of  all  that  anxious  carc, 
"Which  good  fbiks  feel  for  good  and  fair. 
And  which  your  looks  betray^d  indeed, 
To  morę  disceroHng  eyes  of  steed ; 
When  in  the  shape  of  oseful  hack, 
I  borę  a  poet  on  my  back  ? 

Know,  safely  rode  my  master^  bride, 
The  bard  befbre  her  for  mv  guide. 
Yet  think  pot,  słr,  his  awkward  care 
BnsQr'd  protection  to  the  fair. 
No-i-«onsdous  of  the  prize  I  borę. 
My  wayward  footsteps  slipt  no  morę. 
For  tbougb  1  scorn  tbe  poefs  skill. 
My  mistress  gnides  me  where  she  wilU 

Abstract  in  wond*rous  speculation, 
Łost  in  laborious  meditation, 
As  whether  'twguld  promote  sablime 
If  silTer  could  be  pairM  in  rhyme; 
Or,  as  the  woid  of  sweeter  tune, 
Month  might  be  cliuk'd  instęad  of  pioDn: 
No  woDder  poets  hardly  know 
Or  what  they  do,  or  where  they  go* 
Whether  they  ride  or  walk  the  street, 
Their  heodsTare  always  on  their  feet; 
They  now  and  then  may  get  astrid^ 
Th'  ideał  Pegasus,  and  ride  , 
Prodigious  journeys  round  a  room, 
As  boys  ride  cock-horse  on  a  broom. 

Whether  Acrostios  tease  the  brain, 
Which  goes  a  hunting  words  in  vain, 
(For  words  most  Mpiiaiiy  sin, 
IJnless  iheir  letters  right  begin.) 
fSiiice  how  to  man  or  woman*s  namei 
Could  you  or  1  peroatic  frame, 


Or  make  the  staring  letten  join. 

To  form  the  word,  that  tells  us  thioe, 

Unless  we*ad  il'ight  initials  goŁ, 

S,  C,  O,  Ty  and  so  madę  Scot? 

Or  whether  Rebus,  Riddle's  brother, 

(BoŁh  which  had  Dullness  for  their  mother) 

Employ  tbe  gentle  poets  care. 

To  celd>rate  some  town  or  iair, 

Which  all  ad  libitum  he  slits 

For  you  to  pick  it  up  by  bita, 

Which  bita  tog(fether  placM,  will  fhune 

Some  city>s  or  some  lady^s  name ; 

As  when  a  worm  is  cut  in  twain, 

It  joins  and  is  a  worm  again; 

When  thoughts  so  weigfaty,  so  intenje, 

Aboi^e  the  reach  of  common  sense, 

Distract  and  twirl  the  mind  about, 

Which  fain  would  hammer  something  out; 

A  kiod  discbarge  relieres  the  mind, 

As  folks  are  eas*d  by  breaking  wind; 

Whaterer  whims  or  maggots  bred 

Take  place  of  sense  in  poefs  head, 

Tbey  fiz  themselTes  without  control^ 

Where'er  its  seat  is  on  the  souL 

Then,  like  your  heathen  idols,  we 

Have  eyes  indeed,  but  cannot  see. 

(We,  for  I  take  tbe  poet*s  part. 

And  for  my  blood,  am  bard  at  heart) 

For  in  reflection  deep  immerst, 

The  man  muse-bitten  and  be-Tcrst, 

Neglectful  of  eztemals  all. 

Will  ran  his  head  against  a  wali* 

Walk  through  a  river  as  it  flows. 

Nor  see  the  bridge  before  his  nose. 

Are  things  like  these  equestrian8  fit 
To  mount  the  back  of  mettled  tit? 
Are — but  farewel,  for  here  comes  Bob, 
And  I  must  serre  some  hackney  job; 
Fetch  letters,  or,  for  recreation, 
Tmnsport  the  bard  to  our  plantation. 

Robert  joins  compts  with  Buroham  Black* 
Your  humble  seryaut,  Hanbury*8  back. 
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Labitur  k.  labetur  in  omne  yolubilis  ievum.    Hoi; 

Dbar  Wilkes,  whose  lirely  sodal  wit 

Diadains  the  pradt«h  affoctation 
Of  gloomy  folks,  who  lote  to  sit 

As  doctors  should  nt  consnltation, 
Permit  me,  in  familiar  strain. 

To  steal  you'  from  tbe  idle  honr 
Of  combating  the  northera  thane. 

And  all  his  puppet  tools  of  pow*r. 

Shame  to  the  wietch,  if  senae  of  shame 

Can  ever  touchthe  miscreant^s  breaat, 
Who  dead  to  ▼irtue  as  to  fiune, 

(A  monster  wbom  the  gods  deiest) 
Turos  tmitor  to  himself,  to  court 

Or  minister  ormonarch's  smile; 
And  dares,  in  insolence  of  sport, 

loTade  llie  diąi|iBr  of  our  iale. 
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Bat  wliy  jhonld  I,  who  only  strire 

Bf  felJing  of  an  emsj  tale, 
Tokeep  attentioii  balf  alhe 

'GaiMt  Bolgolam  and  Flimoap  nil  ? 
For  wlietlier  Eagland  be  the  name, 

(Narae  which  iPe>re  tangfat  no  moie  to  prize) 
Ot  Bńtain,  it  is  all  the  same, 

The  liUipatian  statesmen  rise 

To  malice  of  gigantic  size. 
Let  tbera  enjoy  tbeir  warmth  a  wfaile, 
Tknth  sfaall  regard  them  with  a  smile, 
While  you,  like  GaUiTer,  in  sport 
Piss  out  the  fire,  and  sare  the  conrt. 
Bot  to  return— The  tale  is  old; 

lodecent,  trely  nonę  of  mine-^ 
Wh&t  BeroaMns  gravely  told ; 

I  read  it  in  that  sound  dJYine. 
And  for  indecency,  you  know 

He  had  a  fiuhionable  tum, 
As  prim  obser^ers  cleaiiy  show 

In  t»  other  parMm,  doctor  Steme. 
Yet  Pope  denies  it  all  defence, 
Aod  calls  it,  bless  us!  want  of  sense. 
Bot  e^n  the  deceni  Pope  can  write 

Of  bottles,  corks,  and  maiden  sigfas, 
Of  chaitning  beauties  less  in  sight, 

Of  the  morę  secret  precious  hair^ 
"  And  sometbing  eise  of  little  size, 

Yon  know  where*.*' 
If  mdl  authorities  prevail. 

To  rarnish  o>eT  this  petty  sin, 
[pksd  a  pardon  for  my  tale» 

And  haring  bemmM  and  cough^d— bcgin. 

A  Genhis  (one  of  those  1  mean, 

Weread  of  in  th*  Arabian  Nights; 
Not  soch  as  every  day  are  scen 

At  Bob*k  orArthiu'8,  whilom  White^sj 
For  howsoe^er  yon  change  the  name, 
The  clnbs  and  meetings  are  the  samej 
Nor  those  prodigioos  leamed  folks, 
Yonr  habeiidashers  of  stale  joŁes, 
Who  dress  them  up  so  neat  and  clean 
For  newspaper  or  magazine; 
Bat  one  tbat  eonld  play  wond'roas  tricks, 

Changing  the  yery  course  of  Naturę, 
Kot  Asmodens  on  iwo  sticks 

Orsage  Uiganda  could  do  greater.) 
Onoe ona time  inc^og  came  dow^i 

From  his  equivoca1  dominions. 
And  tm^ellM  o^er  a  country  town 

To  try  foUcs*  tempefs  and  opinioas. 
When  to  accomplish  his  inteot 

(For  had  the  cobbier  known  the  king, 

Lord !  it  wonld  qoite  hare  spoird  the  thing) 
In  fitrange  dis^coise  he  slily  went 
And  itnmp^d  along  the  high*way  track, 
With  greasy  knapsack  at  his  back; 
And  now  the  night  was  pitdiy  dark, 
Withont  one  star^s  indalgent  spark, 
Whetber  he  wanted  aleep  or  not, 

b  of  no  Gonseqiience  to  tell ; 
A  bed  and  lodging  musi  be  got. 

For  geoiases  lirę  always  welL 
Atthebest  boase  in  alt  the  town, 

(It  was  the  attorney^s  yon  may 'swear)  ^ 
He  knockM  as  he^d  Jiaye  beat  it  down, 

Knock  aa  yon  woul4»  no  entranco  ^ere. 

f  Rape  of  the  liock.       *  Fo|^t  Inettart. 
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I  But  from  the  window  cried  the  damę, 
I  "  Oo,  sirrah,  go  from  whence  you  came. 
Herę,  Neli,  John,  Thomas,  see  who  knocks, 
Fellow,  PU  pat  you  in  the  stocks/' 
"  Be  Oentle,  troTm,"  the  Genius  cried; 

''  Have  mercy  on  the  wand'nng  poor, 
Who  knows  not  where  his  bead  to  bide. 

And  asks  a  pittance^at  your  door. 
A  mag"  of  beer,  a  crust  of  bread— 
Have  pity  on  the  houseless  head ; 

Your  husband  keeps  a  lordly  table, 
I  ask  but  fur  the  offal  crumbs, 

And  for  a  lodging^-bam  or  stable 
Will  shrond  me  tiłl  the  moming  comes.*' 

Twas  all  In  TaJn ;  she  rang  the  beli, 
The  seryants  trembrd  at  tlie  knell; 
Down  flew  the  inaids  to  tell  the  men. 
To  drive  the  Yagrant  baok  agen. 

He  trndg*d  away  in  angry  mind. 
And  thought  but  cheaply  of  mankind, 

Tilł  throngh  a  casement*8  dingy  paoe, 
A  rush-light*s  melaucholy  ray, 

Bad  him  e'en  try  his  łuck  again; 
Perhaps  beneath  a  house  of  clay 
A  wand*ring  passenger  might  find, 
A  better  ft-iend  to  human  kind. 
And  far  morę  faospitable  farę, 
Though  not  so  costly,  nicc,  or  rare, 
As  smokes  npon  the  stlver  plate 
Of  the  luxurion8  pamper'd  great. 

So  to  this  cot  of  homely  thatch, 
In  the  Same  plight  the  Genius  camc : 

Down  comes  the  damę,  lifts  up  the  latch; 
**  What  want  ye,  sir?" 

"  God  save  you,  damę." 
And  so  he  told  the  piteous  tale, 
Which  you  have  heard  him  tell  befor«; . 
Yonr  pattence  and  my  own  would  fail 

Werę  I  to  tell  it  o^i^r  and  o'er, 
SufBce  it,  that  my  goody's  care 
Brought  forth  her  best,  though  simplc  farę. 

And  from  the  comer-cupboard'8  hoard, 
Her  stranger  goest  the  morc  to  please, 

Bespread  her  hospitable  board 
With  what  she  had — 'twas  bread  aod  cheesc. 

"  *Tis  bonest  thoagh  but  homely  cheer; 

Much  good  may*t  do  ye,  eat  your  fili, 
Wou!d  I  could  treat  you  with  strong  beer, 

But  for  the  action  takethe  will, 
You  see  my  cot  is  clean,  thou^^h  smali, 

Pray  Heav>n  increase  my  slender  stock! 
You're  welcome,  friend,  you  see  my  all ; 

Aod  for  your  bed,  sir,  there*s  a  flock.*' 
No  matter  what  was  after  said, 
He  eat  and  drank  and  went  to  bed* 

And  now  the  cock  bis  mattins  sung, 

(Howe'er  such  8in^?ing's  light  estoem^d, 
'Tis  precious  in  the  Muses'  tongue, 

When  sung,  rhymes  better  than  he  scream^d;) 
The  damę  and  pedlar  both  arose, 

At  early  dawn  of  ri^ing  day, 
She  for  her  work  of  folding  clotbes. 

And  he  to  tra¥el  on  his  way ; 
But  much  he  thought  himseif  to  blame* 

If,  as  in  duty  surely  bound, 
Ue  did  not  tbanfc  the  careful  dan^ 

For  tbe  recepticAi  be  had  founik 
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•*  Hostess/;  quoth,bc,  "  beforel  go, 

I  thank  you  for  your  hearty  fave; 
Woiild  it  were  iii  my  pow*r  to  i»y 
My  gratitude  a  better  way; 
Bat  moncy  now  runs  veiy  Iow, 

And  I  have  not  a  doit  to  spare; 
But  if  yOUMI  take  this  piece  of  staff— ^ 

— "  No/*  quoth  the  damę,  "  Tm  poor  as  you, 
Yonr  kindest  wisbes  are  enough, 

You*re  welcome,  friend,  farewel — Adieu," 
'<  But  first,"  reply*d  the  wand*ring  guest, 

**  For  bed  aud  board  and  homely  disht 
May  all  things  turn  out  for  the  best, 

So  tal^  my  blessiug  and  my  wish : 
May  what  you  first  begin  to  do, 

Create  sucb  profit  aud  deiight, 
Tbat  you  may  do  it  all  day  through. 

Nor  finis^i  till  the  d«pth  of  night." 

**  Thank  you,"  she  said,  and  shut  the  door, 
Tum'd  to  her  work;  and  tbought  no  morę. 
And  now  the  napkin,  which  was  spread 
To  treat  her  guest  with  guod  brown  bread» 
She  folded  up  with  nicest  care; 
When  lo !  another  napkin  there! 
And  every  folding  did  beget 
Another  and  another  yet. 
She  folds  a  shiłt— by  strange  increase, 
The  remnant  swells  into  a  piece. 
Her  caps,  herlacesi  atl  the  same, 

Till  auch  a'  'quantity  of  lincn. 

Prom  sucb  a  Tery  smali  bcginning, 
Flow^d  in  at  once  upon  tfae  damę, 
Who  wondeifd  how  the  deuce  it  came, 

That  with  t)^e  drap^ry  she  had  got 

Witbin  ber  little  fiM>by  cut, 
She  mig^t  ibr  all  the  »wn  provide, 
And  break  both  York-street  and  Cheapside. 

It  happen'<d  that  th*  attorney'8  wife, 
Who,  to  be  surę,  tiook  much  upon  her, 

As  being  one  in  higher  life, 

Who  did  the  parish  mighty  houour, 

Sent  for  the  damę,  who,  poor  and  wiUing, 
Would  take  a  job  of  chariug  work. 
And  sweat  and  toil  like  any  Turk, 

To  eam  a  8ixpence  or  a  sbiUing.   f 

She  could  not  comc,  uot  she  indeed ! 
She  thank'd  her  much,  but  had  no  need. 

Oood  ncws  will  fty  as  we]\  as  had, 

So  out  this  \vond'rou8  story  came, 

About  the  jM-diar  and  tlie  damę, 
Which  Ihade  th'  ntŁoi-ney'8  wife  so  |ńad, 

That  she  resoIv'd  ot  auy  ratę, 
Spite  of  ber  pride  and  łady  airs, 

To  get  the  pedlar  t^te-a-tete, 
And  make  up  all  the  past  alTairs: 

And  though  she  wishM  him  at  the  devil, 
When  he  came  there  the  night  before, 

r>ptermin»d  to  be  monstrors  ci  vii, 
And  dix>p  her  curtsie  at  the  do5r. 

Now  all  was  rapk^t,  noise  and  pother, 
Neli  ruMiiiug  one  ^vay,  John  another, 
Aud  Tom  was  gu  the  eoAch-horse  sent, 
To  Icam  which  way  the  pedlar  weut. 

Th  (•mas  retum'd; — the  pedlar  brought. 
— ^WhaŁ  could  my  damty  madam  say, 

For  nut  bebarjng  as  she  ought, 
i^nd  uii>  ing  liuiuest  folks  ąway  ł 


"  Upon  my  word»  it  ahocks  me  mocbi 

—But  there^s  such  thieriug  bera  of  late— » 
Not  tbat  I  dream^d  tha^  you  were  such, 

When  you  c^me  knocking  at  my  gate. 
I-mu&t  confess  mysełf  to  hlame. 

And  Pm  afraid  you  lately  met 
Sad  treatment  with  that  homely  damę, 

\Vho  lives  on  wliat  ber  bands  can  get. 
Walk  in  with  me  at  lea«t  to  night, 
And  Ict  us  set  all  matters  right. 
1  know  my  duty,  and  indeed 
Woułd  help  a  friend  in  time  of  need. 

Take  such  rfrfreshment  as  you  fiod, 
Pm  surę  I  mean  it  for  the  best. 

And  give  it  with  a  willing  mind 
To  such  a  gravc  aud  sober  guest. 

So  in  tbey  came,'snd  for  his  picking, 

Behold  the  tubie  covers  spread, 

Instcad  of  Goody's  chcese  aud  bread, 
With  tarts,  and  ńsh,  and  fiesh,  and  chicken. 

And  to  appear  in  greater  state, 
The  knives  atid  forks  with  silver  handles, 

The  candtesticks  of  bright  (French).plate 
To  hołd  her  best  mould  (tallow)  candlcs, 

Were  all' brought  forth  to  be  display 'd, 

In  female  bousewifry  paradę. 
And  morę  tfae  pedlar  to  regale. 

And  make  the  wondYous  man  her  friend, 
Decanters  foam'd  of  mantlfng  alCi 

And  port  and  cląret  without  end ; 
Thcy  hobb*d  and  hobbM,  and  smii^d  and  laughM, 
Touch*d  glasses,  nam'd  their  toasts,  and  ąuaflTd^ 

Talk'd  over  e\'ery  friend  and  foe, 
Till  eating,  drinki ng,  talking  past, 
l'he  kind  house-clock  struck  tweWe  at  lasty 

When  wishing  madam  bon  repos, 
The  pedlar  pleaded  weary  head, 
Mad«;  his  Iow  bow,  and  went  to  bed. 

Wishing  him  then  at  peifect  ease, 
A  good  solt  bed,  a  good  sound  sicep: 

Now  gentle  reader,  if  you  plcasc, 
We'll  at  the  lady  take  a  poep: 

She  could  Siot  rest,  but  tum*d  and  toss^d, ' 
While  Fancy  whispcr*d  in  her  brain, 

That  what  her  indiscretion  lost, 
Her  art  and  cunning  niight  regaiu. 

Such  linen  to  so  poor  a  damę! 
For  such  coarse  farę !  perplex'd  her  head; 

Wby  might  not  she  exp€»ct  the  same, 
So  courtcous,  civil,  and  well-bred? 

And  now  she  rrckonM  up  her  storę 
Of  cambrics,  Flolłands,  mnslins,  lawns, 
Frec  gifts,  and  purchases,  and  panms, 

Resolv'd  to  multiply  tbem  morę, 
TiU  she  had  got  a  stock  of  linen, 
Fit  far  a  dowager  to  sin  in. 

The  moming  came,  when  up  she  got. 
Most  ceremoniously  inclin*d 

To  wind  up  her  sagacious  plot, 
With  all  that  civil  stuif  we  find 

'Mongst  those  who  talk  a  wond^rout  deal 

Of  what  they  neither  mean  nor  foeL 

"  How  shall  I,  ma'm,**  reply'd  the  guest, 
"  Make  you  a  suitable  return 
For  your  attention  and  concem, 

And  such  ciyiliti^s  exprest 
To  one,  who  must  be  still  in  debt 
Fur  ali  the  kindaess  he  has  met? 
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Forlfaif  your  enlertaiimienfs  sake» 
If  aiig:bt  of  good  my  wish  csn  do, 

May  wbat  yon  fint  shall  undertake,. 
lut  withoiit  oeasnig  dl  day  through." 

Madam,  who  kiTidly  uiiderstood 
Hit  wish  effectoally  gopd, 
SUaight  dropp'd  a  curtsie  wond^rous  Iow, 
For  much  ahe  waoted  him  to  go, 
That  she  migrbt  look  up  all  her  store, 
Aad  tum  it  mto  thousands  morę. 
Noir  all  the  maids  were  sent  to  look 
Id  erery  crannyv  hole  and  nook, 
Forerery  rag  which  they  could  find 
Of  aay  size,  or  ąny  kind, 
Dniv'n,  boxe8,  closets,  chests  and  cases 
Were  all  unlock^d  at  once  to  get 
Herpoio^  her  gauze,  her  Prasshunet, 
Włth  fifty  nomes  of  fiay  kinds, 
Which  soit  Tariety  of  miods. 

How  shall  I  nów  my  tale  pursue, 
So  pattiBg  strange,  so  passing  truć  ? 

When  erery  bit  froro  every  hoard, 
Was  hrou^fat  and  laid  upon  the  board. 

Łat  iąaae  morę  urgent  obligation 
Mightinterrupt  ber  pleasing  toil. 

And  marring  bąlf  her  applicatioD, 
Hie  promis'd  bopes  of  profit  spoil, 

fidbre  she  foMs  a  single  rag» 

Or  takn  a  cap  from  board  or  bag, 
Tbat  oothin.s:  might  ber  work  prerent, 

(For  sbę  was  nuw  re$olv'd  to  laboar, 
With  eamest  hope  and  fuli  inteot 

To  get  the  better  of  ber  neighbour) 
lato  the  garden  sbe  woald  go 

To  do  that  neeessary  thiog, 
Wbicfa  most  by  all  be  done,  you  know, 
Bjrich  and  poor,  and  high  and  Iow, 

By  małe  and  female,  queen  and  king; 
Sbe  little  dream*d  a  common  action, 

?nctis*d  as  duły  as  her  pray'rs, 
Shoald  prove  so  tedious  a  transaction* 

Or  cost  her  ąnch  a  sea  of  cares. 
ladiort  the  strcanis  so  plentcous  flow'd, 

That  in  the  dry  and  dusty  weatber, 
fihe  mi^t  h^ve  waler^d  all  the  road 

For  ten  or  twentv  miles  togethen 
What  could  she  do  ?  as  it  begao» 
Th'  ioroluntary  torrent  ran. 

loitead  of  fulding  cap  or  mob, 
80  dieadfiil  was  this  distiłiation, 

That  from  a  simple  watering  job, 
She  ku*d  a  generał  inondation. 

While  for  her  indiscretiotfs  crime, . 
ind  coretiog  too  great  a  storę, 

She  madę  a  ri^er  at  a  time, 
Whieh  surę  wasnever  done  befure'* 
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IB— 1  could  fifle  grove  and  bow'r 
Aod  strip  the  beds  of  every  flow'r, 

'  This  story,  which  ocflors  in  ihe  oonfeRmce 
lKt«een  a  papish  priest  and  YilUers  duke  of 
Buckiiigham  (seethe  worka  of  the  łatter)  bas  be^n 
Tcntfied  by.  Mi.  Merrkk.  Dodsley 'a  roems,  toUf. 
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And  deck  them  in  thiHr  iair«gŁ  hae, 
Merely  to  be  out-Mu8B*d  by  you. 
The  Hly,  pale,  by  my  directtoa, 
Should  fight  ttie  rosę  for  your  complesionr 
Or  I  could  make  np  sweetest  posies. 
Fit  fragrappe  for  the  ladiea'  noses, 
Which  drooping,  on  your  breast  recUning^ 
Sboiłld  all  be  withering,  dying,  pining, 
Which  evcry  songster  can  display, 
rve  morę  authorities  than  Gay; 
Nay,  I  could  teach  the  głobe  its  duty 
To  pay  all  homage  to  your  beauty. 
And  wit'8  creative  pow*r  to  show, 
The  very  fire  should  mix  with  snów; 
Your  eyes,  that  brandish  burning  darta 
Toscorch  and  singe  ourtinder  hearts, 
Should  be  the  lampa  for  Iover'B  rain. 
And  light  them  to  their  own  undoing; 
While  all  the  snów  abont  your  breast 
Should  leave  them  hopeless  and  diatrest 

For  those  wbo  rarely  soar  above 
The  art  of  coupling  lorę  and  dove, 
In  their  couceita  and  amorous  fletions, 
Are  mighty  foud  of  contradictionsy 
Above^  in  air;  in  earth,  beneath; 
And  thiogs  that  do,  or  do  not  bneathe, 
All  hare  their  parts,  and  teparate  place. 
To  paint  the  fair  one*8  variou8  grace. 

ilei-  cheek,  her  eye,  her  bosom  show 
The  roMe,  the  lily,  diaiaond,  anow. 
Jet,  milk,  and  amber,  Tales  and  mountainą. 
Stars,  rubies,  suus,  and  mossy  fountains, 
'i'he  poet  giyes  them  all  a  share 
In  the  description  of  big  fiiir. 
Sbe  bums,  she  chills,  she  pierces  bearts 
With  locks,  and  bolts,  and  flames,  and  darta. 
And  could  ae  trust  th'  eictnvagancy 
Of  every  poefs  youthiiil  fancy, 
They'd  make  eaoh  uymph  they  lorę  so  wdl^ 
As  oold  aa  snów,  as  hot  as 

—O  gentle  ladj',  sparc  your  Aright, 
No  horrid  rhyme  shalt  woond  your  sightk 
I  would  not  for  the  workł  be  bcard, 
To  utter  such  unueintg  word, 
Which  thepoliter  parson  fean 
To  mention  to  politer  ears. 

But,  could  a  female  fonn  be  shown, 
(The  thought^  perhaps,  is  not  my  own) 
Where  every  circamstance  shoold  meet 
To  make  the  poet^s  nymph  complate, 
FormM  to  his  iancy's  utmost  piCch, 
She'd  be  as  ogly  as  a  witcb. 

Couie  then,  Q  Muse,  of  trim  couceit* 
Muse,  always  fine,  but  never  neat, 
Who  tp  the  duli  onsated  ear 
Of  French  or  Tuscan  sonneteer, 
Tak>st  up  the  same  unraried  tonę, 
Like  the  Scotch  bagpipe^s  &vourite  drone» 
Squ6ezing  not  tboughts  in  ditties  quaint^ 
To  po€t's  mistresa,  whore,  or  saint; 
Whether  thou  dwelPst  oa  Bv»ry  grace, 
Which  lighta  the  world  from  Laura's  face, 
Or  amorous  pralse  espatiates  wide 
On  beauties  which  the  nymph  must  hide; 
For  wit  afiected,  lov«s  to  show 
Her  every  chann  from  top  to  toe. 
And  wanton  Fancy  oft  pursues 
Minutę  descrip^on  fram  tfae  Muae, 
Come  and  pourtray,  with  pencił  floe, 
The  poet*s  mort&Ł  nyitiph  4ii^ine. 
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Her  golden  lMk§-oftflaiiic.lMivr 
Ate  nets  to  catch  the  imnton  air; 
Her  foiehead  ivory,  and  ber  eyes 
Each  a  bright  son  to  iight  tbe  skies, 
Orb^d  in  wbose  centrę,  Gapid  aimB 
His  deits,  protect  us!  tipt  with  fianei; 
While  the  sly  god'8  unerring  how 
Is  the  balf  circle  of  her  broir. 
£ach  lip  araby,  parting,  shows 
The  precioas  peaVl  i  a  enren  roms. 
And  aU  tbe-IiOve8  and  Graces  sleek 
Bathe  In  the  dimples  of  her  <cbeek« 
Her  breasts  pure  snów,  or  wbite  as  mUk« 
Are  iTory  apples,  onoethas  aXk, 
Or  dse,  as  fiincy  tripe  on  6«ter, 
Fine  marble  hills  of  alabaster. 

A  fignre  madę  of  waz  wiould  please 
Morę  than  an  aggregate  of  tbese, 
Whłcb  though  tbe^  aie  of  precioas  wortfa. 
And  held.in  great  esteem  on  Earth, 
Wbat  are  they,  rightiy  understood, 
Compar*d  to  real  flesh  and  blood  ? 

And  I,  wbo  hate  to  act  by  rules 
Of  whining,  rhymifig,  loring  foole, 
Can  never  twist  my  jnind  about 
To flnd  suchfitraoge  resobblance  aat> 
And  simile  thafs  only  fit 
To  show  my  .plcnteous  lack  of  wit. 
Therefbre,  •mitting  flames  and  daits, 
Wounds,  sighs  and  tears,  and  bleeding  bearts, 
Obeying,  wbat  I  here  deciarc, 
Makes  balf  my  happiness,  tbe  iSur, 
Tbe  farourite  suljeot  1  pnrsoe. 
And  wńte,  as  wbo  woiild  not,  for  yoa. 

Perhaps  my  Muse,  a  common  curse, 
Errs  in  the  manner  of  her  Yerse, 
Which,  sloBching  in  the  doggrel  lay, 
Goes  tittnp  all  her  easy  way. 
Yes— «n  aerostic  bad  been  better, 
Where  each  good  oatured  prattUngletter, 
Though  it  conceal  tbe  writer^s  aim, 
Tells  all  the  world  his  Iady'8  name. 

But  all  acrostici,  tt  is  said^ 
Show  wond>rous  pain  of  empły  head, 
Where  wit  is  crampM  in  faard  confines, 
And  Fancy  dare  not  jump  the  linee. 

1 1o¥e  a  fapoiful  ^sorder. 
And  straggling  out  of  lule  and  order; 
Impute  not  tben  to  Tacant  head, 
Or  what  I^re  writ,  or  wbat  Vve  said, 
Which  iniputation  can^t  be  troe, 
Wbere  head  and  heart^s  so  fuU  of  yoii. 

Like  Tritftiam  Sbandy,  1  could  write 
From  morn  to  noon^from  noon  tt>  nicrbt, 
SomeUmes  obscurą,  and  sometimcs  ieaning, 
A  little  sideways  tp  a  meamog. 
And  unfatigoM  mysel^  pursue 
The  ci  vi)  modę  of  teasing  you. 
For  as  your  folks  who  kwe  the  d#ellint 
On  circumstance  in  story  telling, 
And  to  gi^e  each  relation  grace^- 
Describe  the  time,  the  foU^  tbe  płac^ 
And  are  rełigioosly  exaet 
To  point  oat  each  unmeaning  imct, 
Repeat  their  wonders  undesired, 
Korthink  one  be^rer  can  betired; 
So  they  who  take  a  metbod  worśe. 
And  prose  away,  \ike  me,  in  Terae, 
Worry  their  mistress,  fińóida  or  better% 
Wilbfatire,  sooneti  ode,  or  lętters. 


And  think  the  knadc  of  pltaśn%  IbllotDi 
Each  jingling  pupil  of  Apollo^s. 
— Yet  let  it  be  a  Yenial  crime 
That  I  address  you  thus  in  rhyme. 
Nor  think  that  I  am  Pboebus*-bit 
By  the  tarantula  of  wit, 
But  as  the  meanest  critic  knows 
AU  females  have  a  knack  at  prose. 
And  letters  are  tbe  modę  of  writing 
The  ladies  take  the  most  deligfat  iu ; 
Bold  is  the  mao,  whose  saucy  atm  - 
Leads  him  to  form  a  rival  claim; 
A  double  death  the  victim'dies, 
Wounded  by  wit  as  well  as  eyes. 

— ^With  minę  disgrace  a  Iady'8  prose. 
And  put  a  nettle  next  a  rosę? 
Who  wouldy  so  long  as  taste  preTails, 
Compare  St  James'8  with  Yersailles? 
The  nightingale,  as  story  goes, 
Fam'd  for  tbe  musie  of  his  woes, 
In  vain  against  the  artist  try*d. 
But  strainM  his  tunefui  throat — and  died. 

Perhaps  I  sought  the  rhyming  way. 
For  reasons  which  bave  pow'rftaI  sway. 
The  swain,  no  doubt,  with  pleasure  sueś 
The  njrmph  he*s  surę  will  uot  relbse. 
And  morę  compassion  may  be  Ibund 
Amongst  these  goddesses  of  sonnd, 
Than  al  way  s  happens  to  the  share 
Of  the  morę  cruei  haman  lair; 
Who  ]ove  to  fix  tbeir  loTer^s  pains, 
Pleas'd  with  the  rattling  of  their  chain^ 
Rejoicing  iu  tbeir  serranfs  grief, 
As  'twere  a  sita  to  gi¥e  relief. 
They  twist  each  easy  fool  about. 
Nor  let  tbem  in,  nor  let  tbem  out. 
But  keep  tbem  (wirliug  on  tbe  fire, 
Of  apprefaension  and  desire, 
As  cock-chafers,  with  corking  pin 
The  school-boy  stabs,  to  make  tbem  spin. 

For  'tis  a  maxim  in  love's  school. 
To  make  a  man  of  sense  a  fool; 
I  mean  the  man,  wbo  lores  indeed. 
And  hopes  and  wisbes  to  sucoeed ; 
But  from  his  fear  and  apprehension, 
Which  always  mars  his  best  intention, 
Can  ne'er  addiess  with  proper  ease 
The  very  person  be  would  please. 

Now  poets,  when  tbese  nympbs  refaee, 
Straight  go  a  courting  to  the  Muse. 
But  still  somc  difference  we  find 
'Twixt  goddesses  and  himian  kind ; 
The  Muses*  &voui«  are  ideał, 
The  ladies'  scarce,  but  always  real. 
The  poet  can,  with  Itttle  pain, 
Create  a  mistressjn  his  brain, 
Heap  each  attikction,  e^ery  grace 
That  should  adom  the  mind  or  face. 
On  Delia,  Phyllis,  with  a  score 
Of  Pbyllisses  and  Delias  morę. 
Or  as  the  whim  of  passion  bums, 
Can  courteach  frolic  Muse  by  tums; 
Nor  shall  one  word  of  blame  be  aaid, 
Altho'  be  take  them  all  to  bed. 
Tlie  Muse  detests  coquetry's  guilt. 
Nor  apes  the  manners  of  a  jilŁ 

Jilt!  O  dishonest  btritefal  name, 
Your  ses^s  pride^  yoar  sex's  shame, 
Whieh  oftan  bait  their  treaeberoas  hoel^ 
With  smile  endearing,  wiaaiBS  lóok, 
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Aad  wiDd  ihem  In  the  easjr  iieait 
Of  naa,  with  most  ensnaring  ut,. 
Only  to  Unture  and  betray 
Tte  wieCch  tlkey  mean  to  cast  away. 
Uh  doobt  *Łi8  channing  pleasant  aagling 
To  Me  the  poor  food  creatures  dangling, 
mo  nish  tike  gndgeons  to  the  bait, 
Aad  goige  the  miachief  they  sbould  hate. 
Yet  raie  cuch  cmelties  deface 
Yonr  Tirtaes  of  their  fairest  grace. 
And  pity>  which  in  womap^s  breast, 
Shoald  cwim  at  top  of  all  the  rest, 
11  ett  soch  insidious  sport  condemn, 
Wbicli  play  to  you,  is  death  to  them. 

So  bave  1  often  retfd  or  heard, 
Tboogh  both  upon  a  trav'ller'8  word» 
(AoUKMrity  may  paas  it  down, 
8ob  «ide  TraTeb,  by  Ed.  Brown) 
At  Metz,  a  dreadful  eagine  stands, 
Fonn>d  like  a  maid,  with  fblded  banda, 
Wbtch  ńnely  drest,  with  primmest  grace, 
BeeeiTes  the  culprifs  first  embrace; 
Batat  the  aecoml  (disma)  wonder!) 
Uoiblda,  clasps,  cuŁs  his  bcart  asooder. 

Yott')l  lay,  perhaps,  1  Ioveto  raił, 
We>ll  end  the  matter  with  a  tale: 

A  Robin  once,  who  lov'd  to  stray» 
And  hop  about  from  spray  to  spray, 
Fwnirnr  aa  the  folks  węre  ki  od. 
Nor  thoagbt  of  mischiet  in  his  mind, 
!4ight  &Toun  make  the  bold  presume,  - 
Wonld  iluiter  round  the  lady*s  rooni^ 
And  cardess  often  take  his  stand 
Upon  the  Iove1y  Fla^ia^s  band. 
The  nymph,  tis  said,  his  freedom  soughty 
—In  sbort,  the  trifling  focl  was  caught; 
And  happy  in  the  fair  one^s  grace, 
Would  not  accept  an  eagle'8  place. 
And  whłle  the  nymph  was  kind  as  £ur» 
¥lsh^  not  to  gain  his  natłve  air. 
But  thought  he  bai^^ainM  to  his  cost, 
To  gain  tbe  liberty  he  lost. 

Till  at  the  last,  a  fop  was  seen, 
A  panot,  dreM'd  in  r^  and  green, 
Who  coold  not  boast  one  genaine  notę, 
Bot  ebattcr*d,  swore  and  ly*d— by  rotc. 
**  Nonscnse  and  noise  will  oil  prcvail, 
Whea  hononr  and  afiection  fail.*> 
The  lady  lik'd  ber  foreign  guest. 
For  noTclty  will  please  tbe  be.st; 
And  whether  it  is  tace  or  fan, 
Or  iiik,  or  cbina,  bird  or  mau, 
Hooe  snre  can  think  it  wrong,  or  strange, 
Thatladies  should  admire  a  cbange. 
The  parrot  now  came  iuto  play, 
The  Bobin  I  he  had  had  his  day, 
Bot  couM  not  brook  the  nymph*8  disdain, 
6o flcd- 'Ond ne'er  came back  again. 
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Hv  predeoesaort  often  nie 

To  eobUe  Terse  as  weU  «•  sboes; 

As  Partńdge  (Tide  Swift**  diipates) 
Wbo  UnM  Bootes  into  boots, 
Ah!-Paitńdge!— rU  be  bold  to  tay 
Was  a  rare  fcbolar  in  bi»  day  ^ 


He'd  tell  yoa  whnH  wonld  imio,  taoA  wfaea 
Tbe  weather  would  be  fina  agen; 
Precisdy  when  your  bones  sbould  aebe. 
And  whisn  grow  BO«nd,.by  th'  aimanack. 

I  For  he  knew  ev*ry  fhing,  ó^je  aee, 
.  By,  what  d'y^  calPt,  astrology. 
And  dLiUM  in  all  the  starry  system, 
Foretpld  erents,  and  often  in«t'em- 
And  then  it  griev'd  me  sore  to  look 
Just  at  the  beel-piece  of  hia  book, 
Where  stood  a  maa,  Lord  bless  my  benit ! 
(No  doubt  hymaUhtmwuntkt  ait,) 
Naked,  exposfd  to  pofaiic  view. 
And  darta  stnck  in  him  through  and  throQ|^ 
I  warrant  him  some  hardy  fbc4, 
Who  scom'd  to  follow  wisdon^a  mic. 
And  dai^d  blasphemionaly  deipiae 
Our  doctoT^s  Imowledge  in  the  skies. 
FttU  deariyjheabides  his  laugh, 
Pm  sare  'tis  Swift,  or  BicfcerstaC 
£xcase  tbis  bit  of  a  digresaion, 
A  cobbler^s  is  a  leam'd  professiott. 
Wby  may  not  1  too  coople  rbymet } 
My  wit  will  not  disgraoe  tbe  times; 
I  too,  fonooth,  among  the  rest, 
Claim  one  ad^antage,  and  tbe  beat, 
1  scarce  know  writing,  have  no  reading. 
Nor  any  kind  of  acbolar  breeding; 
And  wanting  tbat'8  the  sole  IbuBMiation 
Of  half  your  poeta*  repntation. 
Wbite  genius,  perfect  at  ita  birtb. 
Spring^  up,  like  muahrooma  from  the  eatth. 

You  know  they  send  me  to  and  Aro 
To  carry  meaaagea  or  ao ; 
And  though  I'm  somewhat  old  and  crasy, 
Pm  still  of  service  to  the  lazy, 
For  our  good  sąnire  bas  ao  great  ncftion  ' 
Of  much  alacrity  in  motion. 
And  when  there*s  miłes  betwiat  yeu  know  • 
Would  ratheraend  by  half  than  go ; 
Then  Tm  dispatch^  to  trave1  bard. 
And  bear  myself  by  way  of  canl. 
I'm  a  two-legg'd  excuse  to  abow 
Wby  otber  people  cannot  go; 
And  merit  surę  1  muat  aaaume. 
Por  once  I  went  in  Garrick'a  roonn 

In  my  old  age,  *twere  wond*rons  htard. 
To  eome  to  town,  as  trav*llhig  card. 
Then  let  the  post  oonrey  me  thefe, 
The  clerk*8  direction  tdl  him  where; 
For,  though  1  ramble  at  thta  ratę, 
He  writes  it  all,  and  1  dictate ; 
For  I>m  re8olv'd-4>y  help  of  ndghbonr, 
(Who  keepa  a  school,  and  goea  to  labour) 
To  tell  you  all  thinga  aa  they  paat; 
Cobbiers  will  go  beyondthdr  last. 
And  so  Tm  told  will  aothora  too, 
—But  that's  a  point  1  lea^e  to  you ; 
Cobbling  eztenda  athouaand  way  a, 
Some  cobble  aboea,  some  cobble  playa^ 
Some— but  this  jingie'8  Fastly  clevery 
It  makea  a  body.write  for  ever. ' 
Wbile  with  the  motion  of  the  pen, 


Metbod  pops  in  and  out  agen, 

So,  as  I  aaid»  I  thought  it  better, 

To  set  me  down,  and  think  a  k^fetef. 

And  without  any  morę  ado, 

Seal  up  my  mind,  and  aend  it  ydii. 

Yoo'll  aak  jne,  master,  why  I  chooie 

Toplagoe  yow  iforsl^p  with  n^y  Mnse; 
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I']l  tell  you  tben—will  tnitb  oifeo4  > 

Though  cobbler,  yet  I  lo¥e  my  friead. 

Besides,  I  like  you  flierry  fołks, 

Who  mal^e  their  puna,  and  crack  their  jokes  ^ 

Yonr  joviaI  heąrts  are  nerer  wronjr, 

I  \ave  a  story,  or  a  song; 

But  always  feęl  most  grieTous  oualms, 

Fróm  Wesley,'s  hymns,  or  Włbdom's  psadrns'. 

My  father  o^n  told  me,  one  day 
Was  for  religion — tbat  was  Suoday, 
When  I  should  go  to  prayers  twice. 
And  bear  our  parsoo  battle  vice ; 
And  dress^d  in  all  my  fine«t  clothes, 
Twang  the  psalmody  tbioiągh  my  nose. 
But  betwixt  cburcbes,  for  relief, 
£at  bak'd  plumb-pudding,  aod  roast-beef ; 
And  cheerful,  wiUiout  sin,  regaie 
With  good  bq^ie-brew'd,  and  nappy  ale, 
But  not  one  word  of  fasting  greetiogs, 
And  dry  religious  singing  meetiog^. 
But  here  comes  folks  a-preaching  to  us 
A  8aving  doctrine  to  undo  us, 
Whose  notiona  fanciful  and  scuiry, 
Tum  old  religion  topsy-tuiry. 
rU  giFC  my  p/easure  up/or  no  manj 
And  an»t  1  right  now,  master  Sbow-man? 
You  seem*d  to  me  a  person  ciril, 
Our  parsoń  giyes  you  to  the  devil ; 
And  says,  ą&  bow,  tbat  after  grace, 
You  laugb'd  directly  in  his  £etcc; 
Ay,  laugb'd  ouUrigbt  (as  Vm  a  sinner) 
/   I  sbould  bave  Uk'd  V  baye  been  at  dinncr, 

Kot  for  tbe  sake  of  majster^s  farę, 

But  to  have  seen  tbe  doctor  stare. 

OdsBooks^  1  tbink,  be^s  perfect  mad, 

Scar^d  out  of  all  tbe  wiu  be  bad. 

For  wberesoe^er  the  doctor  comes, 

He  pulls  bis  wig,  and  bites  bis  tbumbt. 

And  mutters^  in  a  broken  ragę, 

Tbe  Minor,  Garnek,  Foote,  the  stage; 

(For  I  must  blab  it  out— but  kibt. 

His  rererence  is  a  metbodist) 

And  preacbes  Uke  an  eriimt  fury, 

>Oainst  all  your  show  fulks  about  Oruiy, 

Says  actors  all  are  bellish  imps, 

And  managers  the  devirs  pimps. 

He  knows.not  wbat  be  sets  abont ; 

Puts  on  his  surplice  inside  out, 

Mistakes  the  lessonff  in  tbe  oburcb, 

Or  leayes  a  coUect  in  tbe  lurcb; 

And  fotber  day— God  bdp  his  bead, 

The  gardi]er'8  wifc  beiog  brought  to  bed, 

When  sent  for  to  baptize  tlie  child 

His  wig  awry,"  and  sta  ring  wild, 

He  laid  the  pmyer-book  flat  before  hini. 

And  read  the  burial  senice  o*er  him. ** 

— ^l'foe  folks  must  wait  without  their  shoes. 

For  I  must  tell  you  all  tbe  news. 

For  we  have  bad  a  deal  to  do, 

Our  squii«*s.  become  a  sbow-man  too ! 

And  horse  and  foot  arriYe  in  flocks, 
}     To  see  his  worship^s  famous  rocksy 

Wbiist  be,  with  humorous  deligbt, 

Waiks  all  about  a[nd  sbows  the  sight, 

Points  out  the  place,  where  trembljtig  you 

Had  like  t'  bave^id  tbe  world  adieu; 

I  Robert  Wisdom  was  an  early  translator  of 
tbe  P^alms.  Wood  says,  be  was  a  gfi^d  Latin 
and  Englisb  poet  «f  bis  timc.    H«  died  1^8. 


It  bears  the  sad  remembrance  still. 

And  people  calł  it  Garrick^s  Hill. 

The  goats  their  usual  distaoce  keep 

We  never  bavc  recourse  to  sbeep  ; 

And  the  whole  scenę  wanta  nothing  'lOw, 

Except  your  ferry-boat  aiid  cow. 

I  had  a  great  deal  morę  to  say. 

But  I  am  sent  esrpress  away, 

To  fetch  the  squire*s  three  children  d  ywn 

To  TissingtoD  from  Derby  to#n; 

And  Allen  says  he*ll  mend  my  rhyne, 

Wbene'er  1  write  a  second'  time. 


THE 

COBBLER  OF  CRIPPLEGATBS  LETTER 

TO  ROBERT  LLOYD,  A.  Bf. 

Unu8*d  to  Ycrse,  and  tir'd,  HeaT*n  knows, 

Of  drudging  on  in  heary  prose, 

Day  after  day,  year  after  year, 

Wbich  I  btfre  sent  tbe  Gazetteer ; 

N(jw,  for  tbe  first  time,  1  cssay 

To  write  iu  your  own  easy  way. 

And  now,  O  Lloyd,  I  wish  I  bad. 

To  go  tbat  road  your  ambling  pad, 

Wbile  you,  with  all  a  poet*s  pride, 

On  the  great  horse  of  verse  might  ride. 

You  leave  the  road  that*s  rougb  and  stoney. 

To  pace  and  wbi^itle  with  your  poncy  j 

Sad  proof  to  us  you're  lazy  grown, 

And  fear  to  gali  your  buckie- bonę. 

For  be  who  rides  a  nag  so  smali, 

Will  soon,  we  fear,  ride  nonę  at  all.     ' 
There  are,  and  nougbt  gives  morę  bffence, 

Who  have  some  fav'rite  excellcnce, 

Which  evermore  they  introduce, 

And  bring  it  iuto  constant  use. 

Thus  Garrick 'Still  in  ev»ry  part  * 

Has  pause,  and  attitude,  and  start: 
The  pause,  I  will  allow,  is  good, 
And  so,  perhaps,  the  attitude; 
Tbe  start  too's  fine:  but  if  not  scarce, 
The  troge^y  becomes  a  farce. 

1  have  too,'pardon  me,  some  ąaarrel, 
With  otfaer  brancbcs  of  your  lanrel. 
I  hate  the  style,  that  stili  defends 
Yourseif,  or  praises  all  your  frieuds, 
As  if  the  Club  of  wits  was  met 
To  make  eulogiums  on  the  set; 
Say,  must  tbe  town  for  cver  hear. 
And  no  reviewer  dare  to  sneer, 
Of  l^hornton^s  humour,  Garrick's  naturę. 
And  Colman*s  wit,  and  Cburchill's  satire? 
ChurcbUl,  who— let  it  not  offend, 
If  i  make  free,  though  he's  your  fHeud, 
And  surę  we  cannot  want  excuse, 
When  ChurcbilPs  nam'd,  for  smait  abose— 
Churchill !  who  ever  loves  to  imise 
.On  Blander*s  dung  bis  musbroora  foays: 
The  priest,  I  ^nt,  bas  sometbing  ćlever» 
A  something  that  will  lasŁ  for  ever: 
r.et  him,  in  part,  be  madę  your  pattom, 
Whose  Muse,  now  qneen,  and  now  a  shftttem, 
Trick'd  out  in  Rocciad  rulea  the  roast, 
Turns  trapes  and  trollop  in  the  ghost. 
By  turns  both^tiokles  us,  atid  wanus. 
And,  djTuuk  or  8ober,;has  ber  <^rma. 


ONKHYME. 
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Gtnidę,  to  wbom  W4|h  lath  aad  plaster 
Y<n  tpf  to  nise  a  fine  pilaster, 
lad  foood  oo  Lear  aad  Macbeth, 
Bif  Dioonment  6*611  after  death» 
G«rrick'8  B  dealer  i  o  gnmaoes, 
A  htbeniasber  of  wry  faces, 
A  Ii^pocrite,  in  all  his  stages, 
llfbo  laugfag  and  cries  for  hire  and  wages ; 
As  nndertalLCrK'  men  draw  grief 
froD  onion  in  their  handkercbief, 
Uke  ital  mouroers  ery  and  sub, 
Aod  of  tbeir  passioiis  .make  a  job. 

And  Colman  too,  that  little  sinner, 
That  essay-weaYcr,  drama-spinner, 
Too  mach  the  comic  sock  will  use, 
Fortis  the  law  must  fiad  him  shoes. 
And  thoogh  he  thinks  on  iame^s  wide  ocean 
Be  irims,  and  bas  a  pretty  motion,« 
Infbnn  him,  Lloyd,  for  all  his  grin 
Tliat  Harry  Fielding  holds  his  chin. 

Xov  bigher  soar,  my  Muse,  and  higber, 
To  Bonoel  Thomton,  hight  esquire! 
tlie  oniy  man  to  make  us  laugh, 
A  Tcry  Peter  Paragraph; 
Tbe  pand  conducter  and  adviser 
In  Chronicie,  and  Advertiser, 
Who  still  delights  to  run  his  rig 
On  dtizen  and  periwig ! 
Good  sense,  I  know,   though  dashM  witli 

dity,     • 
h  Thomton  is  no  scarce  eommodity  : 
Much  leanlng  too  I  can  desery, 
iieoeath  hi?  periwig  doth  lie.— * 
— I  bej  his  pardon,  I  declare. 
Hit  grizzte*8  gone  for  greasy  hair, 
Which  now  tbe  wag  wiih  ease  can  screw, 
^h  (Tirty  ribband  i  u  a  queue — 
Bot  wby  negiect  (his  trade  forsaklng 
Formibbling^  and  for  merry-making,) 
With  tje  to  orershade  that  brain, 
Wluch  migbt  have  shone  in  Warwick-lane  ? 
Whj  oot,  with  spectacles  on  nose, 
In  diarioŁ  lazily  repose, 
A  fornal,  pompous,  deep  physician, 
ffinself  a  sign-post  eichibition? 

Bnt  hołdy  my  Muse !  you  run  a-head : 
And  vfaere*i  the  clue  tbat  shall  unthread 
The  maże,  wherein  yon  are  entangled? 
Wbile  oat  of  tanę  the  bells  are  jangled 
Thioagh  rfayme^s  rough  road  th^it  seiTe  to  deck 
My  jadcd  Pegasus  his  neck. 
My  Mose  with  Uoyd  alone  contcnds: 
Wfay  then  fali  fool  upon  his  friends; 
Uoless  to  show,  like  handy-dandy, 
Of  Cbuithiirs  ghost,  or  Tristram  Shandy, 
)(ov  here,  now  Łhere,  with  quick  progression, 
Hov  naartly  you  can  make  digression: 
Yonr  rambling  spirit  now  confiae, 
Ańdspeak  to  Uoyd  in  ev'ry  linę. 

Tdi  me  tbeu,  Uoyd,  what  is't  you  mean 
fiy  oobUiag  ttp  -a  magusine } 
A  m^azioe,  awetcbed  ofio 
PBrioin^d  firom  quarto  and  from  folio, 
Tflooi  pamphlet,  newspaper,  and  book  j 
Which  tost  op  by  a  monthly  cook. 
Bonowi  fiae  shapes,  and  titles  new, 
Of  fikasee  and  ooh  ragout, 
^i^Uch  dances  drcas,  as  well  as  you. 

Sny,  11^  for  you,  your  wit  to  coop. 
And  tinable  Łhroogh  tbit  narrow  boop? 


The  body  thrimes,  sod  ao  tb«r  mitid, 
When  both  are  free  and  nncozłfia'd; 
But  hanies5'd  in  like  hackney  tit. 
To  run  the  monthly  stage  of  wit, 
•  The  racer  stumbles  in  the  shaft. 
And  shąws  he  was  not  maant  ibr  diaft. 
PoŁ-belliod  gluttons,  8laves  of  taste, 
Who  bind*  in  leatbera  belt  their  waist, 
Who  lick  iheir  lips  at  ham  or  hannch. 
But  hate  to  spe  the  strutting  paunch. 
Fuli  often  rue  the  pain  tbat^s  felt 
From  circumscription  of  the  belt. 
Thus  women  too  we  idiots  cali, 
Who  lace  their  shapes  too  close  and  smali* 
Tight  stays,  they  find,  oft  end  in  humps. 
And  take,  too  late,  alas !  to  jumpc. 
The  Chinese  ladies  cramp  their  feet, 
Wbich  seem,  indeed,  both  smali  and  neat, 
While  the  dear  ćreatores  laugh  and  talk. 
And  can  do  ev*ry  thing — but  walk ;" 
Thus  you,  "  who  trip  it  as  you  go 
On  the  light  fantastic  toe," 
And  in  the  ring  are  ever  seen, 
Or  Rotten-row  of  Maga^ine, 
Will  crainp  your  Muse  in  four-foot  ytne. 
And  find  at  last  your  ease  your  curse. 
Clio  already  humbly  begs 
You'd  giye  her  leave  to  stretch  her  legs, 
od-    For  though  sometimes  she  takes  a  leap, 
Yet  qua4rupeds  can  onły  creep. 

While  namby*pamby  thus  you  scribblei 
Your  manly  genius  a  merę  fribble, 
Pinn'd  down,  aud  siekły,  cannot  ▼apour. 
Nor  dares  to  spring,  or  cut  a  caper. 

Rouse  then,  for  shame,  your  ancient  spiriŁ! 
Write  a  grcat  work !  a  work  of  merit! 
The  conduct  of  your  friend  examin^ 
And  give  a  Prophecy  of  Famine; 
Or  like  yourself,  in  days  of  yore, 
Write  actors,  as  you  did  before : 
Write  what  may  pow'rful  friends  create  you,' 
And  make  your  present  Iriends  all  hate  you« 
Leani  not  a  shnffling,  shambling,  pace. 
But  go  erect  with  manly  grace; 
For  Ovid  says,  and  pr'ythee  heed  it. 
Os  homini  sublime  dedit. 
But  if  you  still  waste  all  your  prime 
In  spinning  Lilliputian  rhyme, 
Too  long  your  genius  will  lie  ftilTow, 
And  Robert  Lloyd  be  Robert  SbaUow. 


0X  RHYME. 


A  FAMIŁIAR  EPISTŁE  TO  A  FRlBNIk 

Brino  paper,  Ash,  and  let  me  send 
My  hcarty  sen-ice  to  my  frrend. 

How  pure.the  paper  looks  and  wbite! 
Wbat  pity  'tis  that  folks  wiU  write. 
And  on  the  face  of  caadour  scrawl 
With  desperate  ink,  and  heart  of  gali! 
Yct  thus  it  often  fkres  with  those     • 
,  Who,  gay  and  easy  in  their  prose, 
hicnr  ill-nature'8  ugty  crime. 
And  lay  about  'em  in  their  rhyme. 

No  man  morę  generous,  frank  and  kinJ, 
Of  morę  ingeauous  social  mind, 
Than  Churchili,  yet  though  Churchill  hcar, 
I  will  pronouncc  him  too  serere. 


JSSS 


LLOYd-S  POSUS. 


For,  wbether  scribbM  at  or  iiol, 
He  writes  no  name  without  a  bloL 

Yet  lei  me  urge  one  honest  plea: 
8ay,  is  the  Muse  in  fiłolt  or  he? 
The  znan,  whose  genńu  thirsts  for  praise, 
YThoboldly  ftfncks,  nor  waita  the  bays; 
Who  driTCfl  his  rapid  car  along. 
And  feds  the  energy  of  song; 
Writes,  from  the  impolse  of  the  Muse,    ' 
What  sober  reason  might  reliise. 

My  lord,  who  liyes  and  writes  at  ease, 
(Surę  to  be  pleasM,  as  snie  to  please) 
And  draws  from  sUrer^stand  his  pen. 
To  scribbie  sonnets  now  and  then; 
Who  writes  not  what  he  tnily  feds. 
But  rather  what  he  słUy  steals, 
And  patches  up,  in  courtly  phFaae, 
The  mauly  sense  of  better  days;    . 
Whose  dainty  Muse  is  only  kist; 
But  as  his  dainty  iordship  Ust, 
Who  treats  her  like  a  miatress  still. 
To  tura  her  off,  and  keep  at  will; 
Knows  not  the  labour,  pains,  and  strife 
Of  him  wbo  takes  the  Muse  to  wife. 
For  then  the  poor  good-natur>d  man 
Must  bear  his  burthen  as  he  can; 
And  if  my  lady  prove  a  shrew, 
What  would  you  hare  the  husband  do  ? 

Say,  should  he  thwart  her  inelination 
To  work  his  own,  and  her  vezation? 
Or  giring  madam  all  her  rem. 
Make  marriage  but  a  silken  chain? 
Thut  we,  who  lead  poettc  lives, 
The  hen-peck'd  culls  of  Tizen  wires, 
Beceive  their  orders,  and  obey, 
Like  husbands  in  the  common  way : 
And  wben  we  write  with  too  much  phiegm, 
The  &nlt  is  not  in  us,  but  tfaem;: 
Tme  senrants  alwajrs  at  command. 
We  hołd  the  pen,  they  guide  the  hand. 

Why  need  I  urge  so  plain  a  iact 
To  you  who  catch  me  in  the  act  ? ' 
And  see  me,  (ere  Vve  said  my  grace, 
That  is,  put  sir  in  proper  place, 
Or  with  epistolary  bow, 
Hare  pr^c'd,  as  1  scarce  know  how,) 
You  see  me,  as  1  said  befbre, 
Run  up  and  down  a  page  or  morę, 
Without  one  word  of  tribute  due 
To  friendslup^s  altar,  and  to  you. 
Accept,  then,  in  or  out  of  time. 
My  bonest  tbanks,  thongh  writ  in  rhyme. 
And  these  once  paid,  (to  obligatious 
Repeated  thanks  grow  stale  Tesations, 
And  hurt.  the  liberał  donor  morę 
Than  all  bis  lavish  gifts  before,) 
I  skip  about,  as  whim  prerails, 
Xike  your  own  frisky  goats  in  Wales, 
And  follow  where  the  Muse  shall  lead; 
0*er  hedgc  and  ditch,  o'er  bill  or  mead. 

Weil  roight  the  lordly  *  writer  praise 
The  first  inventor  of  Essays, 
Where  Mranton  Fancy  gaily  rambles, 
Walks,  paces,  gallops,  trots,  and  ambles; 
And  all  things  may  be  sung  or  said, 
While  drowsy  Method'8  gone  to  bed. 
And  blest  tbe  poet,  or  the  rhymist, 
(Fw:  suiely  nonę  of  the  snblimest) 

I  SbaIWmry. 


Who  pnAeing  in  hii  easy  node. 

Down  this  epistolary  road. 

Fint  taoght  tbe  Muse  to  play  the  fo6l« 

A  truant  from  the  pedant*8  school. 

And  skipping,  like  a  tasteless  dunoe, 

0'er  all  the  unities  at  once; 

(For  so  we  keep  but  dink  and  rbyme, 

A  flg  for  action,  place,  and  time.) 

But  critics,  (who  still  judge  by  rales, 
Transmitted  down  as  guides  to  fisols. 
And  liow8oe'er  they  prate  about  'em, 
Drawn  from  wise  folks  «^o  writ  without  'ena;) 
Will  blame  this  frolic,  wild  excnrsion, 
Which  Fancy  takes  for  her  dirernon^ 
As  inconsistent  with  the  law, 
Which  keeps  tbe  sober  Muse  in  awe, 
Who  dares  not  for  her  life  dispense, 
With  such  machanie  chains  for  sense. 

Yet  men  are  often  apt  to  blame 
Those  errours  they*d  be  prond  to  clairo,  ' 
And  if  their  skill,  of  pigmy  size. 
To  gloriouB  darings  cannot  rise, 
From  critic  spleen  and  pedant  phiegm, 
Would  make  all  genius  creep  with  them. 

Nay,  e'en  professors  of  tbe  ait. 
To  proTe  their  wit  betray  their  beart, 
And  speak  against  themselyea,  to  show, 
What  they  would  hate  the  world  should  know. 
As  when  the  measui^d  couplets  curfc, 
The  manacles  of  Gothic  verse, 
While  the  trim  bard  in  easy  strains, 
Talks  much  of  fetters,  clogs,  and  chains; 
He  only  aims  that  you  should  think, 
How  charmingly  he  makes  them  dink. 
So  have  I  seen  in  tragic  stride, 
The  hero  of  the  Mouraing  Bride, 
SuUen  and  sulky  tcead  the  stage, 
Till,  fixt  attention  to  engage, 
He  flings  his  fetter'd  arms  about^ 
That  all  may  find  Alphonso  out. 

OfŁ  have  1  heard  it  said  by  those, 
Who  most  should  błush  to  be  her  Ibet, 
That  rbyme^s  impertinent  vexation, 
Shackles  the  brave  imagination, 
Which  long^  with  eager  zeal  to  try 
Her  trackless  path  abore  the  sky. 
But  that  tbe  clog  upon  her  feet, 
Restrains  her  flight,  and  damps  her  heat. 

From  Boileau  down  to  Bis  translaton. 
Duli  paraphrasts,  and  imitators, 
All  raił  at  metre  at  tbe  time 
They  write  and  owe  their  sense  to  rhynke. 
Had  he  so  maulM  his  gentle  fbe. 
But  for  that  lucky  word  Suineaot? 
Or  had  his  ttrokes  been  half  so  fine 
Without  that  closing  name  Cotin? 
Yet  dares  he  on  this  Tery  theme. 
His  own  Apollo  to  blaspheme. 
And  talk  of  wars  *twiict  rhyme  and  sense. 
And  murders  which  ensu>d  from  tbence, 
As  if  they  both  resolv*d  to  meet, 
Like  Theban  sons,  in  mutual  heat, 
Forgetiiil  of  the  ties  of  brother. 
To  maim  and  massacrc  each  other. 

^Tis  tnie,  sometimes  to  costive  bnun% 
A  couplet  co8ts*exceeding  pains; 
But  where  the  fimcy  waits  the  skiO 
Of  fluent  easy  dress  at  will, 
The  thoughts  are  oft,  like  colts  which  itny 
From  fertUa-aewia,  and  Um  their  way. 


ON  HHTSIB. 
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6bpt  ap  aad  fiirtmM  ia-tbe  pooiid 

Of  BwanD^  rhymey  and  barren  aomid. 
— Whst  arethaK  jarring  notes  I  bear» 

Gittio^  harsh  diacoid  on  my  ear ! 

How  shrill,  hom  coarse,  th*  unsetUed  tonę, 

Akenate  tińict  a  sąuńk  and  drone, 

Wone  than  tfae  scrannel  pipę  of  stnw, 

Or  mnaic  grlnding  on  a  saw ! 

Will  oooe  tbat  horrid  llddle  break } 

'JO  spare  it  ibr  Giardini^s  sake. 

Tłs  his,  and  only  errs  by  cbaooe, 

Flay^d  by  the  Jiand  of  Ignorance. 
nom  this  allnaion  I  infer, 

^s  not  the  art,,but  artists  err, 

Asd  rbyme's  a  fiddle,  sweet  indeed, 

When  toucbHl  by  those  wbo  weli  can  lead,. 

Wboie  Taiied  notas  haimonioua  flov, 

Id  tones  proloog^d  firom  sweepingbow; 

Bot  harsh  the  soands  to  ear  and  mind, 

Fion  the  poor  ftdler  lamę  and  blind, 

Wbo  hegs  in  mnsic  at  your  door, 

And  throms  Jack  JLatin  o'er  and  o^en 
Some,  Miłton-mad,  (an  afiectation 

GleuaHl  op  from  cpUege  edncatioD) 

Approre  do  rer^e,  bnt  that  which  flows 

]a  epitbetic  measńr^d  prose, 

With  trim  espremions  daily  drest 

9tol*n,  mi8apply'dy  and  not  coalest» 

Aod  ńll  it  writiog  in  tbe  Mylę 

Of  that  great  Hoiner  of  onr  tsle. 

Wkdom,  zshal  ńmt,  fftsoont  and  er§i, 

(So  prose  is  oltentimes  bevent) 

Sprinkled  with  ąoaint  fimtastic  pbittse> 

Uncooth  to  eais  of  modem  days, 

Mske  lip  the  metre,  which  tlfey  cali 

Blank,  classic  blank,  thdr  all  in  all. 
Caa  ODly  blank  admit  snblime? 

Go  read  and  measare  Dryden*s  rbjrme. 

idmire  the  magie  of  bis  song> 

See  bow  his  nnmbera  roli  along, 

With  ease  and  atrength  and  Tańed  panse* 

KorcrBmp'd  by  sound,  nor  roetre^s  laws, 
b  barmony  tbe  gift  of  rhyme? 

Read,  if  you  can,  your  Milton^s  chime; 

Wbere  taste,  not  wantonly  serere, 
May  find  the  measure,  not  tbe  ear. 
As  rhyme,  ricb  rbyme,  was  Dryden^s  choice^ 

And  blank  bas  Milton's  nobler  Toice, 

I  deem  it  as  the  ^ubjects  lead, 

Tbat  eith^r  measure  will  socceed. 

Tfaat  rhyme  will  readily  admit 

Of  fancy,  nnmberSi  force  and  wit; 

Bot  though  eąch  oooplet  bas  its  strengtk 

It  paHs  in  works  of  epic  length. 

For  «ho  can  bear  to  read  or  hear, 
TboDgh  not  offensire  to  the  ear, 
The  mighty  Blackmore  gravcly  sing 
Of  Arthur  Prince,  and  Arthur  King, 
fieroic  poein|:-witiM»ut  number, 
Loog,  lifdess,  leaden,  Inlling  lumber; 
Nor  pity  such  lal)oriou8  toil. 
And  loss  of  midnight  thne  and  oil? 
Yet  ^iUy  nms  each  jinglingline, 
ADOotber,  perhape,  than  youn  or  minę. 
Bat  still,  (though  peace  be  to  tbe  dead) 
The  doli,  duli  pgems  weigh  down  lead. 

So  haye  1  ąeen  upon  tbe  road, 
A  wflggon  of  a  monntain^a  load, 
BroadUwbąplM  aod  drawn  by  horees  eight, 
?«ifM  like  grętt  iipftsfirJ^ftm  ś  ftatoi 


While  the  gay  staedl,  a«  pnoAtś  flCroBg; 
prag  the  slow  tottering  weight  along, 
Each  as  the  steep  aiicent  he  climbs. 
Mores  to  his  bells,  and  walks  in  chimesi 
'    The  Muses  dwelt  on  Ovid^s  tongoe, 
^or  Ovid  never  said,  but  sung. 
And  Pope  (for  Pope  affects  the  same) 
In  numbers  U8p'd,  for  nnmbers  came. 
Thus,  in  historie  page  Pve  read 
Of  some  queen's  daughter,  (airy-bred, 
Who  couldnot  either  congh  or  spit^ 
Without  some  precioas  flow  of  wit, 
While  ber  foir  Itps  were  as  a  spout. 
To  tumbie  pearls  and  diamonds  out. 

Yet,  though  damę  Naturę  may  bestdtr 
This  kaack  of  Terse,  andjingling  flowi 
(And  tbousaads  bave tbat  impulse leH, 
With  whom  the  Muses  never  dwi^t) 
Though  it  nuy  sare  tbe  lab^ng  bndn 
From  many  a  thougbt-perpleung  psdiif 
And  while  the  rhyme  presents  itself, 
Leares  Bysshe  untouch*d  npon  the  śbelf ; 
Yet  morę  demands  the  crltSc  eai^ 
Than  the  two  catch-*words  in  the  rear, 
Which  stand  like  watchmen  in  the  cloee^ 
To  keep  the  yerse  from  being  prose. 
But  when  reflection  has  reńn'd 
This  boisfroos  bias  of  tlie  mind, 
When  barmony  enriches  sense. 
And  borrows  stronger  charms  ftom  thenc^ 
Wben  g^nius  steera  by  judgmenfs  laws 
When  proper  cadence,  yaried  pause 
Sbow  Nature*s  strongth  combinM  with  art. 
And  through  tbe  ear  possess  the  heart; 
Thćn  numbers  come,  and  all  before 
Is  bab,  dab,  8cab«-mere  rhymes— no  norę. 

Some  boast,  which  nonę  could  e'er  impar^ 
A  secret  principle  of  art, 
Which  gives  a  melody  to  rhyme 
Unknown  to  bards  in  ancient  time. 
And  Boileau  leares  it  as  a  rule 
To  all  who  enter  Phoebus'  school. 
To  make  the  metre  strong  and  flne« 
Poets,  write  first  your  seoond  linę. 
Tis  folly  all-^No  poet  flows 
In  ^neful  rerse,  who  thinks  in  proee;. 
And  all  the  mighty  secret  here 
Lies  in  tbe  niceness  of  the  ear. 

Pen  in  this  measure,  wben  the  M«9^ 
With  genuine  ease,  ber  way  pursuet, 
Though  she  affect  to  hide  ber  skill. 
And  walks  the  town  in  dishabille, 
Something  peculiar  will  be  seen 
Of  air,  or  grace,  in  sbape  or  mień, 
Which  will,  though  carelesaly  displajr^, 
Distinguish  madam  frum  ber  maid. 

Here,  by  the  way  of  critic  sampfo^ 
I  give  tbe  precept  and  examp1e. 
Pour  feet,  you  know,  in  ev*ry  linę 
Is  Prior^s  measure,  and  is  minę ; 
Yet  taste  wou^d  ne*er  fbrgive  the  crimo 
To  talk  of  minę  with  Prior*s  rhyme. 

Yet,  take  it  on  a  poet'8  wotd, 
There  arc  wbo  foolisbly  haye  ertM» 
And  marr*d.tbeir  proper  reputatlon^ 
By  sticking  closc  to  imitation. 
A  double  rhyme  is  often  sougbt 
At  strange  erpense  of  time  and  thought; 

I  And  though  sometimes  a  lucky  hit 
May  gire  a  aest  tp  Btttler>8  wit^ 
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Whaterer  nmkes  thd  meuure  b'a]t 
Is  beauty  seldom,  oft  a  iaolt 
For  when  ve  see  tbe  wit  and  pains, 
The  twisttng  of  the  gtubborn  bratos, 
To  cramp  the  sense  within  the  boańd 
Of  some  qi]eer  double  treble  soand : 
Hard  is  the  Mu8e's  travail,  and  His  plain 
'  Tis  pinion'd  sense,  and  eaae  in  pain; 
*118  like  a  fbot  thafs  wrapt  about 
With  flannel  in  the  racking  gout. 
But  herc,  methinks,  'tis  morę  than  time 
To  waye  both  simile  and  rhyme; 
For  while,  as  pen  and  Muses  please, 
1  talk  80  much  of  ease  and  ease, 
Thongh  the  woid^s  mentionM  o*er  and  o*er, 
I  scarce  haye  thought  of  yours  before. 

Tis  tnie,  when  writing  to  one^s  friendy 
Tis  a  rare  science  when  to  end, 
As  'tis  with  wits  a  conimon  sin 
To  want  th'  attention  to  begin. 
So,  sir,  (at  last  indeed)  adieu, 
Belie^e  me,  as  you'U  ńad  me,  true; 
And  if  hencefbrth,  at  any  time, 
Apollo  whispers  you  in  rhyme, 
Or  lady  Fancy  skould  diapose 
Your  mind  to  sally  oot  in  prose, 
1  shall  receive,  with  haIIow>d  awe, 
The  Muse's  mail  from  Flexney*8*  drau. 


A  FAMIUAR  EPISTLE. 

TO  AFRIEND  WHO  SENT  THE  AITTIIOR  X  HAMPER 

OF  WINB. 

Oecipit  Ezemplar  vitiis  imitabile.    HoR« 

FoND  of  Łbe  loose  familiar  vein, 
Which  neither  tires,  nor  cracks  the  brain, 
Tlie  Mose  is  rather  truant  grown 
To  buckram  works  of  higher  tonę; 
And  though  perhaps  her  pow^rs  of  rhyme, 
Might  rise  to  fancies  morę  sublime, 
Prders  this  easy  down-bill  road,    ' 
To  dangerous  leaps  at  five-bBrr*d  ode, 
Or  startang  in-  the  classic  race 
Jack-booted  for  an  epic  chace. 

That  bard,  as  other  bards,  diyine, 
Who  was  a  taait  to  the  Ninę, 
Dan  Prior  I  mean,  with  natural  ease^ 
(Por  wbat'8  not  naturę  cannot  please) 
Would  sometimes  make  his  rhyming  bow. 
And  greet  his  friend  as  I  do  now ; 
And,  how8oe'er  the  critic  traia 
May  hołd  my  judgment  rather  vain, 
AHow  me  oni;  resemblance  true, 
I  have  my  friend,  a  Shephcrd^  too. 

You  know,  dear  sir,  the  Muses  nine, 
Though  sober  maids  are  woo'd  in  winę. 
And  therefore,  as  beyond  a  doubt, 
You've  found  my  dangliug  foible  out, 
Send  me  nectareous  inspiration, 
Though  others  read  iotoxłcation. 
For  there  are  those  who  vainly  use 
This  grand  elixtr  of  the  Muse, 

*  The  bookseller  who  published  most  of  Chuich- 
iU'8  and  IJoyd's  poems.    C. 

^  Dr.  Richard  Shepherd,  author  of  a  didaotic 
poem  called  The  Nuptials. 


And  fancy  in  their  apish  fit, 
An  idle  trick  of  mandlin  wit, 
Their  genius  takes  a  dariiig  flight^ 
'BoTe  Piodus,  or  Plinlimmon's  height. 
Whiist  morę  of  madman  than  of  poet, 
Tbey're  dnink  indeed,  and  do  not  know  it.' 
The  bard,  whose  charroing  measure  flowa 
With  al!  tbe  native  ease  of  prose, 
Who,  withont  flashy  vain  pretence, 
Has  bcst  adoniM  etemal  sense, 
And,  in  his  cbeerfnl  morał  page, 
Speaks  to  mankind  in  every  age ; 
Tells  us,  from  folks  whose  situationf 
Makes  them  tbe  mark  of  obsenratioit, 
£xample  oft  giyes  folly  rise. 
And  imitation  cling^  to  rice. 

Ennius  couM  nerer  write,  'tis  said, 
Without  a  bottle  in  his  head; 
And  your  own  Horace  quaff'd  his  winę 
In  plenteous  draughts  at  Bacchus'  shrine; 
Ka^,  Addison  would  oft  nnbend, 
T  iudulge  his  genius  with  a  friend ; 
(For  Fancy,  which  is  often  dry, 
Must  wet  ber  wings,  or  cannot  fly) 
Wbat  preccdents  for  iools  to  follow 
Are  Ben,  the  Devil,  and  ApoHo ! 
While  tbe  great  gawky  Admiration, 
Parent  of  stupid  Imitation, 
Intrinsic  proper  worth  neglects. 
And  copies  errours  and  defects. 

The  man,  secure  in  strength  of  parts^ 
Has  no  recoorse  to  shuifling  arts, 
Seeks  not  his  naturę  to  disguiae, 
Nor  heeds  the  people^s  tongues,  or  eyes. 
His  wit,  his  faults  at  once  dlsplAyt, 
Careless  of  envy ,  or  of  praise ; 
And  fuibles,  which  we  often  find 
Just  on  the  surface  of  the  mind, 
Strike  commnn  eyes,  which  can't  discem 
What  to  avoid,  and  what  to  leam. 

Errours  in  wit  conspicuous  grow. 
To  use  Gay'8  words,  like  specks  in  snów; 
Yet  it  were  kind,  at  least,  V>  make 
Allowancc  for  the  merifs  sake; 
And  when  soch  beauties  fiU  the  eye. 
To  let  the  blennsbes  go  by. 
Plagae  on  your  philoaophic  sots! 
I'U  view  the  Sun  without  ita  spota. 
Wits  are  peculiar  in  their  modę; 
They  cannot  bear  tbe  hackney  nmd 
And  will  contract  hahitoal  ways, 
Which  sober  people  cannot  praise. 
And  fools  admire:  such  fools  1  hate; 
—  Begone,  ye  slayes,  who  imitate. 
Poor  Spurius!  eager  to  destroy 
And  muitler  hours  be  can't  eąjoy, 
The  last  of  witlŃigs,  next  to  dunoe, 
Would  foin  tum  genius  all  at  once. 
But  that  the  wretch  mistakes  his  aim. 
And  thinks  a  libertine  the  same. 
Connectcd  as  the  band  and  gloye, 
Is  madam  Poetry  and  Łore; 
Shall  not  he  tben  possess  his  Muaa, 
And  fetch  Corinna  from  the  stews^ 
The  burthen  of  his  amorous  yerse. 
And  charming  melter  of  his  pnrse, 
While  happy  Rebus  tells  the  name 
Of  his  and  Drury'8  common  flame^ 
How  will  the  wretch  at  Bacchus'  slniiie^ 
Betray  the  caiue  of  Wit  and  winę. 
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Ind  instf  10  bawdy,  port,  md  pan, 
la  taste  a  vfry  GoŁh  or  Hun, 
Hiose  little  hoars  of  Talue  morę 
Thtn  all  the  roand  of  time  befbre; 
Wba  fiuicy  brig btens  With  tbe  fiask, 
Ajid  tbe  hrart  speakf  withont  a  maak? 

Must  thon,  wbo9e  genins,  dul]  and  cool. 
Ii  Diidrfy  89  the  stagnant  pool ; ' 
Whose  Uirpi4  soul  and  sluggish  brains, 
Dalinaa  perrades,  and  wiiie  disdains  ; 
Mastthou  to  nightly  taY^ms  ran, 
Apollo*)  guest,  and  Johnson^s  son  ł 
Aod  ia  ri>y-  fbUy'8  beastiy  fit, 
AttcmpC  the  sallies  of  a  vlt? 
Art  tlMM  tbe  chtM  of  Pbcabus'  choir? 
TbJokofthe  adage>— «S8  and  Ijrre** 

)f  thoa  woałdst  really  succeed, 
Aad  be  •  mimie  wit  indeed, 
Łet  Dryden  lend  tbee  Sheffield^s  blow^, 
OriikeWill.  Darenant  lose  yonr  nose. 

O  Łuciau,  sire  of  ancient  wit, 
Wbo  wfidding  bumour,  didst  beget 
TboK  doctors  in  the  laugbing  school, 
TbOM  giant  son^  of  ridicule, 
Svift,  Rab*iais,  and  that  favonrite  child', 
HTio,  less  eccentrically  wild, 
hrerts  the  misanthropic  plan, 
Aod  hk^ng  vices,  hatea  not  man : 
Howdo  I  love  thy  gibing  Tein ! 
Wbich  glfinces  at  the  mimie  train 
OfsotSjWho  prood  as  modem  beaux 
Of  iiiitb-day  suits,  and  tinsel  clotbea, 
ASeetiog  cynical  grimaoe 
WrUi  philosophic  stapid  foce, 
Ib  ifir^  bne,  with  nakcd  ieet, 
longiand  tatters,  stroU  the  street; 
Ostttsirely  exceedi ng  wise ; 
lat  biaves,  and  foolś,  and  walking  liea, 
Eitenal  miraiciy  tbeir  plail, 
The  iDODkey'9  copy  after  man* 

Wits  top  poasess  this  affectation, 
Aod  lirę  » life  of  imitatioo, 
Are  floreas,  re^ellers  and  brutes, 
ijbofioiłs,  abaent,  prattlers,  mutes, 
From  same  examp1e  han^ed  down 
Offune  great  genins  of  renown. 

If  AddisoB,  from  habifs  trick, 
CnU  bite  his  fingers  to  the  ąnick* 
Skali  not  I  ntbble  from  design, 
And  be  an  Addison  to  minę  ? 
IfPopeniost  feelingiy  compłains 
Of  achiog  heid»  and  throbbing  paiaa, 
Mf  head  and  arm  his  posturę  hit, 
Aod  I  almuły  ache  for  wit. 
tfCbarcbill,fullowing  Nature^scall, 
Has  bcad  that  ne\-er  aches  at  all, 
With  borning  brow,  and  heary  eye, 
n  jÓTe  my  looks  and  pain  the  He. 

If  huge  lali  words  of  tcrmination, 
Whidi  ask  a  CritiCa  exp1anation, 
Come  rolling  oat  ak>og  with  thought, 
lad  leem  to  stand  just  where  they  ought| 
If  iangnage  morc  in  grammar  drest, 
'  With  gpeater  emphasis  eKprest, 
Uoitodied,  ooaflected  fiows, 
Ib  »me  great  wit*s  conyersiog  pnwc  ; 
If  from  tbe  tongue  the  period  round 
Wlinto  style, and  swelł  to  sound, 

*  A^us  ad  Łyram. 

'  The  łatę  inimitabie  Henry  Fiddiiąg,  tAi. 
rou  XV. 


'Tis  Naturę  which  herself  displays. 
And  Johnson  speaks  a  Johnsoo^s  phrase* 

But  can  yo^  hear,  without  a  smiJei 
Tbe  formal  coxcomb  ape  his'  style, 
Who,  most  dogmatically  wise, 
Attempts  to  censUre,  and  despise, 
Affecting  what  be  can  not  reach, 
A  trim  propriety  of  speech  ? 
AVhat  tbougb  his  pompous  language  weas 
The  grand  decisive  solemn  ałr, 
Where  quaint  ąntithesis  prevails. 
And  sentences  are  weighed  in  scales, 
Can  you  bow  down  with  reverend  awp 
Bcfore  this  puppet  king  of  straw? 
Or  hush'd  in  mute  attention  sit, 
To  hear  this  critic^  poet,  wit, 
Philosopher,  all,  all  at  oryta, 
And  to  Complete  them  all,  this— dunce> 
-^All  this  you'11  say  is  mighty  fine. 
But  what  has  this  to  do  with  wine^ 

Have  patience  and  the  Muse  shall  tell 
What  you,  my  friend,  know  fuli  ns  welh 
Vices  in  poets,  wits  and  kingą, 
Arecatching,  imitable  tbings( 
And  fhiilties  standing  out  to  view, 
Bccome  the  objects  fools  pursue. 
TKus  have  I  pictures  often  seen, 
Where  features  neitber  speak  nor  mean, 
Yet  spite  of  all,  the  face  will  strikę. 
And  mads  us  thai  it  should  be  like, 
When  all  the  near  resemblance  growa, 
From  scratch  or  pimple  on  the  nose» 

To  pocts  then  (1  mean  not  het% 
The  scribbling  drudge,  or  scribbling  peer* 
Nor  those  ifho  have  the  monthly  fit, 
The  lunatics  óf  modem  wit) 
To  poets  winę  is  inspiration, 
Błock heads  get  drunk  in  imitation. 

As  difierent  liquor8,difierent  iimys 
Ąficct  the  body,  somctimes  raise 
The  foncy  to  an  eagle*s  flight,    . 
And  make  the  heart  fecl  nroodroua  light)  . 
At  other  times  the  circling  mug, 
Like  Lethe's  draught,  or  opiate  drug. 
Will  striko  the  senses  on  a  heap, 
When  folks  talk  wise,  who  talk  asleep; 
A  whimsical  imagiiiation, 
Might  form  a  whimsical  relation, 
How  every  author  writes  and  thinkt 
Analogous  to  whnt  he  drinks, 
While  qoaint  conjecture*8  lucky  bit, 
Finds  out  his  bev*rage  in  his  wit. 

Ye  goodly  dray-nymph  Muses,  hail ! 
Mum,  Porter,  Stins^o,  mild  and  stale. 
And  chinfly  thou  nf  boasted  fome, 
Of  Roman  and  Imperial  name ; 
O  Purl!  all  hail!  thy  votVy  steals. 
His  stookin.Ts  dangling  at  his  he^ls. 
To  where  some  pendent  heaf*  invitcf 
The  bard  to  set  his  own  to  rights, 
Who  seeks  thy  influence  divine. 
And  pours  libations  on  thy  shrine, 
In  wormwood  draughts  of  inspiration. 
To  whet  his  soul  for  dcfomation. 

Hail  too,  your  dómes !  whose  master^s  skkU 
Tdkes  up  illustrious  folks  at  will, 
And  carele^  or  of  płace  or  name, 
Behcads  and  hangs  to  public  famę 
Fine  gartcr^d  knights,  blne,  red,  or  green,^ 
ŁDfds,  earla  and  dokes,  nay  king,  or  ąnemi. 
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And  sometimes  paits  tłiem  botb  together, 
To  dangle  to  the  wind  and  weather; 
Or  claps  Bome  migbty  generał  Uiere, 
Who  bas  not  any  head  to  spare. 
Or  if  it  morę  his  fancy  suit, 
Pourtrays  or  fish,  or  bird,  or  brute. 
And  lures  the  gaping,  thirsty  guest. 
To  Scott's  entire,  or  Trueman^s  best. 

Ye  chequer'd  domes  thrice  hail !  for  bence 
Tbe  fire  of  wit,  the  frotb  of  sense, 
Herę  gentle  pans,  ambiguous  joke, 
.  Burst  forth  oracuUr  in  smoke. 
And  inspiration  pottle  deep 
Foi^s  ber  sons,  and  falls  asleep. 
Hence  issue  treatises  and  rhymes, 
The  mi  and  wonder  of  the  times, 
Henoe  scandal,  piracies  and  lies, 
DefensiTe  pampblets  on  exci8e, 
The  murd'roua  articles  of  news, 
And  pert  theatrical  reyiews. 
Hither,  as  to  their  urns,  repair, 
Bard,  publisber,  and  minor  player. 
And  o'er  the  porter'8  foaming  bead 
Their  venom'd  malice  nightiy  sbed. 
And  aim  tbeir  batteries  of  dirt 
At  genius,  which  they  cannot  hurt. 

Smack  not  their  works,  if  Terse  or  prosa 
Offend  your  eye,  or  ear,  or  nose, 
So  frothy,  vapid,  stale,  bum^drum, 
Of  stingo,  porter,  purl  and  mum  ? 
And  whcn  the  Muse  politely  jokes, 
Cannot  you  find  the  lady  smokesł 
And  spite  of  all  her  inspiration, 
Betrays  h«r  alebouse  education  } 

AUls  !  how  very  few  are  found, 
Wbose  style  tastes  neat  and  fuU  and  sonnd  f 
In  Wilmot*8  loose  ungovemM  vein 
There  is,  I  grant,  much  bnmt  Champaign, 
And  Dorsefs  lińes  all  palates  hit, 
The  ▼ery  Burgundy  of  wit. 
But  when,  obedient  to  the  modę 
Of  panefjrric,  courtly  ode, 
The  bard  bestrides  his  annual  hack,  ' 
In  yain  I  taste,  and  sip  and  smacfc, 
I  find  no  flayour  of  the  sack. 
But  while  I  ramble  and  refine 
On  flavour,  style,  and  wit  and  winę, 
Your  clarety  which  I  would  not  wast^, 
Recalls  me  to  my  proper  taste; 
So  ending,  as  'tis  morę  tban  time^ 
At  once  my  letter,  glass  and  rhjrme, 
I  take  this  bumper  off  to  you,    . 
'Tis  Shepberd*8  healthi^-dear  friend,  adiea. 


*H£  CANDLE  AND  SNUFFEJiS. 

A  FABIB. 

'**  No  authór  erer  spar^d  a  brother: 
Wits  are  gamę  cocks  tu  one  anothen*' 
fiut  no  antipatby  so  strong, 
Which  acts  so  fiercely,  lasts  so  long 
As  that  which  rages  in  tbe  breast 
Of  critic,  and  of  wit  profest: 
When,  eager  for  same  bold  emprise, 
Wit,  Titoi^like,  affects  the  skies, 
When,  foli  of  energy  diyine, 
Tha  mighty  dupę  of  aU  tbe  Niae^ 


Bids  his  kitę  soar  on  iiaper  wtng, 
The  critic  comes,  and  cuts  the*  string; 
Hence  dire  contention  often  grows 
Twixt  man  of  verse,  and  man  of  prose; 
While  prose-man  doems  the  Teme-man  foolj 
And  measurcs  wit  by  line  and  rule. 
And,  as  be  lops  off  fancy'8  limb, 
l'ums  executioner  of  whim; 
While  genius,  which  too  oft  disidains 
To  bear  e*en  bonouraUe  chains; 
(Such  as  a  sheriff's  self  might  wear 
Or  grace  the  wisdom  of  a  mayY) 
Tums  rebcl  to  damę  Reason^s  throne 
And  holds  no  judgment  like  his  own. 

Yet  while  they  spatter  mutual  dirt, 
In  idle  tbrcats  that  cannot  hurt, 
Methinks  they  waste  a  deal  of  time, 
Botb  fool  in  prose,  and  fool  in  rbymej 
And  when  thie  angry  bard  exclaims. 
And  calls  a  thousand  paltry  names, 
'  He  dotb  his  critic  migbty  wrong. 
And  hurts  the  dignity  of  song. 

The  piefatory  matter  past 
The  tale,  or  story,  comes  at  last. 

A  Candle  stuck  in  flaring  state 
Wtthin  the  nozzle  of  French  plate, 
Tow'ring  aloft  witb  smoky  light, 
The  snuff  and  flame  of  wondrous  heigfat, 
(For,  Ytrgin  yet  of  aniputation. 
No  force  had  check*d  its  inclłnation) 
SuUen  addres8>d  with  couscious  pride, 
The  dormant  Snuffers  at  his  side. 
'*  Mean  Tulgiyr  tools,  whose  enrious  aim 
Strikes  at  the  yitals  of  my  flame, 
Your  rude  assaults  shall  hurt  no  morę, 
See  how  my  beams  triumphant  soar  1 
See  how  I  gaily  blaze  alone 
With  strength,  with  lostre  all  my  own." 

*'  Lustre,  good  sir!"  the  Snuffers  cried, 
*'  Alas !  how  ignorant  is  pride ! 
Thy  Ught  which  warers  round  the  room, 
Shows  as  the  counterfeit  of  gloom, 
Thy  snuff  which  idly  tow^rs  so  high 
Will  waste  thy  essence  by  and  by, 
Which,  as  I  priże  thy  lustre  dear 
I  foin  would  lop  to  miake  thee  elear. 
Boast  not,  old  friend,  thy  randlnn  nys, 
Thy  wasting  strength,  and  quiv>ring  bUie, 
You  shine  but  as  a  beggar*8  link. 
To  bum  away,  and  die  in  ttink. 
No  merit  waits  unsteady  ligfat, 
You  must  buro  tnie  as  wdl  as  bright** 

Poets  like  caodles  alt  are  puflfers. 
And  critics  are  the  candle  snuffers. 


TBE  TEMPLE  OF  FAVOVR, 

TO  WILLIAM  KENRICK. 

Thougii  pilot  in  the  ship  no  morę. 
To  bring  the  cargo  safe  to  shore*; 
Permit,  as  time  and  place  afibrd, 
A  passenger  to  come  aboard. 

The  shepherd  who  survey'd  the  deep, 
When  all  its  tempests  were  asleep, 


!aaK4 


*  ^Vhen  this  was  published  in  the  Saint  Ji 
Magazine  Mr.  Uoyd  had  relin<iuished  tbe  co4 
duet  of  that  work  to  Mr«  Kearick* 
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JhcaiiitDOtofduiger;  gladwashe 
Td  mU  his  ilock,  and  pat  to  sea: 
Tliecoiiseąueuce  has  JEaop  Łold, 
Be  loft  bis  ?enture,  sbeep  and  gold. 
So  fioes  it  with  us  sons  of  rhyme, 
Fram  doggrel  wit,  to  wit  sublime; 
On  inl^s  csim  ocean  all  seems  elear, 
Nbiandsaffirigbt,  no  rocks  appcar; 
Nolightniogs  blast,  no  thunders  roar^ 
Nossffes  lasb  the  peacefid  shore; 
1^  tli  too  Tenfrotts  from  the  land, 
The  tempests  dash  ns  on  the  strand : 
Tha  Uie  Iow  pirate  boards  the  decki 
Aadsoos  of  theft  enjoy  tbe  wreck. 

Tbe  harlot  Muse  so  passing  gay, 
Bewitcbes  only  to  betray; 
Tboiigh  for  a  wbile,  with  easy  air, 
Sbe  sBMtotbs  the  ru^ged  brow  of  care, 
Aid  bpsthe  mind  in  flow'ry  dreams, 
With  ftRCy'8  transitory  gleams. 
Food  of  the  nothings  .she  bestows> 
We  wak^  at  last  to  real  woes. 

Tfaroi^  ev»ry  age,  in  ev'ry  płace- 
Consider  well  tbe  poetka  case; 
By  tons  protected  and  caress^d, 
J>thni*d,  dependent,  and  distressM; 
Tbe  joke  of  wita,  the  bane  of  slayes, 
Tlie  curK  of  fooU,  the  butt  of  knares  ^ 
Too  prond  to  stoop  for  8ervile  ends, 
1bhcqiiey  rogues,  or  flatter  firiends; 
Witb  prodigality  to  gtve, 
Too  csreless  of  tbe  means  to  live : 
The  bobUe  fome  intent  to  gain. 
And  yettoo  lazy  to  maintain; 
He  <|iiits  the  world  he  neyer  priz*d, 
Pitied  by  few,  by  morę  despisM; 
And  k»t  to  fnends,  oppre88'd  by  foes, 
Snks  to  the  nothing  whence  he  rose« 

O  glorioos  trade,  for  wifs  a  trade, 
Wbere  men  are  niin*d  morę  than  madę. 
Leł  crazy  Lee,  negiected  Gay, 
Tbe  shabby  Otway,  jt>ryden  grey> 
Those  tdoefol  senrants  of  the  Kine, 
(N6t  that  I  blend  their  name  with  minę) 
Repeattheir  Uves,  their  works,  their  fame^ 
Aad  teach  the  world  some  useful  shame. 
At  first  the  poet  idly  strays 
Aloąg  the  greensward  path  of  praise, 
Tiil  on  hts  joomey s  up  and  down. 
To  see,  and  to  be  seen,  in  town, 
Wbitwith  ill-uatured  flings  and  rubś 
From  flippant  bucks,  and  hackney  scrubs, 
Histoilsthroughdnst,  through  dirt,  through  grarel, 
Ttkeoff  his  appetite  for  travel; 

Transieot  is  Fame'8  immediate  breaih, 
Thoagh  it  blows  stronger  after  desitb; 
OwB  then,  with  Martial,  after  fetę 
If  Olory  comei,  she  comes  too  late. 
For  wbo^d  his  time  and  laboar  gi^e       . 
Por  pnise,  by  which  hc  cannot  live  ? 

Bat  ia  Apollo'8  court  of  Famę 
(Ib  thts  all  courts  are  much  the,  same) 
By  Pa?oar  folks  must  make  their  way* 
FiTOnr,  which  lasts,  perhąpSy  a  day. 
And  whea  you've  twirl^d  yourself  about 
To  wriggte  in,  yoo're  wriggled  oUt, 
Tm  fraon  the  sunshine  of  ber  eycs 
Bach  eoifftly  insect  IiVes  or  dies; 
Tli  ihe  dłspenses  all  the  graces 
Of  pr»fitS|  penaions,  hoaours,  placssj 


And  in  her  light  capricious  fits 
Makea  wits  of  fools,  and  fools  of  wits, 
Gires  vices,  folly,  dullness  birth,  ^ 

Nay  stamps  the  currency  on  worth; 
Tis  she  that  lends  the  Muse  a  spur. 
And  even  kissing  goes  by  her. 

Far  in  the  sea  a  tempie  stands 
Built  by  damę  Errour'8  hasty  hands, 
Where  in  her  dome  of  lucid  shells 
The  Yisionary  goddess  dwells, 
Herę  o'er  ber  subject  sons  of  Karth 
Regardiess  or  of  place,  or  worth, 
She  rules  triumphant;  and  supplies 
The  gaping  world  with  hopes  and  lies: 
Her  throne,  which  weak  and  tott*ring  seemS) 
Is  built  opon  the  wiogs  of  dreams ; 
The  fickle  winds  her  altars  bear 
Which  quiver  to  the  shifting  air;      ' 
Hither  hath  Reason  seldom  brought 
The  child  of  Yirtue  or  of  thought, 
And  Justice  with  her  equai  face, 
Finds  this,  alas !  no  throne  of  Graca 

Caprice,  Opinion,  Fashion  wait, 
The  porters  at  the  temple'8  gate. 
And  as  the  fond  adorers  press 
Pronounce  fantastic  happiness; 
While  Favour  with  a  Syren*s  smile, 
Which  might  Ułysses'  seif  beguile, 
Presents  tbe  sparkling  bright  libation, 
The  nectar  of  intoxication; 
And  summoni^g  her  ev'ry  grace 
Of  winning  obarms,  and  cheerful  face, 
Smiles  away  Reason  from  his  throne. 
And  makcs  his  Totariea  her  own: 
Instant  resounds  the  voice  of  Famę; 
Caogbt  with  the  whistlings  of  their  name^ 
The  fools  grow  frantić,  in  their  pride 
Contemning  all  tbe  world  beside : 
Pleas'd  with  the  gewgaw  toys  of  pow'r, 
Tbe  hoisy  pageant  of  an  hour, 
Stmts  forth  the  statesman,  haughty,  yain, 
Amidst  a  siipple  sery  ile  train, 
With  shrug,  grimace,  nod,  wink,  and  starej 
So  proud,  he  almost  treads  in  air; 
While  levee-fool8,  who  sue  for  place, 
Crouch  for  employment  from  his  grace. 
And  e'en  good  bishops,  taught  to  trim, 
Forsake  their  God  to  bo  w  to  him. 

l^he  poet  iu  that  happy  hour, 
Imagination  m  his  pow*r, 
Walks  all  abroad,  and  uiiconfin'd, 
£njoys  the  liberty  of  mind ; 
Dupę  to  the  smoke  of  flimsy  praise, 
He  Tomits  fbrth  sooorous  lays; 
And,  in  his  &ne  poetic  ragę, 
Planning,  poor  soul,  a  deathless  page^ 
Indulges  pride's  fantastic  whińi, 
And  tell  the  world  must  wake  to  him. 

A  while  from  fear,  from  enry  free, 
He  sleeps on  a  pacific  sea; 
Lethargic  Errour  for  ii  while 
Deceives  him  with  her  spećioUs  smile, 
And  flatfiing  dreams  delusiw  shed 
Gay  gilded  tisions  round  his  hcad. 

When,  swift  as  thought,  tbe  goddess  Icwd 
Shifts  the  Iłght  gale;  and  tempests  rade, 
Such  as  the  northem  ^ies  deform, 
When  fell  Destructiou  guides  the  storm, 
Transport  him  to  some  dreary  isie 
Where  Farour  uever  dciga^d  to  sniilę^ 
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Where  wal^ing:,  h«1pleS8,  all  alone, 
'Midst  craggy  steeps  and  rocks  unknown; 
Sad  sceues  of  woe  his  pride  cotifound, 
Aiid  Desolatiun  stalks  arouiid. 
Where  the  duli  months  tio  pleasures  briiig. 
And  years  roli  round  without  a  sprin^^ 
Where  hc  all  bopeless,  lost,  undone, 
Sees  cheerless  days  that  know  no  sun ; 
Where  jibing  Scom  her  throiie  maintains, 
Midst  mildews,  bligbts,  and  blasts,  and  rains. 

Let  uthers,  with  submisaiye  knce, 
Capricious  goddess !  bow  to  tbee ; 
liet  Łhcm  with  fixt  incessant  aim 
Court  6ckle  Favour,  faiihicss  Faine  ; 
Let  Vanity'8  fantidious  słave 
Lose  the  kind  moinents  Naturę  gave, 
In  invocations  to  the  shrine 
Of  Phcebus  and  the  fabled  Ninc, 
Aa  author,  to  his  latest  days, 
Froni  hunger,  or  from  thint  of  praise, 
Let  bim  thruugh  every  8ubject  roain 
To  bring  the  useful  morsel  home; 
Write  upon  Liberty  opprest. 
On  happiness,  when  most  distrest. 
Tum  booksellcr^B  obsequioas  tool, 
A  monkey's  cat,  a  merę  fboI's  fool ; 
Let  him,  unhallow*d  wretch !  profane 
The  Muse^s  dignity  for  gain, 
'Yield  to  the  dunce  his  sense  contemns, 
Cringe  to  the  knave  his  heart  condemns. 
And,  at  a  blockhead*8  bidding,  force  ' 
Reluctaut  genius  from  bis  course; 
Write  ode,  epistle,  essay,  libel, 
Make  notes,  or  steal  them,  for  the  Bibie; 
Or  let  him,  morę  judicial,  sit 
The  duM  Lord  Chief,  on  culprit  Wit, 
WiCh  rancour  read,  with  passion  blame. 
Talk  high,  yet  fear  to  put  bis  name. 
And  from  the  dark,  but  usefuJ  shade, 
(Fit  place  for  murd^rous  ambuscade,) 
Weak  monthly  shafts  at  merit  hurl, 
The  giidon  of  some  modem  curl. 

For  me,  by  adver3e  fortunę  plac'd 
Far  from  the  coIlegc>s  of  taste, 
I  josUe  no  poetic  name; 
1  enry  nonę  tbeir  proper  fiaime; 
And  if  sometimes  an  easy  Tein, 
With  no  design,  and  little  pain, 
FormM  into  Terse,  hath  pleas'd  a  while,  ^ 
And  raught  the  reader^s  transient  smile,  * 
My  Muse  hath  an6%ver*d  all  her  ends, 
Pieasing  herself,  while  pleasM  her  friends; 
But,  fond  of  liberty,  dłsdains 
To  bear  restraint,  or  clink  her  chains; 
Nor  would,  to  gain  a  monarcb'8  favour, 
Let  Dulness,  or  her  sons,  enslave  her*. 
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THE  SPIRIT  OF  CONTRADICTION. 

A  TilŁE. 

Thb  very  silliest  thiogn  in  life 
Create  the  most  materiał  strife. 
What  Bcarce  will  suifer  a  debatę. 
Will  oft  produce  the  bitterest  hate. 

*  These  two  last  lines  were  added  by  Mr. 
Kenrick;  to  wbom  the  piece  wa^i  origipally  ad- 
dressed. 


U  łs,  you  say ;  I  aay  *tia  not-* 
Why  you  grow  warm— and  you  are  hot. 
Thus  each  alike  with  passion  glows. 
And  words  come  iirst,  and,  after,  blows. 

Friend  Jerkin  had  an  income  elear, 
Some  fifteen  pounds,  or  morę,  a  year. 
And  rented,  on  the  farming  plan, 
Grounds  at  much  greater  sums  per  ann. 
A  man  of  conseąuence,  no  doubt, 
*Mongst  all  his  neighbours  round  about; 
He  was  of  frank  and  open  mind, 
Too  honest  to  be  much  refin*d, 
Would  smoke  his  pipę,  and  tell  his  tale, 
Si ug  3  good  song,  and  drink  his  ale. 
His  wife  was  oS  another  mould ; 
Her  age  was  neither  young  nor  old ; 
Her  features  strong,  but  somewhat  plain; 
Her  air  not  bad,  but  rather  v-ain ; 
Her  temper  neither  new  nor  strang^* 
A  woiuan's,  very  apt  to  cbange ; 
What  sbe  most  hated  was  conviction, 
What  she  most  lov'd,  flat  contradiction. 

A  charming  housewife  n*^'ertheles8; 
— Tfell  me  a  thing  she  could  not  dress^ 
Soups,  hashes,  picklcs,  puddings,  pies, 
Nought  came  amiss— słie  was  so  wise.  ^ 

For  she,  bred  twenty  miles  from  town, 
Had  brought  a  world  of  breeding  down^ 
And. Cumberland  had  seldom  seen 
A  farmer*8  wife  with  such  a  mień; 
She  couM  not  bear  the  sound  of  Dane; 
— No^Mistress  Jerkin  was  her  name. 

She  could  barangue  with  wond'rous  greot 
On  gowns  and  mobs,  and  caps  and  lace; 
But  though  she  ne*er  adora*d  his  brows, 
Sbe  had  a  va:st  contempt  for  spouse, 

As  being  one  who  took  no  pride. 
And  was  a  deal  too  countrified. 
Such  were  our  couple,  man  and  wife ; 
Such  were  their  means  and  ways  of  life. 
Once  on  a  time,  the  season  fair 

For  exercise  and  che^rful  air, 

U  happen*d  in  his  moming'8  roam, 

He  kiird  his  birds,  and  brought  thcm  home. 
— "  Herę,  Cicely,  take  away  my  guij— 

How  shall  we  have  these  stariings  done  ?"  ^ 

"  Done!  what,  my  love?  Your  wits  are  wild; 

Stariings,  my  dear;  tbey*re  thrushcs,  child," 

**  Nay  now  but  look,  consider,  wife, 

They're  stariings"—"  No— upon  my  life:. 

Surę  1  can  judge  as  well  as  you, 

I  know  a  thmsh  and  starling  loo." 

**  Who  was  it  shot  them,  you  or  I? 

They»rc  stariings"—"  thrushcs"—"  zoundi  you 

"  Pray,  sir,  take  back  your  dirty  word,        [lic" 

1  scom  your  language  as  your  bird; 

it  ought  td  make  a  husband  blush, 

To  treat  a  wife  so  'bóut  a  thrush." 

«  Thmsh,  Cioely !"— «  Ye8»»— "  SUriing»»— "No,* 

l*be  lie  again,  and  then  a  blow. 

Blows  carry  strong  and  quick  conTictioa^ 

And  mar  the  pow^rs  of  contradiction. 
Peace  sooh  ensued,  and  all  wat  wells 

It  were  impmdence  to  rebel, 

Or  keep  the  bali  up  of  debatę 

Against  theae  arguments  of  weight. 
A  year  rolPd  on  in  perfect  ease, 

'Twas  as  you  like,  and  what  you  pleaie, 

Tiil  in  its  course  and  order  due, 
I  Cain«  March  the  twentieth,  fitty-twt^. 
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faoUi  Cicely,  "  This  js  charming  life, 

Notonałts  oow,  no  blows,  no  stńfe. 

What  fools  we  were  this  day  lest  year ! 

Loid,  bov  you  beat  me  tticn,  my  dear !" 

**  — Skire  it  was  idle  and  absurd 

To  mioffle  so  about  a  bird; 

A  faiid  not  worth  a  single  rush— 

A  itoriing"— "  no,  my  Iove,  a  thnisb,    . 

nit  Ml  maintain''— "  that  VII  deny/»  [We,'' 

mJ*  You*i«  wrong,  good  husband*' — *'  wife,  you 

Aj(tin  tbe  sdf-same  wrangle  rosę, 
Again  Uw  He,  again  tbe  blows. 
Tbm  erery  year  (tme  ooan  and  wife) 
Earoei  tbe  same  domestlc  stńfe. 
Umi  erery  year  theijr  quarFel  ends, 
Tberame,  6ght,  and  buss,  and  friends; 
*Tisrt»iiDg,throsh,  andthmsh  and  starling; 
Ym  ^,  you  b«^^  my  dear,  my  darling. 
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What,  three  months  gone,  and  never  send 

A  ńofle  letter  to  a  friend  ? 

In  that  time,  surę,  we  migbt  have  known 

Whetbcryou  iaX.  or  lean  was  grown; 

Whetlier  your  host  was  sbort  or  tali, 

Htd  manners  good,  or  nonę  at  all; 

Whetber  tbe  neigbb^ring  8quire  you  found 

As  wte  a  brute  as  fox  or  hound; 

Or  if  tbe  pargon  of  the  place 

(With  all  due  rev»rence  to  his  grace) 

Took  murb  morę  pains  hiroself  to  keep, 

Uma  to  iattmct  and  feed  his  slieep;  ^ 

At  vbat  hour  of  the  day  you  dine; 

Wbetber  you  drink  beer,  punch,  or  winę; 

Wbrther  you  hunt,  or  sboot,  or  ride  ; 

Or,  bysome  mu^^y  ditch's  side, 

Whicfa  yoa,  in  yisionary  dream, 

Cali  babbitng  rill,  or  puriing  stream, 

Si?h  for  M>me  awkward  country  lass,^ 

Wbo  nrost  of  consequence  surpass 

AH  that  łs  beautiful  and  bright, 

A^  Dttch  as  day  sorpasses  night; 

Whether  the  people  eat  and  drink, 

Or  twT  talk,  or  ever  thiiik ; 

If,  to  tbe  bonour  of  their  parts, 

Tbfiiini  bare  heads,  the  women  hearts; 

^tbe  Moon  rises  and  goes  down, 

Aod  changM  as  sbe  does  in  town; 

If  ycoH-e  returns  of  niffht  and  day. 

And  Kasons  varying  roH  away ; 

Whether  your  miód  exalted  wooes 

Th^embraccs  of  a  »*»riou«  rouse; 

Or  if  you  write,  as  I  do  now, 

The  L— d  knows  what»  the  1  — d  knows  how.- 

These,and  a  tbousand  things  like  these, 

The  friendiy  heart  are  surę  to  pU>ase. 

Now  viU  my  friend  turn  up  his  eyes, 
Aadlook  supcrlatirdy  wise; 
Wooiier  what  all  this  stufTs  about, 
Aod  bow  the  plagoe  I  found  him  out ! 
When  be  had  takon  so  much  pains, 
In  order  to  regale  his  brains 
Wi^h  priTacy  and  country  air. 
To  go,  no  sonl  alive  knew  where  ! 
Besides,  't  is  folly  to  suppose 
That  any  person  breathing  goes 
On  euch  a  scheroc,  with  a  design  « ' 

To  Write  or  read  such  stuff  as  ninc. 


And  idiy  waste  his  prccious  tima 
In  all  tir  imf>ei-tinence  of  rhyme. 

My  good,  wise,  renerable  sir! 
Why  about  nonsense  all  tbia  stir! 
Is  it,  that  you  would  stand  alone. 
And  reacł  no  nonsense  but  your  own ;      • 
Though  you*re  (to  tell  you,'  by  tbe  by) 
Not  hałf  so  great  a  fool  as  I ; 
Or  is  it  that  you  make  pretenee,' 
Being  a  fool,  to  bave  some  sense  ?    • 

And  would  you  really  have  my  Musa 
Employ  herself  in  writing  news. 
And  most  unconscionably  tease  ber 
With  rhyming  to  Warsaw  and  Weser; 
Or  toss  up  a  poetic  olio, 
Mcrely  to  bring  in  marshal  Broglio  ? 
Sbould  I  rccite  what  now  is  doing, 
Or  what  for  futurę  times  is  brewing, 
Or  trinmph  that  the  coor  French  see  all 
Their  hopes  defeated  at  Montreal,   - 
Or  should  I  your  attention  cairry 
To  Fred'ric,  Ferdinand  or  Harry, 
Of  flyinff  Russian.dastard  Sa-ede, 
And  baffled  Austria  let  you  read ; 
Or  gravely  tell  with  what  design 
The  youthful  Henry  pas8*d  the  Rhine? 
Or  should  I  shake  my  enrpty  bead. 
And  tell  you  that  the  king  is  dead, 
Ohserve  what  changes  will  ensue, 
What  will  be  what,  and  who'11  be  who, 
Or  leaving  these  things  to  my  betters, 
Before  you  set  the  state  of  letters  ? 
Or  should  I  tell  domestic  jars, 
How  author  against  author  wars, 
How  both  with  mutual  enry  ranki  i  ng, 
Fr-i^k— n  damns  M— rp— y,  M— rp— y  Fi>— k— n? 
Or  will  it  morę  your  mind  engage 
To  talk  of  actors  and  the  stage. 
To  tell,  if  any  words  could  tell, 
What  Garrick  acta  still,  and  how  well, 
That  Sheridan  with  all  his  care 
Will  always  be  a  labour^d  playV, 
And  that  his  acting  at  the  best 
I.«  all  butart,  and  art  ronfest; 
That  Bride',  if  reason  may  presume 
To  judge  by  thinsrs  past,  things  to  come, 
In  ftiture  times  will  tread  the  stage, 
Equally  form'd  for  love  and  ragę, 
Whilst  Pope  for  comir.  humour  fam*d, 
Shall  lirę  when  Clive  no  morę  is  nanrd. 

Your  wisdom  I  suppose  canH  bear 
About  duli  pantomimę  to  hear; 
Nor  would  you  have  a  single  word 
Of  Har1eqnin,  and  woo<]en  sword, 
Of  dumb  show,  fools  tricks,  and  wry  faccs. 
And  wit,  which  lir;^  all  in  grimaces. 
Nor  should  I  any  thing  advance 
Of  new  invented  romie  dance. 

Callous,  perhaps,  to  things  like  these, 
Would  it  your  worship  better  pleasc, 
That  I,  morę  loaden  tlian  the  camels, 
Should  crawl  in  philosophic  tmmmds? 
Should  I  attack  the  stars,  and  stray  . 
In  trinmph  o'er  the  milky  way. 
And  like  tbe  Titans  try  to  moTe 
From  seat  of  empire  royal  Jove, 

*  Miss  Brido  an  Aotress  then  of  Dniry-Lane 
theatrc,  who  soon  af^er  quitted  the  stage.  See  her 
character  in  the  Rosciad. 
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Theti  spread  my  tcrrours  aU  arouwl, 

And  his  satellites.confound, 

Teach  the  war  fur  and  wide  to  ragę. 

And  ev»ry  star  by  tum  engagc  ? 

The  danger  we  should  share  betwreen  us, 

You  fight  with  Mars  and  1  with  Venus. 

Or  should  I  rathćr,  if  I  cou'd. 
Talk  of  words  little  understood, 
Centric,  eccentric,  epicycle, 
Finc  words  the  vulgar  ears  to  tickle! 
A  yacuum,.  plenum,  gravitatłon. 
And  other  words  of  like  relation, 
WhJch  may  agree  with  studious  men, 
But  hurt  n\y  teeth,  and  gag  my  pen ; 
Things  of  such  grave  and  serious  ki  od 
Puzzle  my  bead  and  plague  my  miud^ 
Besides  in  writing  to  a  friend 
A  man  may  any  honsense  send. 
And  the  chief  merifs  to  impart, 
The  bońest  feelings  of  bis  heart. 


CHARITY.    A  FRAGMENT. 

IN8CRIBED  TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HANBUBT. 

WoRTH  łs  exci8'd,  and  Yirtue  pays 
A  heavy  tax  for  barren  pmise. 
A  friend  to  uniyeraal  man, 
Is  universal  good  your  plan? 
God  may  perhaps  your  project  bless, 
But  man  8liall-«trivc  to  thwart  success. 
Though  the  grand  scheme  thy  thoughts  pursue, 
Bespeak  a  noble  generous  view, 
Where  Charity  o'er  all  presides, 
And  Sense  approves  what  Yirtue  guides, 
Yet  wars  and  tumults  will  commence. 
For  rogues  hate  virtue,  blockheads  sense. 

Believe  me,  opposition  growa 
Not  always  from  our  real  foes, 
But  (where  it  seldom  ever  ends) 
From  our  morę  dangerous  seeming  friends. 
I  hate  not  foes,  for  thcy  declare, 
'Tis  war  for  war,  and  dare  who  dare; 
But  your  sly,  sncaking,  worming  souls 
Whom  Friendship  scoms  and  Fear  controuis, 
Who  praisc,  support,  and  help  by  halves, 
Like  heifers,  neither  bulls,  nor  calves  j 
Who,  In  Hypocrisy's  disguise, 
Are  truły  as  the  serpent  wise, 
But  cannot  all  the  precept  love. 
And  be  as  harmless  as  the  dovc. 
Who  hołd  each  charitable  mecting, 
To  mean  no  morc  than  good  sound  cating, 
Whłle  each  becomes  a  hearty  fellow 
Accoiding  as  he  waxes  mellow^ 
And  kindly  helps  the  main  design, 

y  drinking  its  success  in  winę; 
And  whcB  his  feet  and  senses  reel, 
Tottcrs  with  correspondent  zeal; 
Kay,  would  appear  a  patron  wise, 
l'ut  that  his  wisdom*s  in  disguise. 
And  would  baranguc,  but  that  his  mouth, 
Which  ever  hates  the  sin  of  drowth, 

atching  the  fuU  perpetual  glass, 
Ca^inot  aft*ord  a  word  to  pass. 

Such,  who  liketrue  churchwardcns  eat, 
Bccause  the  parish  pays  the  treat. 
And  of  thcir  bcllyfal  secure, 
Oer^er,  or  oc^r-iook  the  poor; 


Who  would  no  doubt  be  woód^rous  juft» 
And  faithful  guardians  of  their  trust. 
But  think  the  deed  might  run  morę  cleve£ 
To  them  and  to  their  heirs  for  ever, 
That  Charity,  too  apt  to  roam, 
Might  end,  where  she  begins,  at  home; 
Who  make  all  public  good  a  trade, 
BcnevoIence  a  me^  paradę, 
And  Charity  a  cloak  for  sin. 
To  keep  it  snug  and  warm  within; 
AVho  flatter,  oniy  to  betray,  ' 

Who  promise  much  and  nevcr  pay, 
Who  wind  themseWes  about  your  heart 
With  hypocritic,  kna^ish  art, 
I  Tell  you  what  wond'rous  things  they're  doing. 
And  ondermine  you  to  your  ruin; 
;  Such,  or  of  Iow  or  high  estate, 
To  speak  the  honest  truth,  I  hate: 
I  view  their  tricks  with  indignation. 
And  loath  each  fulsome  protestation, 
As  1  would  loath  a  whoie's  embrace, 
Who  smiles,  and  smirks,  and  strokes  my  fiicc. 
And  all  so  tender,  fond,  and  kind, 
As  fiee  of  body,  as  of  mind, 
Aff^cts  the  softness  of  a  doTC, 
And  p— xe8  me  to  show  ber  loyc. 

The  maiden  wither'd,  wrinkled,  pale, 
Whose  charms,  tho'  strong,  are  ratber  stale. 
Will  use  that  weapon  calPd  ^  tongue. 
To  wound  the  beauteous  and  ^e  yonng. 
— **  What,  Delia  handsome! — ^well!— I  own 
I»m  either  blind  or  stupid  grown. 
-^The  girl  is  well  enough  to  pass, 
A  rosy,  simple,  rustic  lass, 
»— But  there>8  no  meaning  in  ber  fiice. 
And  then  ber  ahr,  so  Yoid  of  grace  ! 
And  all  the  woiid,  with  half  an  eye, 
May  see  her  shape  grows  quitc  awry. 
>— 1  speak  not  from  an  ill  design. 
For  6he'8  a  favourite  of  minę, 
—Though  1  could  wish  that  she  would  wear 
A  morę  reseryM  bccoming  air; 
Not  that  I  hear  of  indiscretions, 
Such  folks,  you  know,  make  no  confessions, 
Though  the  world  says,  that  parson  there, 
That  8mock-fac»d  man  with  darkish  hair, 
He  who  wrote  yerses  on  hcr  bird, 
The  simplest  things  I  ever  heaid, 
Makes  freąuent  yisits  there  of  late. 
And  is  become  exceeding  great; 
This  I  myself  aver  is  tnie, 
1  saw  hira  lead  her  to  his  pew." 

Thus  Scandal,  like  a  felse  quotation, 
Misrepresents  in  delamation; 
And  where  she  haply  cannot  spy 
A  loop  whereon  to  hang  a  He, 
Tums  every  action  wrong  side  out 
To  bring  her  paltry  tale  about. 

Thus  excellence  of  every  kind, 
Whethcr  of  body  or  of  mind, 
Is  but  a  mark  set  up  on  high, 
For  knayes  to  guide  their  aiTOWS  by, 
A  merę  Scotch  post  for  public  itch, 
Where  hog,  or  man,  may  scmb  his  brecch; 

But  thanks  to  Naturę,  which  oidains 
A  just  reward  for  all  our  pains. 
And  makes  us  stem,  with  secret  prjde, 
Hoarse  Disappointmenfs  rugged  tidc. 
And  like  a  lordly  ship,  which  braves 
The  roar  of  winds,  "and  rush  of  waves. 
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Wfatber  aO  11011113,  which  jealoua  Hate 
Or  finstic  Malioe  may  create. 
Tis  Gonadence,  a  reward  alone, 
CMadeoce,  wfao  plac*d  on  YiTtoe^B  throne, 
Efs  ngiag  men,  or  raging  aeas, 
UnUoBted,  fina,  with  heart  at  eaie. 

Fiom  ber  dark  ca^e,  though  Enry  ńte 
Witb  hollow  cbeeks,  and  jaundicM  eyes, 
Ikof  h  Hatied  leagoe  with  Fotty  vaiii, 
ind  Spleen  and  Rmicoar  join  the  train; 
Stan  Yiitoe  shrink,  abaah'd,  afiraid. 
And  trembie  at  an  idle  shade? 
Fetr  works  opon  the  fool,  or  knaTe, 
Aa  koest  man  is  always  bravet 
WhUe  Oppońtion**  fraitlcM  aim    > 
Ii  a5  the  beUows  to  the  flame, 
AndfMkt  a  pagan  penecution, 
Eofcrces  fiutb  aad  resolution. 

ThiMigh  Prejttdioe  in  narrow  minds^ 
Tbe  mental  eye  of  reason  blinds ; 
Tkmgh  Wit,  which  not  e^en  friends  will  tpare, 
ASed  tbe  soecńog,  langhing  air, 
Though  DoUneas,  in  her  moidush  gown, 
Display  the  wiadom  of  a  frown, 
YetTrutb,  will  fotce  heraelf  in  apite 
or  aU  tbeir  efibrta,  into  light. 

See  bigotnonka  in  Spatn  prerail, 
See  Galiteo  dragg'd  to  jail : 
Hear  tbe  grave  doctora  of  the  achoola, 
The  Golgotba  of  leamed  foola, 
As  damnable  and  impiooa  brand 
That  art  they  cannot  noderstand. 
And  out  of  zeal  pervert  the  Bibie, 
As  if  it  were  a  atanding  libel. 
On  every  good  and  naeful  plan 
That  risea  in  the  brain  of  man, 

O  Bigotiy !  whoae  £rantic  ragę 
Btt  blotted  balf  the  claaaic  page, 
Ani  in  Reiigion's  dmnken  fit, 
Mwdefd  tbe  Greek  and  Roman  wit; 
Who  zealooa  for  that  Paith'8  increaae^ 
Whbse  waya  ars  rigfateouaneaa  aad  peaoe, 
WHh  rods  and  whipe,  and  aword  and  axe, 
With  prisona,  tortnrea,  flamea  and  racka, 
With  PersecutionPa  Hery  goad, 
Enforcing  some  new^fiingPd  modę, 
WooUst  phick  down  Reaaon  from  her  throne 
To  nise  some  phantom  of  thy  own; 
Afa» !  tbe  flny  undiaceming, 
Which  btaata,  and  atunta,  and  bewa  np  leaming, 
lihe  an  ilUjodging  zcalous  friend, 
Blasphemesthat  wiadom  you  defend. 

Go,  kick  the  proatituted  wborea, 
Tbe  mne  stale  rirgina  out  of  doors ; 
For  let  the  abbeaa  beat  her  drum, 
£lcT(!D  thonaand  troopa  aball  come; 
An  female  fonna,  and  yirgina  true, 
As  erer  saiot  or  poet  kneT. 
Aad  ^rious  be  the  honoui^d  name 
Of  Winifiredey  of  sainted  famę, 
Wbo  to  tbe  cbnreh  tike  ltght*Ding  spęd. 
And  lao  three  milea  without  her  head  ; 
(Weil  migbt  the  modest  lady  run, 
Siace  *tvaa  to  keep  her  maiden  one) 
And  wheo  before  the  congregation 
theptinoe  fiell  dead  for  repamtion, 
Secare  of  life  aa  weU  aa  hononr. 
Ban  hack  with  both  her  heads  upon  her. 
No  matter  of  what  ahape  or  aize, 

inip  dovD  the  legendary  liea, 


Beliere,  what  neitfaer  Ood  ordaina, 
Nor  Chriat  allówa,  nor  aenae  maintaina; 
Make  aaint  of  pope,  or  aaint  of  thief,^ 
Believe  almoat  in  unbelief; 
Yet  with  thy  aolemn  prieatly  sur. 
By  book  and  beli,  and  candle  awear, 
That  God  has  madę  hia  own  elect 
But  from  your  atem  and  favourite  aect; 
That  be  wbo  madę  the  world,  haa  blest 
One  pan  alone,  to  damn  the  rest, 
As-if  th'  Allmercifol  and  Juat, 
Who  form'd  ua  of  one  common  dnst, 
Had  render'd  up  hia  own  decree^ 
And  lent  hia  attributea  to  thee. 

Thoa  his  own  eyea  the  bigot  blinda. 
To  shnt  out  light  ftom  human  minda. 
And  the  elear  tnith  (an  emanation 
From  the  great  Author  of  creation^ 
A  beam  tranamitted  from  on  high. 
To  bring  us  nearer  to  the  aky, 
While  ev>ry  path  by  Science  trod, 
Leada  ua  with  wouder  up  to  God,) 
la  doom'd  by  Ignoramce  to  make 
Atonement  at  tbe  martyr^a  atake; 
Though,  like  pure  gold,  th'  illuatriona  dam«, 
Comea  forth  the  brighter  from  ihe  flame 
No  persecution  will  avail; 
No  inąniaition  racka,  nor  jail; 
When  leamingfa  morę  enli^fned  ray 
Sball  drive  these  aickly  foga  away ; 
A  thankfut  age  ahall  pay  her  morę, 
Than  all  her  troublea  hurt  before. 
See  shame  -and  acom  await  on  thoaa 
Who  pooily  dar^d  to  be  her  foea, 
But  will  the  grateful  voice  of  Famę 
Sink  truth,  and  Galilaeo*8  name? 

How  wilful,  obatinate,  and  blind, 
Are  the  main  herd  of  human  kindf 
Weil  aaid  the  wit,  who  well  had  tried 
That  malice  which  hia  parta  defiad; 
When  merit*a  aun  begina  to  break, 
The  dnncea  stretch,  and  atrive  to  wąke^ 
And  amity  of  dunce  with  dunee^ 
Fingera  out  geniua  all  at  onoe. 
Aa  you  may  find  the  honey  ont. 
By  aeeing  all  the  fliea  aboat. 
All  ugly  women  hate  a  toaat ; 
The  goodliesi  fruit  ia  pick'd  the  most; 
The  ivy  winda  about  the  oak. 
And  to  the  foirest  comea  the  amoke.. 

EscapM  the  dangera  of  the  deep, 
When  GuUiver  fell  faat  aaleep, 
Stretch*d  ou  the  LiUiputian  atńnd, 
A  giant  in  a  pigmy  land; 
Watchful  against  impending  harma, 
All  Łilliput  cried  out,  "  To  arma;" 
The  trumpets  ecJhoed  all  around, 
The  captain  slept  exceeding  sound, 
Though  crowda  of  undiatinguiah^d  aize^ 
AwailM  his  body,  lega,  and  thlgha, 
While  clouda  of  arrowa  flew  apace. 
And  fell  like  feathers  on  hia  foce. 


THE  WHIM. 

AK  KPISTŁB  TO  MR.  W.  WOTTT. 

The  praiae  of  genius  will  offsnd 
A  foe  no  doubt,  aometimea  a  friend ; 
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But  curse  on  getoias,  wit,  and  parls ; 

The  tliirst  of  science,  love  of  arts, 

If  inconsistt  pt  with  the  plan 

Of  social  good  from  man  to  man. 

For  me,  who  will,  may  wear  the  bays, 

I  Taiue  not  such  idle  praise : 

Let  wrangling  wits  abuse,  delame, 

And  quarrel  for  an  empty  naine, 

What^s  in  this  shuffling:  pace  of  rhyme, 

Or  grffn<f />af'8tride  of  stiff  subiime, 

Tbat  Yanity  ber  trump  shoutd  blow, 

And  look  with  scorn  on  folks  belo  w? 

Are  wit  and  fblly  close  ally*d, 

And  match'd,  like  poverty,  with  pride } 

When  rival  bards  for  fauie  conteud, 

Tbe  poet  oft«n  spoils  tbe  friend ; 

Oenius  self-«enter*d  feel«  alone 

Tbat  merit  be  esteems  bis  own, 

And  cold,  o*er-jealou8,  and  sevcre,       * 

Hates,  like  a  Turk,  a  brotber  near; 

Malice  steps  in,  good  naturę  flies, 

Folly  prerails,  and  friendship  dies. 

Peace  to  all  such,  if  peace  can  dwell 

With  those  who  bear  about  a  heli, 

Who  błast  all  wortli  with  envy*6  breatb. 

By  their  own  feelings  stung  to  death. 

Nonę  but  a  weak  and  brainless  fool, 

UndisciplinM  in  fortu ne's  school, 

Can  hope  for  fiaiTOurs  from  the  wit: 

He  pleads  prescription  to  forget, 

UnnoticM  let  him  live  or  rot. 

And,  as  foi^tful,  be  foiigot, 

Most  wags,  whose  pleasure  is  to  smoke, 

Would  rather  lose  their  friend,  thau  joke; 

A  man  in  rags  looks  somothing  queer. 

And  tbere^s  vast  faumoor  in  a  siieer; 

Tbat  jest,  alike  all  witlings  suits,  * 

Wbieh  Iies  no  fiirtber  than  the  bioots, 

Give  me  the  man  wbose  open  mind 

Means  social  good  to  all  mańki nd ; 

Who  wben  his  friend,  from  foKune>s  ronnd, 

Is  toppled  beadlong  to  the  ground, 

Can  meet  bim  with  a  warm  embrace. 

And  wipe  tbe  tear  fromsorrow^s  face; 

Who,  not  $elf-taught  and  proudly  nise, 

Seeks  morę  to  comfort  than  advise, 

Wbo  less  intent  to  shine  than  please, 

Wears  bis  own  mirth  with  native  ease. 

And  is  from  sense^  from  Natare^s  plan,  »• 

Tbe  jovial  guest,  tbe  bonest  man; 

In  short,  whose  picture,  paiiited  tnie, 

In  ev*ry  point  resembles  you. 

And  will  my  friend  for  once  excus6 
This  off*ring  of  a  lazy  Muse? 
Most  lazy, — ^lest  you  tbink  her  not, 
ni  draw  ber  picture  on  the  spot. 
A  perfect  ease  the  damę  eąjoys; 
Three  chairs  ber  indolence  employs: 
On  one  she  squat8  her  cushion'd  bum, 
Which  would  not  rise,  thougb  kings  sbould  come; 
An  arm  łolls  daifgling  o^er  another, 
A  leg  Iies  eouckanł  on  its  brotber. 
To  make  ber  look  snpreniely  wise, 
At  least  like  wisdom  in  disguise, 
The  weed,  which  first  by  Raleigh  brought, 
Gives  thinking  look  iństead  of  thouprbt, 
She  smoke^  and  smokes;  without  all  feeling, 
Save  as  the  eddies  dimb  the  cieling. 
And  wflft  about  their  mild  perfume, 
She  marks  thaiir  pasiage  round  tbe  room. 


Wben  pipę  forsakesthe  vacani  mootk, 
A  pot  of  beer  prevent8  her  drowth, 
Which  with  poiałkau  połUedeep 
Liills  the  poor  maudlin  Muse  to  sleep. 
Her  books  of  which  8h*a&  wondYous  jię^ 
But  neither  pow'r  nor  will  to  read, 
In  scattei^d  tomes  lie  all  around 
Upon  the  lowest  shelf— >the  ground, 

Such  ease  no  doubt  suits  easy  rtiyme; 
Folks  walk  about  who  write  subiime, 
While  Recitation's  pompous  sound 
Drawls  wonis  sonorous  all  arouud. 
And  Action  waves  her  hand  ąnd  head, 
As  those  who  bread  and  butter  spread. 

You  bards  who  feel  not  fancy*s  deartb, 
Who  strike  the  roof,  and  kick  tbe  eartb« 
Whose  Muse  sui)erlatively  high 
Takes  lodgings  always  near  the  sky; 
And  like  the  lark  with  daring  flight 
Still  soars  and  sings  beyond  our  sight; 
May  trumpet  forth.your  grand  subiime. 
And  scorn  our  lazy  lounging  rhyme. 
Yet  thougb  tbe  lark  in  ether  floats, 
And  trills  no  doubt  diviner  notes, 
Carelesly  perch'd  on  yonder  spray, 
The  linnet  sings  a  pretty  lay. 

What  horrid,  what  tremendous  aighfc 
Shakes  all  my  fabric  with  affnght ! 
With  Argus'  hundred  eyes  be  marks, 
With  triple  mouth  the  monster  barks; 
And  while  be  scatters  flaming  brands 
Briareus  lends  him  all  his  hands. 

Hist!  'tis  a  critic— Yes— 'tis  he 
What  would  your  graceless  form  wilh  mt} 
It  is  ^'  upbraid  me  with  the  crime 
Of  spinning  unlaborious  rhyme, 
Of  stringing  yarious  tboughts  togetber 
In  Terse,  or  prose,  or  botfa,  or  neither^ 
A  rein,.  which  tbougb  it  must  ofiend 
You  lofty  sirs  wbo  can*t  descend. 
To  famę  has  often  madę  its  way 
From  Butler,  Prior,  Swift,  and  Oay; 
Is  it  for  this  }'our  brow  austere 
Frowjis  me  to  stone  for  very  fear  ? 
Hear  my  just  reason  first,  and  tben 
Approve  me  right,  or  split  my  pen. 
I  seck  not  by  morę  labour^d  lays 
To  catch  the  slipp*ry  taił  of  praise^ 
Nor  will  I  run  a  mad  rareer 
'Gainst  genius  which  I  most  revere ; 
When  Phoibus  bursts  with  genuine  firc, 
The  little  stars  at  once  retire; 
Who  cares  a  farthing  fbr  those  lays 
Which  you  can  neither  blame,  nor  praise? 
I  cannot  match  a  ChurchilPs  skill. 
But  may  be  Langhorne  when  I  will :  • 

Let  the  merę  mimie,  for  each  scason  bears 
Your  mimie  bards  as  wcJI  as  mimie  płay'rs. 
Creep  servilely  along^  and  with  duli  paios 
Lash  his  slow  steed,  in  whose  enfeebJed  veinfl 
The  cold  hJood  lags,  let  hiui  with  fruitless  aim 
By  borrow^d  plumes  assumea  borruwM  famę, 
With  studięd  forms  tb*  incautious  ear  bęguile, 
And  ape  the  numbers  of  a  ChurchilPs  style. 
Slaves  may  some  famę  from  imitation  hope; 
WhoM  be  Paul  Whitebcad,  tho»  he  honours  Pijpe? 
If  cl  inki  ng  couplets  in  one  endlejis  cbime 
Be  the  sole  beauty,  and  the  praise  of  rbyme; 
If  found  alone  an  easy  triumph  gains, 
While  Faucy  blceds,  and  Sense  is  hung  in  cbaini, 
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Ye  hftppy  triflers  faail  the  rising  modę; 
fte,  all  Paraassus  is  a  tuinpike  road, 
Wbereeach  may  trarel  in  the  higbway  tnick 
On  tnie  bred  hunter,  or  on  common  hack. 
For  Be,  who  labonr  with  poetic  sin, 
Wko  often  woo  the  Muse  I  cannot  win, 
Wbom  pleasure  fini  a  wiUing  poet  madę, 
ind  folly  spoilt  by  taking  up  the  tnide, 
Piet9'd  I  bebold  superior  genius  sbine, 
Nor  tiog^d  with  enry  wisb  that  genius  minę. 
To  Charchiirs  Muse  can  bo  w  with  dccent  awe, 
Aiknire  his  modę,  nor  make  that  modę  my  law: 
BoChmay,  perhaps,  hare  variou8  pow*rs  to  please 
Be  his  the  strength  of  numbers,  minę  the  ease, 
Eisetłiat  lejects  not,  but  betrays  no  care : 
lesofthe  eoxcomb  than  the  sloven*s  air. 

Yoortaste,  as  minę,  all  metre  must  offend 
Wben  imitatioD  ia  its  only  end. 
leonid  perhaps  that  senrile  task  pnrsue,  ' 
And  copy  ChurehiJl  as  l'd  copy  you, 
Bat  that  my  flippant  Muse,  too  saucy  grown, 
Piders  that  manner  she  can  cali  her  t>wti. 
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with 


7H0V'ehild  of  Naturę,  Genius  strong, 
ThoD  master  of  the  poet's  M»ng, 
Before  wbose  light,  Art*s  dim  rnid  feeble  ray 
Gletms  tike  the  taper  in  the  bloze  of  day  : 
TV)Q  loY^st  to  steal  along  the  secre;t  shade, 

Where  Faocy,  bright  aerial  maid  ! 

Awaits  tbee  with  her  thousand  charms^ 

And  revcls  in  thy  wanton  arnis; 

She  to  thy  bed,  in  days  of  yore, 

Tb J sweetły-warbling  Shakspeare  borę; 
Whom  every  Muse  endow'd  with  ever^skUl, 

And  dipt  him  in  that  Mcred  riłl, 
WhoM  siher  streams  flow  musical  along, 
Wbere  Pha^bus'  halłow^d  mount  resounds 
raptur^d  sbng. 

Fonakc  not  thou  the  vocal  cboir, 
"nieir  breasts  rcrisit  with  thy  genial  fire, 
KIse  vain  Łhe  i^tudiccl  suunds  of  mimie  art, 
Tickle  the  ear,  but  come  not  near  the  heart. 
Yiio  every  pbrase  in  curious  order  set. 
On  eacb  side  leaning  on  the  [stop-gap]  epithet. 
Vain  thequick  rhyme,  still  tinkling  in  the  close, 
Whiłe  pure  description  shines  in  measur^d  prose, 
Thim  bear'st  aloof,  and  look'st  with  high  di9- 
Upon  the  dułl  machanie  train;  dain, 

Whose  nenreless  strains  flair  on  in  languid  tonę, 
lifeless  and  lumpish  as   the    bagpjpc^s  drowzy 
drone. 

No  lon^er  now  thy  altars  blaze, 

Nopoetoffcrs  up  bis  łays;  » 

Inspir'd  with  energy  divine, 

Toworship  at  thy  sa<rred  shrine. 

Since  Taste',  with  absolute  domain, 

Eitending  wi<U>  brr  feadon  reign, 

Kilłs  with  her  melaiioholy  shade, 
The  bloominjr  ^cyons  of  fair  Fancy's  tree ; 

Which  erst  fiill  wantoiil y  have  stray'd 
In  many  a  wrcatb  of  richt* st  poesic. 

'  By  Taste,  is  here  meaat  the  modern  affectation 
ofiL 


For  when  the  oak  denies  ber  stay, 
The  creeping  ivy  winda  her  humble  way; 
No  morę  she  twists  ber  branches  round, 
But  drags  her  feebie  stem  along  the  barren  ground. 

Where  then  shait  exil'd  Genius  go  > 
Since  only  those  the  laureł  claim. 
And  boast  thcm  of  the  poet^s  name, 

Whose  sober  r  by  mes  in  even  tenour  flow; 
Who  prey  on  words,  and  all  their  flow^rets 
Coldly  correct,  and  regułarly  duli.  [cull^ 

Why  sleep  the  sons  of  Genius  now  ? 
Why,  Wartons,  rests  the  lyre  nnstrung  ? 
And  thou,  blestbard'!  aruund  wbose  (iacred 

Great  Pindar»8delegated  wreath  is  bung:  [brow, 
Arise,  and  snatcb  the  majesty  of  song 

From  DulDcss*  senrile  tribe,  and  Art»s  ujihal* 
lo»-ed  tbruug. 


PROLOGUS.    1*1  bl. 

Ebt  schola  rhetorices,  celehrat  quam  cT«bra  jn- 

Et  tumido  inflatos  ejicit  ore  sonos.         [ventus; 
9ua  quisque  assumit  tragicas  novus  histrio  partes^ 

Nec  loąuitur,  yerbum  quin  sapit  omne,  pathos. 
In^nia  hic  crescunt,  mox  successura  theatri*Sf 

Regis,  amatoriR,  prompta  subire  yices. 
Multus  ibi  furiis  Macbetha  agitatus  iniqui8, 

Elusa  telum  prendit  inane  manu. 
Multus  ibi,  infuscat  cni  vultus  suber  adtystum 

Immodicis  ssevit  raucus  Othełło  minis. 
Omnia  quei8  tragicis  opus  est,  hic  arma  parantar; 

Auribus  insidiae  sunt,  ocniisąue  suse : 
Conatus  mammmque,  pednmque,  orisque  rotund! 

Certatfm  et  rultils  vis,  laterumque  łabor. 
Suam  sibi,  dum  gestu  stat  fizus  quisque  silenti, 

Suam  placet  a  speculo  forma  reflexa  sui ! 
Hac  studeant,  cordi  quibu8  ars  et  pompa  theatri! 

Non  tamen  est  nobis  inde  petendus  honor. 
Ingenua  ut  pobes  vultum  sibi  snmat  apertum^ 

Et  sensim  assuesoat  fortius  ore  loqui; 
Ne  dubiis  tandem  verba  elucŁantia  labris 

Occludat  timidus  pr8?pediatque  pudor, 
Ingredimur  scenam;  nec  clam  vo8,  docta  corona, 

Commoda  ab  hoc  tenui  qttanta  labore  fluant. 
Hinc  sapere  et  fari  discit  generosa  jurentus. 

Dum  pavida  accendit  pectora  laudis  amor. 
Freti  his,  majorem  mox  ingredicmur  arcnam ; 

Hic  itabiiita  vigent  curia,  rostra,  forum. 


PROLOGUS.     1758. 


Hic  nihil  ad  populum — ^non  pompa  hic  Tanathea* 

Sualem  ore  attonito  plcbs  inhiare  solet :      [tri. 
Non  scena  hic  splendet  magiel  variabilis  arte, 

Et  suinit  fomias  prodigiosa  novas: 
Non  hic,  labrato  subvectus  fune  per  auras, 

Mercurius  celeres  itque  rcditque  vias: 
Nec  freta  cserulea  turgeiit  undosa  papyro, 

Nec  resinato  fulgurat  igne  polus: 
Janua  nec  ca&cos  aperit  furtiva  recessus, 

Unde  minutatim  proferat  umbra  caput. 
2uin  va]eant  levia  hasc  vulgi  crepitacula !  jactant 

Et  proprium,  et  simplex,  npstra  theatra  decm . 

*  Dr,  Akeaside. 


JM 


LLOYD-S  POE]W». 


•^Heus!  nemdn'  audit? — lac  sunoiii  ftulea  tr»- 
hantur! 

•—En !  qiialis  ąuatis  sit,  nova  scena  patet. 
En  lUs,  ąuas  tos  semper  coluistis,  Athensp, 

Gratia  quas  volait,  quas  sibi  Musa  domum. 
Hic  sese  ostendunt  prisci  monuinenta  laboris, 

Sueis  usa  est  modulis  Vitruviana  manus; 
Hic  stat  Yentorum,  Thcsei  hic  renerabile  Fanum, 

Hic  arce  in  summa,  Casta  Minenra  tuum. 
Omnia  jam  yotis  respondent.    Attica  jam  suni 

Omnia.     Personie,  fabuła,  scena,  sales. 
Suoque  etiam  magis  hs  nostne  laetentur  Athei^e, 

Cecropidas  jactant  tos,  recoluntque  sqos. 


PROLOGUS.    INADELPHO&    1759. 

CvM  patres  populumque  dolor  communis  haberet, 

Fleret  et  .£roilium  Maxima  Roma  suam, 
Pundires  inter  ludos,  his  dicitur  ipsts 

Scenis  extinctum  condecorSsse  ducem. 
£cquis  adest,  scenam  noctc  hac  qui  spectet  ean- 

Nec  nobis  luctnm  aentiet  esse  pai^em  ?       [dem» 
Utcunque  arrisit  pulchris  victoria  csptis, 

Sua  Sol  extremas  risit  uŁerque  plagas, 
Successfts  etiam  medio  de  fonte  Britannis 

Surgit  amari  a]iqułd,  legitimusąue  dolor. 
Si  famas  generosa  sitis,  si  bellica  yirtus, 

Ingenium  felix,  intemerata  fides, 
BifBciles  laurus,  ipsoąue  in  florę  juTenta 

Heu !  nimium  lethi  precipitata  dies,  [jaie 

Si  qaid  habent  pulchrum  bsc,  vel  si  quid  amabile, 
.    Esto  tua  hgec,  Wolfi,  laus,  propriamque  decus. 
Nec  moriere  omnis— Suin  usque  corona  vigebit, 

Uoanimis  Britonftm  quam  Łibi  nectit  amor. 
Regia  quin  pieŁas  mannor  tibi  nobile  ponęt, 

Śuod  tua  perpetuis  praedicet  acta  notis. 
Confluet  buc  studio  yisendi  martia  pubes, 

Sentiet  et  flamma  corda  calere  pari; 
I)umque  legit  mediis  oecidisse  heroa  triumphis^ 

Dioety  sic  detur  vinoere,  sic  moriar. 


BPIŁOGU8  JN  ADELPHOS.     1 759. 

8YRU8  ŁOOUITUE. 

QuANTA  intus  turt)a  est !  quanto  molimine  sudat, 

Accinctus  cultro-  et  forcipe,  quisque  coquu8! 
Monstrum  informe  mari^^-Testudo— in  prandia 
fcrtnr, 

Suas,  Taria,  et  simplex,  omnia  sola  sapit. 
Pullina  escaplacet?-«vitu1ina  ?—  suilla  ?— bovina? 

Pnestoest.  Hsec  quadrupes  singula  pisces  babet. 
Dc  Rentę  ^thiopum  conduciiur  Archimagirus, 

Sul  secet,  et  coquat,  et  coiicoquat,  arte  nova. 
Sui  doct^  contundat  aromata;  misceat  aptb 

Thus,  apium,  thyma,  sal,  cinnama,  cepe,  piper, 
Sui  jccur  et  pujmoncm  in  frusta  minutula  scipdat, 

Curetque  ut  penitus  sint  saturata  mero. 
Multo  ot  rentriculus  pulchre  flavescat  ab  oro ; 

Ut  trcmnius,  circum  yiscera,  vernet  adeps. 
His  ritć  instructis  conchse  sitat  fercula !  nam  tu, 

Testudo!  et  patinis  sufficis,  atque  cibo. 
Suam  cuperem  in  laudes  utriusque  excurrere  con- 

Sed  vereor  Calipash  dicer&— tcI  Calipee.  [cbae ! 
Yos  etiam  ad  cienam  mecum  appellare  juvaret, 

Yellcm  et  rełlicuas  participare  dapum. 
At  sunt  convivae  tam  multi,  tamque  gulosi, 

Restabit;  metuOi  nil  nisi  concha  mihi. 


RECTB  8TATUIT  BAXTERUS  DE  SOMNi- 
OKUM  PHJENOMENIS. 

Ci7M  nox  tellurem  fiiacis  amplectitnr  alia, 
Mabba  atomos  juogit  cderes,  et  Tecta  per  anntf 
Incboat  aasnetos  simulatrix  regia  ludos. 
Huic  auriga  culex  tortnm  qiiatit  uaqiie  flag^uniy 
Accelemtque  (ugam  tardis;  retinacula  curras 
Enica?  sunt  texta  levis,  ndiique  rotanim 
Cruscula  areneoU ;  currus,  quem  dente  sctams 
Finxerait  e  ooryli  fractu,  prńnsera  ▼etnsfcas 
HttDc  Mabbe  aitifioem  memorat :  8«b  nocte  rilenCi 
Hoc  instmcta  modo  egreditnr,  neqne  cemitar  nlli. 
Nonnunquam  leviteroerebmm  perstriagit  Anmitis  j 
Somniat  ille  fiices  jaculari  et  ńdnera  ocdfos, 
Malarum  labricpie  rosas,  perfiisaqQe  ooUo 
Lilia:  mox  Medici  <fig]tos  tittUat,  arania 
Mereedis  dextiam  qui  pandit,  et  acritur  aamm 
Ter  captat;  ter  Tana  manus  eludit  imago. 
Nunc  quoque  sopitae  demuioet  labra  Poiellsa ; 
Somniat  ilU  procom,  pulviiioqQe  oscula  libanfl 
Abseiis  absentem  teneris  amplectitur  ulnis  ; 
Yae  tibi,  si  Lemunin  ńdeat  regina  colorem 
Mentitum  fuoo,  Tultn9que  ex  arte  nitentea ! 
PrsBcipites  aget  ira  manus,  lacerabit  aeuto 
Ungue  genas,  timul  amissa  dulcedine  somnis 
Oscu1aque,  et  teoiias  ▼anescit  amator  in  aai«fi» 
Ampla  Saoerdotis  noononquam  transrolat  ora; 
Contiauo  rostram  oonsoendeDS  hie  thema 
Diyidet  in  paites,  exponendoque  laborat, 
Yel  yigilem  credas,  adeo  dormitat.    Ad  a 
Militis  hinc  migiat;  tuibatur  imagiDe  beUi 
Fortis  eqtte8,  gemitusque  audit,  strepitnaąoey  ta-> 

basque, 
Exilit,  et  paulum  trepidana,  inaomnia  diris 
Devovet,  in  leolo  prolabitor,— obdormiscit. 
Nunc  rabulam  palm£  molcet,  quł  Utibus  aptos, 
Defensoris  agit  causam,  actori8qtte  peritus, 
Innectensąue  moras  ad  finem  decipit  amboa. 
Sin  casu  yisat  fiadlis  legina  poetam, 
Hunc  sibi  plaudentem  deludit  am^alńlis  error. 
Et  riguos  fontes,  et  amsenos  somniat  hortos; 
Cum  vero  Tigil  ille  domum  exploraverit  omiiem» 
Yideritet  tristis  qnam  sit  sibi  curta  supellex, 
Suam  Teilet  semper  dormire!-^Yolubins  inde 
Judices  inrehitur  trans  nasnm,  et  naribus  iłli 
Emuncto  subolet  causa.    Interdum  Dea  fesso^ 
Blanditur  Ser\'o,  qui  libertate  vagatur, 
£xu]tans  redit  at  patriam  carosque  penates, 
Et  gremio  uxoris  longis  amp]cxibus  hsret. 
Deinde  rota  sti«pitante  fremit  per  colla  Tyranni) 
Umbrarum  antę  ocutos  surgit  chorus,  improb^s 

orco 
9uas  dedit  insontes;  fbrii^  adtatur  acerbis 
Conscia  mens,  Iectoque  quie8  simul  exulat.  Inde 
Si  currus  flectat,  placidissima  munera  somni 
Sui  carpit  Sceleris  Purus;  non  territus  ille 
Spectrorum  est  csBtu,  et  furiarum  ultricibus  iris. 
Sed  moUi  potitur  requie,  aut  si  somniat  umbne 
Delectant  oculos  gratae;  praedulcia  imago 
Yirttttis  reficit  mentem,  et  tellure  relicta 
Radit  iter  liquidem  caeli,  fruiturque  deorum 
CoIIoquio  felix.     O  tu!  quicunque  beatum 
Te  velis,  et  tuto  tranquillum  carpere  somnumi 
I,  pcte,  quo  virtus  ducit!  ne  vindice  curm 
Mabba  femx  instet,  ▼exentque  cnbilia  cure. 
I,  pete,  quo  yirtus  ducet!  te  numine  raoUi 
Mabba  teget,  redetquc  Wi  tua  (lectora  cumi. 

In  Comitits  Pbattcribus,  Apr.  5,  1733. 
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CAJUflNA  AD  HOBIŁISSIMUM  THOMAM  BOŁŁM 
BCCEM  DE  NCWGAtTŁB  IN9CRIPTA,  CUM  ACA- 
BtMIAM  CAlITABRIGlSNSEIlf  BIBUOTBECA  RB- 
imUENnS  CAD8A  INYISBRBT. 

Pri.  Kalend.  Maias,  115^, 

DE  RBGE. 

AoGCrros,  artium  asque  fi&ator  optimas, 
Hk  moenia  haud  inaiupicato  numine 
Coodi  imperarit  coosecrata  literis  ^ 
£o  nitore  k  partiam  ełegantia, 
Ut  ioTŃleDda  sinŁ  Tel  iUis  aedibuB 
SiUB  secoloram  voce  comprobantium 
Pic  caeteris  sopeibrant,  juatissima 
RoBHB  recentis  &  ▼etuaUB  gloria. 
Nec  his  tapeUes  digna  deerit  mcembus, 
£tViticaiue,  Bodleansąue  semulaj 
Jd  ilie  abund^  caverat,  uovis8imus 


Dedit  Toleiiti  jura  qiii  Britannise.' 
Braiifvichianis  scilicet  sanctissimum  est 
Legesque  tutari  &  fo^ere  Uteras. 


AD  CANCELLARWM. 

O  Tu,  qai  doctas,  Cami  feliciter  artes 

l^rotegis,  Aonii  duxque  decusque  chori, 
£>uod  domus  incipiat  tami  laeto  h»c  ominę  condi, 

Sus  nec  Bodleio  cedat,  id  omne  tuum  est. 
Munera  dant  nomerosa  manus  procenimque  pa- 

£xemplo  &  monttis  ex8timu1atattus.  [tramquey 
Perge,  fovere  artes,  tiec  vanum  urgere  laborem: 

Tam  pałchrum  pulchrfe  Mosa  rependet  opas. 
Haec  moles  qi]anquam  ipsa  met;  monumenta,  Ca- 

Sus  condenty  nuUo  suot  ruitura  die.        [menai 


AN  ELEGY, 

WRITTEN  IN  A  COURTRT  GBURCH-YARD. 
BY  MR«  ORAY. 

Thb  cnrfew  tolls  the  koell  of  parttng  day, 
The  lowing  berd  wiuds  slowły  o'er  tfae  lea, 

Tbe  ptownum  homeward  piods  his  weary  way 
Ani^  leaTes  the  worid  to  darkness  and  to  me. 


Ndv  frdes  the  g:limmeriiup  landscape  on  the  sight. 
And  aA  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds, 

fiive  where  the  beetle  whcels  his  drony  flight, 
And  drowsy  tinklings  luli  the  distant  folds; 


Save  that,  from  yonder  i^y-mantledtow^r 
The  inoping  owi  does  to  tbe  Moon  complatn 

Of  snch,  as  waiid>Ting  near  ber  secret  bow'r 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

Beneath  those  nigged  ebns,  that  yew.tiee>s  shade, 
Whete  heaTes  the  turf  in  many  a  mould*ring 

Eacb  in  bis  nairow  celi  for  ev6r  laid,  [beap, 

The  rude  fordathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 

The  breezy  cali  of  incense-breathiog  Mom, 
Tbe  swaliow  twitfring  from  the  straw-buttt  sbed, 

The  cock^s  sbriU  clarion,  or  tbe  eeboing  hom, 
No  Biore  śbalł  rouse  them  from  their  low^ly  bed. 


?or  tbem  no  morę  the  btazing  heartb  sball  bum, 
Orbttsy  housewife  ply  ber  eyening  care: 

Mo  children  run  to  lisp  thetr  sire^s  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share. 


Oft  did  tbe  banrest  to  their  sicUe  yield, 
Their  fiarrow  oft  the  stubbom  glebę  bas  broke! 

Bo«  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield ! 
Howbo«*dtbe  woods  beneath  ^eirsturdy  stroke ! 


Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  useful  toil, 
Their  horoely  joys,  and  dfestiny  obscure; 

Nor  Graudeur  hear  with  a  disdainful  smile, 
•The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 


CARMEN  ELEGTACUM. 

IN  CiBHETERIO  RUSTICO  C0MP08ITUM. 

Audistin!  quam  lenka  tonans  campanaperagros, 

iErato  occiduam  nuntiat  ore  diem. 
Armenta  impellunt  crebris  mugitibua  anras, 

Lassatusque  domum  rusticus  urget  iter. 
Solus  ego  in  tenebris  moror,  &  vestigia  solus 

Compono  taciti  nocte,  vacoque  mihi. 

Omnia  pallescnnt  jam  decedentia  risn, 
Et  terra  &  coelum,  quil  patet;  omne  silet. 

Cancta  silent,  nisi  musca  suam  sub  vespere  sero 
Raucisonans  pigram  qu^  rotat  orfoe  fugam; 

Cuncta  sileat,  nisi  qaa  faciles  campanula  somnot 
'  Allicit,  &  lento  munnure  muicct  oves. 

2u^que  hedera  antiqua8  socia  complectttur  umbril 
Turres,  feralis  lugubre  cantat  avis  ; 

£t  strepit  ad  lunam,  si  quis  sub  nocte  vagetar 
Imperium  yiolans,  Cynthia  diva,  tuum. 

Has  propter  Teteres  ulmos,  taxique  sub  umbrit 
Sua  putris  multo  cespite  turget  humus, 

Dormit,  in  etemum  dormit,  gens  prisca  colonfim, 
Sui8que  siia  augusta  conditus  usque  domo. 

Ho8  nec  mane  norum,  Zephyrique  firagrantior 
Nec  gaUos  vigili  qui  vocat  ore  diem,         [aura, 

Nec  circurarolitans  qu8B  striduła  garrit  hirando 
Stramineumque  alta  sub  trabe  figit  opus, 

Undique  nec  comu  vox  ingeminata  sonantis 
^temo  elicient  hos,  rcpetentque  toro. 

Amplios  his  nunquam  conjux  bene  fida  marito 
Ingeret  ardenti  grandia  ligna  foco ; 

Nec  reditom  expectan8  domini  sub  yespere  sero 
Excoquet  agrestes  officiosą  dapes; 

Nec  curret  raptim  genitoris  ad  oscula  prolea, 
Nec  reducem  agnoscent  aemula  turfoa  patmn. 

2uam  sspe  hi  rastris  glebam  fregere  feracen? 

Saepe  horum  cecidit  falce  resecta  seges. 
Suam  Isti  egerunt  stridentia  plaustra  per  agros. 

Et  stimulis  tardo8  increpuere  bores! 
Horum  sylva  vctus  quam  concidit  icta  bipenni, 

^uaque  ruit  lat6  ri  ti^mefecit  humum! 

Ne  tamen  Ambitio  risu  małe  la^ta  maligno 
Sortem ve,  aut  lusus,  aut  rude  temnat  opus! 

Nec  fronte  ext'ipiat  ventosa  Supcrbia  torva 
Pauperiś  aunalcs,  histońasqac  brevcs ! 
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The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  pow*r. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealtb  e*er  gave, 

'Await  alike  tb*  ineritable  bour: 

Tbe  patbs  of  8:lory  Icad  but  to  the  graye. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  tbese  tbe  laułt, 
If  Mem'ry  o*er  their  torab  no  tropbies  raise, 

Wberetbrougb  tbelong-drawn  isle  and  frettedrault 
Tbe  pealing  antbem  swells  tbe  noto  of  praise. 

Can  storied  urn  or  animated  bost 

Back  to  łts  mansłon  cali  tbe  fleetinfr  breatb } 
Can  Honour>8  voice  provoke  the  Bilent  dust, 

Or  Flatfry  sootb  tbe  duli  cold  ear  of  Death  } 


LLOYD'S  POEMS. 


Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 

Some  beart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire  * 

Bands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  hare  sway'd, 
Or  wakHl  to  ecstasy  tbe  living  lyrew 


But  Knoidedge  to  their  eyes  ber  ample  page, 
Rłoh  with  the  spoils  of  Thne,  did  ne*cr  uoroll; 

Chin  Penury  repress^d  their  noble  ragę, 
And  firose  the  genial  corrent  of  tbe  souL 

Fuli  many  a  gem  of  piirest  ray  semne 
The  dark  unfathom^d  caves  of  ocean  bear; 

Fuli  many  a  floiver  is  bom  to  Uusb  unseen. 
And  waste  its  sweetneM  in  the  desert  air. 

Some  ▼ilIage->Hampden,  that  with  dauntless  breast 
The  Ijttle  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood ; 

8ome  matę  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest, 
Some  Cromwell  guUtlesi  of  hii  country's  blood. 


Tb'  applanse  of  list^ning  senates  to  command» 
Tbe  tbreats  of  patn  and  min  to  despise. 

To  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smiliug  land, 
Aod  read  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their  lot  fbrbod :  nor  circumsorib'd  alone 

Their  giowing  yirtues,  but  thoir  cńmes  con6nM; 

Foibad  to  u-ade  through  slanghter  to  a  throne. 
And  shot  tbe  gates  of  mercy  on  mank  nd; 


The  itmggling  pangs  of  eonscious  truth  to  hi  de, 
To  ąuencb  tbe  blushes  of  iugenuous  shame, 

Or  heap  tbe  shrine  uf  luxury  and  pride 
Witb  iucense  kindled  ai  the  MumVi  flamc 

Far  from  tbe  madding  crowd'8  ignoble  strife, 
Their  sober  wisbea  ne^er  leam'd  to  stray; 

Along  tb<»  cool  8equester»d  vale  of  łife 
llieykept  the  noiseless  tenour  of  their  way. 

Yet  ePen  these  bonet  from  insuU  to  protect» 
Some  frail  memoriał  still  erected  nigh, 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless   scnlptbre 
Implorek  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh.  [dcck*d, 

Their  name,  their  years,  spclt  by  the  unletter^d 
Tbe*place  of  famę  and  elegy  supply:       [Muse, 

And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  sti  ew% 
Thal  teach  the  n»tie  moralist  to  di«s. 


Et  genorie  jactatua  honos,  dominatio  regmh, 
auicquid  opea,  qułcquid  forma  dedćre  boni, 

Suprenuun  simul  banc  expectant  omnia  nocten; 
Scilicet  ad  lethum  ducit  honoris  iter. 

Nolite  boa  bumiles  culpae  insimulare,  supeibi, 
Suod  domini  ostendant  nulla  trophsa  decus,     . 

Sui  canit  amissum  longo  ordine  turba  patronom, 
Clarosque  ingeminant  claustra  profunda  sonos. 

An  Tańis  inscripta  notis  angustior  uma, 
Phidiaciimve  loquens  nobile  marmor  opos, 

An  reyooent  antmam  fataii  a  sede  fiigacem  ? 
Detque  itcrum  vita  posse  pńore  fnii  ? 

Poasit  adulantum  senno  penetrare  sepalchrum? 
£vocet  aut  manes  laus  et  inanis  honor? 

Forsan  in  hoc,  olim  diyino  semine  prae&rnans 
In^nii,  hoc  aliqiiis  cespite  dorniit  adhuc. 

Neglecto  hoc  forsan  inceat  sub  cespite,  sceptra 
Cujus  tractarint  fmperiosa  manus. 

Vel  qaa1es  ipso  forsan  vel  Apolline  dignas 
Pultlrint  docto  poIUoe  fila  lyraBw 

DoctrinsB  horum  oculis  ant'qua  yolnmina  priscs 

Nunquam  fliritias  expliou^re  suas. 
Horum  autem  ingenium  torpeacere  fecit  ęgestaa 

Aspeia,  &  anginie  sore  inimica  domi. 

Multa  sub  oceano  pelUicirla  sremma  latescit. 
Et  rudis  ignotum  fert  &  inanc  decus. 

Plurima  neglectos  fragrans  rosa  pandit  odorea, 
Ponit  fc  occidno  pendula  sole  capot 

^mules  Hamdeni  hic  aliquis  requiescat  agrestif, 

duem  patrise  indignans  exstimulavjt  amor; 
Ausus  hic  exiguo  est  yillse  oppugnare  tyranno^ 

Asserere  8c  forti  jura  paterna  mann. 
Aut  mutus  forsai^&toque  inglorius  alter 

Hac  yel  Miltono  par,  requiescat  bumo. 
Dormiat  aut  aliquis  Cromuelli  hic  semalas  andaz, 

Sui  patriam  poterit  vel  jugulasse  suam. 

Eloquio  arrectum  prompto  mulcere  senatum, 

Exi1ii  inunoto  pcctore  ferrt^  mi  nas, 
Divitias  larga  in  patńam  dłflfundere  dextra, 

Historiam  ex  populi  coUigere  ore  suam, 

Illorum  rctuit  9ors  impruba :— ner  tamen  arcto 
Tantum  ad  virtntem  limite  dausit  it^, 

Yenim  etiam  ic  vłtia  ulterius  transire  vetabat, 
Nec  dedit  his  magnum  posse  patrare  scelus. 

Ho8  vetuit  temere  per  strafrem  invadere  regnum, 
Excipere  &>  surda  supplicis  aurę  preces. 

Seatire  ingennum  nec  dedidicere  ruborem, 
Consria  suffusus  qnó  notat  ora  pudor. 

Luxuria  hi  nunquam  s6se  imuirrsere  superba, 
Nec  Murne  his  laudes  prostituere  suas. 

At  placid^  illorum,  procuT  a  certamine  turbe 
Spectabant  propriam  sobria  vota  domum ; 

Suisque  slbi  viven8,  &  s|KYnte  inglorius  exul. 
Dum  tactto  elabens  vita  tcnore  flnit. 

Ha»c  tamen  a  dam  no  qui  scn^et  tutins  ossa. 
En  tumulus  fragilem  pncb-^t  amicits  opcm ! 

Et  vera  agmsti  eliciunt  suspiria  corrfe 
Incults  efiigies,  indocile8que  modi. 

Atque  locum  supplent  elegorum  nomen  &  anni 
9uip  formi  inscribit  rustica  Musa  rudi : 

Multa  etiam  sacri  diifnndit  commat^i  tcxtfis, 
2ucia  meditans  discat  vulgua  agreste  mori. 


LATIN  YERSIOM  OP  A  SONG. 
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For  who,  to  domb  FoorgetfahieM  a  pnj, 
Thń  pleasing  anxiou9  beini;  e^er  resign^d, 

Left  tlie  wann  pre^incts  of  the  cbeerful  day, 
Nor  cast  one  longing  ling*ring  look  behiad  ? 

Od  fome  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies^ 
Some  pious  d^ops  the  closing  eye  requircs ; 

E^n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  Naturę  cries, 
Pbn  Ul  OUT  ashes  live  their  wonted  Ares. 


F«r  thee,  who,  m  ind  ful  of  th*  unhonoar*d  dead» 
Dost  in  the<(e  linea  their  artless  tale  relatc; 

If  chance,  by  lonety  Contetnplation  led, 
Some  kindrcd  spirit  shall  inquire  thy  fate, 

fiaply  some  hoary-headcd  swain  may  ny, 
"  Ofi  ha?e  we  seen  bim  at  the  pcep  ot  dawn 

Biashiog  witłi  hasty  steps  the  dews  away 
TomeeŁ  the  Sun  upon  the  upland  lawn* 


**  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech 
Tbat  wreathes  its  old  fiintastic  roots  so  bigfa» 

His  Ustlew  lengtb  at  noon-tide  woald  he  stretch. 
lud  porę  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

**  Hird  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in  scom, 
Mutfring  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove ; 

Kowdrooprng,  woe^  wan,  Hke  one  forlom, ' 
Or  craz*d  with  care,  or  crossM  in  hopeless  loTe. 


"  One  mom  I  missM  him  on  the  custom^d  hilt, 
AloDg  the  heath  and  near  his  favVite  tree: 

ADOther  came;  nor  yet  beside  tb*  rill, 
Nor  np  the  lawo,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he. 

**  Tbe  Qext  with  dirges  due,  in  sad  array» 
Sow  Łhrough  the  church-yard  path  we  saw  him 
borne. 

Approach  and  read  (for  thou  can^st  rcad)  the  lay, 
OraT'd  on  the  stońe  bcneath  yon  aged  thonu" 

TBB  BPITAPH. 

HiRS  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  Earth, 
A  youth  to  fortunę  and  to  fiime  onknown. 

Fair  Science  frown*d  not  on  his  humble  birth. 
And  Melanch<dy  markM  bim  for  her  own. 

hujge  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere, 
Heav*n  did  a  recompense  as  lar^ly  send: 

He  ftare  to  Mw'ry,  ail  he  had,  a  tear, 
Hegain*d  irom  iieaT*n  (twas  all  be  wish^d)  a 
friend. 


Mo  fisrther  seek  his  meritg  to  disclose. 

Or'draw  hts  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 
(Tbere  tbey  alike  in  trembling  hope.repose) 

Tbe  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 


Heu !  ąuis  enim  dubiS  hic  dnlciąne  excedere  ritl , 
Jussus,  &  setemas  jam  subiturus  a<{uas, 

Descendit  nigram  ad  noctem,  cupidusąue  supremo 
Non  saltem  occiduam  respicit  ore  diem } 

Dccedeus  alicdi  saltem  mens  fidit  amico    * 
In  cujus  blando  pectore  ponitopem; 

Fletum  aliąuem  exposcunt  jam  deficientia  morte 
Lumina,  amicorum  qui  riget  imbre  genas; 

fiuin  etiam  ex  tumulo,  veteris  non  inscia  flammsBy 
Natura  exclamat  fida,  memorąue  sui. 

Ad  tibi,  qui  tenui  hoc  dedncis  cannine  sortem^. 

Et  difunctorum  rustica  fata  gemis,  ^ 

Hue  olim  intentus  si  quis  yestigia  flectat 

Et  fuerit  qualis  socs  tua  forte  roget, 

Huic  aliąuis  forsan  senior  respondeat  nitro 
Cui  niyeis  albent  tempora  sparsa  comis; 

**  Yidimus  hunc  quim  sspe  micantes  roribus  berbai 
Yerrentem  rapido,  mane  rubente,  grado. 

Ad  roseum  solis  pioperabat  ssepius  ortum, 
Summaque  tendebat  per  juga  letus  iter. 

**  Saepe  sub  hac  iago,  radices  nndique  circum 
Suae  ?ari6  antiquas  impitcat  alta  suas, 

Stratus  humi  meditaus  medio  procumberet  ssto^ 
Lustraretque  inbians  flebile  murmur  aąuae. 

**  SsBpius  hanc  sylvam  propter  viridesque  rece«ut 
Urgeret  meditans  plurima,  lentus  iter, 

Intentam  hic  multi  oblectaret  imagine  mentem* 
Mu8ammque  frequen8  soDicitaret  opem. 

Jam  veluti  demens,  tacitis  erraret  in  agris. 
Ant  cujus  sttmulat  corda  repulsus  amor. 

<*  Mane  aderatnuper,tamen  hunc  necvideratarboS, 
Nec  juga,  nec  saliens  foos,  tacitumve  nemus; 

Altera  lux  oritur;  nec  aperti  hic  ralle  videtur, 
Nec  tamen  ad  fagum,  nec  prope  ftmtis  aquam. 

"  Tertia  succe8sit*-4entoque  exangne  cadaver 
Ecce  sepulchrali  est  pompa  secuta  gradu. 

Tu  legę,  namque  potes,  cselatum  in  marmore  car- 
Suod  jaxta  has  vepreaexhibetiste  lapis.'*  [men, 

BPITAPHIUM. 

Coi  nnnqnam  h.y\t  fama  aut  fortuna  aecnnda, 
Congesto  hoc  juvenem  cespite  servat  humus. 

Huic  tamen  arrisit  jucunda  Scientia  Tultu, 
Selęgitąue,  habitans  pectora,  Cura  sibi* 

Łaigus  opnm  fuit,  fc  sincero  pectore  fretus^ 
Accepit  pretium  par,  tńbuente  Deo. 

Indoluit  miserans  inopi,  lachr3nfnasque  profudit, 

—Scilicet  id,  miseris  quod  daret,  omne  fuit. 

A  Coelo  iiiterea  fidum  acquisiTit  amioum, 
Scilicet  id,  ouperet  quod  magis,  omne  foit. 

Ne  merita  ulterius  defuncti  exquirere  pergaa, 
Nec  vitia  ex  sacra  sede  referre  peta.^ 

Utraque  ibi  trepida  pariter  spe  condita  restant, 
In  gremio  Patris  scilicet  atque  Dei« 


SONG, 

BY  A  PBESON  OP  QUAŁTIT  '. 

Fum^nio  spread  thy  purple  pimon^t 
Gentle  Cupid,  o>cr  my  heart; 

I  a  slare  in  tby  dominions: 
Naturę  must  gire  way  to  art. 

i  From  Fope^s  works. 


CARMEN  ELEGAN& 

Tt;Qi7B  adeo  roseas  expande  yolatilis  alas. 
Et  leriter  pectus  tange,  Cupido,  mcam. 

Imperiis,  palchelle,  tuis  ego  senrulus  ultro; 
Katuram  ars  yictriz  scilicet  iisque  domat. 
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Mild  Arcadians,  ever  bloomiog, 
Nigbtly^  jiodding  o'er  your  flocks, 

See  my  weary  day3  consumiiig, 
Ali  beoeath  yoQ  flow'ry  rock& 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddess  weeping^ 
Moum*d  Adonis,  darli ng  youth: 

Him  the  boar  in  sifence  creeping, 
Oor*d  with  anrelenting  tooth. 

Cyothia,  tnne  harmonious  nambers; 

Fair  Discietion,  string  the  lyre^ 
Sooth  my  ever-walcing  slumbers : 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir! 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrours, 
ArmM  in  adamantine  chains, 

Lead  me  to  the  crystal  mirrora^ 
Wafring  soft  Elysian  plains. 

Moumfnl  cypress,  yerdant  willow, 
Gilding  my  Aurelia'8  brows, 

Morpheus  hov>ring  o^er  my  piUow^ 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vowi. 

Melancfaoly,  smooth  Mseanderf 
SwifUy  purling  in  a  round. 

On  thy  mai^in  lovers  wander, 
With  Iłiy  flow'ry  chaplets  croWd. 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping, 
Softly  seeks  ber  silent  matę, 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  stooping; 
Melody  resigns  to  fate. 


ŁL0YD'Ś  VOtMS. 


Arcades,  stemo  ▼kidaDtea' florę  juvent», 
Nocte  innutantes  ąuałtbet  inter  oves, 

Aspicite,  ut  seDsim  łanguens  juveniUor  aptas, 
Haec  juxta,  bee,  inąuam  florea  saica  peritC 

Antę  onmes  carum  sic  levit  Adonida  Cypris, 
Deceptusque  Deam  tristius  ursit  funor; 

Hunc,  tacit^  adrepens  per  densa  silentia  noctis 
Incautum  saevo  dente  momordit  aper. 

Stringe  lyram  inter<^  pulchre  Prudentia  ludens, 
Harmonisąue  grares,  Cyntbia,  fundę  modos ! 

Doctas  ambas  vigiles  curas  sopire  canendo, 
Tuqae  tuum  imperti,  Pneses  Apollo,  chorumt 

Tuque  adamanteis.  Pluton'  annate  cateuis^ 
O  tu  terrorum  rex,  metuende  Deus, 

Duo  me,  qui  passim  chrystallina  flumina  currunt^ 
£lysiłque  łavat  lucida  lympha  oemus. 

Vo«  etiam  maesti  salices,  tri8te8que  cupressi, 
Aurelis  asternum  serta  dicata  meae;        [plicu. 

Audi  etiam,  Morpheu,  divum  placidissime  Mor- 
Ut  queror,  ut  penitus  maceror  igne  novo. 

Trist^  fluens,  sed  len^  fluens,  Maeander,  amsno 
Murmure  qui  cursum  flexilis  orbe  rotas! 

Margine  saspe  etiam  quam  plarimus  errat  amator, 
Cui  tua  submittunt  florea  dona  decus. 

Sic  quaiido  seitsim  łanguens  Philomela,  sileDteni 
Mollior  aggreditur,  nec  sine  voce,  procum; 

Aspice,  de  coelo  interea  Junonius  aleś 
Descendens,  &to  cedit  inane  Mdos, 


PART  OFROMERS  HYMN  TO  APOLLO, 

TRAK8ŁATED  FROM  THE  GREEK. 

GoD  of  tiie  bow !  Apollo,  thee  I  sing; 
Thee,  as  thon  draw'st  amain  the  sounding  string, 
Th'  immortal  pow'rs  revcre  with  homage  Iow, 
And  ev*ry  godhead  trembles  at  thy  bow. 
AIl  butLatona:  she  with  mighty  Jove 
Eyes  thee  with  all  a  tender  parenfs  love; 
Closes  thy  quiTer,  thy  tough  bow  unbends, 
And  high  amid  th'  etherial  dome  suspeiids, 
Theu  smiling  leads  thee,  her  all-glorious  son, 
To  share  the  mighty  Thund'rer*s  awful  throue. 
Goblets  of  nectar  thy  glad  sire  prepares, 
And  thee,  bis  £airest,  noblest  son  declares; 
While  ev'ry  god  sits  rapt,  Latona's  breast 
Beats  with  superior  joy,  and  hails  her  son  confest. 

ThriceblestLatona!  from  thee,  goddess,  sprung 
Diana  chaste,  and  Phoebus  ever-young: 
Her  in  Ortygia's  isle',  and  him  you  borę  /01 

At  Cynthius'  hill  on  Delos*  sea-girt  shore 
Wherc.the  tali  palm  uprears  its  lovely  hoad. 
And  elear  Inopus  laves  the  flow>ry  mead. 

O  Phoebus,  where  shall  I  begin  thy  praise? 
Weil  can'st  thou  nile  the  poefs  artless  lays. 
Oft  on  the  craggy  rock,  or  mountain  hoar. 
By  river  side,  or  on  the  sea'8  hoarse  shorc, 
WandMing  well-pleas^d,  with  masic's  magie  sonnd. 
And  airs  divine,  thou  charm'st  the  region  round. 
Siiy,  shall  1  sing  how  first  on  Delos*  shore, 
Thee,  glorious  progeny,  Latona  borę*? 
How  first  from  other  isles,  beset  with  grief, 
In  Tain  thy  tortur'd  mother  sought  relief. 
Each  to  her  out-cast  woe  denied  abode. 
Nor  dorst  one  isle  receive  the  futare  god. 

^  Delos  aiid  Ortygia  are  mentioned  as  different 
islands  in  the  orJginal. 

3  Herc  scYural  Terses  containing  notSiing  but  a 
merę  list  of  the  names  of  islands  are  onitted. 


At  length  to  Delos  came  the  lab^rii^  fair. 
And  suppliant  thus  besought  her  needftil  care: 

"  Delos !  Teceive  ApoUo»  and  O !  raise 
A  glorious  tempie  to  record  his  pmiae ! 
Then  shall  he  go^ern  thee  with  gentle  sway. 
And  only  Phcebus  shall  thine  ide  obey. 
Whatthough  no  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  juicy  Tinę, 
Nor  plants  of  thousand  natures  shall  be  thine, 
Swift  to  the  tempie  of  the  Bowyer-king^, 
Oblations  rich  shall  every  nation  bring; 
For  ever  from  thy  altars  shall  arise 
The  fragrant  incense  of  burnt-sacrifice. 
No  longer  then  regret  tby  barreo  aoil,  ^ 
Rcoeire  the  god,  and  live  by  others'  toil!** 

She  spake :  with  inward  rapture  Delos  smifd. 
And  flOothM  the  suppliant  pow'r  with  answer  miid. 

"  Latona !  mighty  Cffius*  daughter  fair, 
PuU  willingly  would  Delos  ease  thy  care, 
Fuli  willingly  behold  her  barren  earth 
ąWitness  the  glortes  of  Apollo'8  birth: 
lUne  mighty  god  would  raise  my  łowly  nam^, 
Anfl  consecmte  his  uative  isłe  to  &me. 
One  fear  alone  distracts  my  beatiog  lieart  j 
That  fear,  O  goddess,  list  while  I  impart. 
Second  to  nonę  ainid  th'  etherial  skiea, 
Apollo  soon  all  terrible  shall  rise : 
Ali  nations  shall  adore  the  mighty  god. 
And  kiags  and  kingdoms  tremble  at  his  nod. 
Haply  (for  ah!  direfears  my  soul  infest. 
And  fili  with  horrour  my  tumuttttous  breaist) 
Soon  as  tbe  glorious  godhead  shall  be  bom. 
My  desert  region  wUl  he  view  with  soorn, 
Indignant  spum  me,  curse  my  barraa  soil. 
And  plunge  into  tbe  wares  my  hated  isle« 

'  Bottyer4ang  and  Btneyer^god  are  espressioni 
frequently  used  by  Dryden,  in  bis  Tersion  of  the 
first  Uiad,  to  oignify  Apollo* 


HTMNTO  APOLLO. 


IM 


TriompliMit  iben  to  hsppicf  cłmiM  itemore, 

Tbere  fis  his  shrine,  plant  there  his  sacred  groTe. 

Whelm'd  in  thebńny  main  shall  Delos  lay. 

To  all  tbe  fiimy  breod  a  wretofacd  prey. 

But,  O  Latona!  if,  to  qiieU  my  fear, 

Yoa*U  deign  a  solemn  sacred  oath  to  swear, 

Tlat  berę  the  god  his  gloHous  seat  shall  hołd. 

And  here  his  sapient  oracles  uniołd, 

Yoar  sacred  barthen  here,  Latona,  lay, 

Here  view  the  godhead  bursting  into  day." 

Tbus  Ddos  pray*d,  nor  was  her  pray'r  denied. 

But  soon  with  solemn  vow8  thus  rati6ed : 

"  Witness  O  Heaven  and  Earth !  O  Stygian  lakę ! 

Bite adjarstion,  that  no  god  may  break! 

In  Delos  shall  Apollo^  sbrine  be  rear*d,     [ver'd.** 

Mm,  bis  best  bełov*d,  most  honour'd,  most  re- 

Tbos  7ow'd  JLatcma:  Delos  haii'd  her  earth 
Bfest  ia  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth^ 
Nioe  hapless  days  and  nights,  with  writhing  throes, 
And  sil  the  an^ish  of  a  motber^s  woes, 
latona  tortai*d  lay;  in  sorrowing  mood, 
Aromid  ber  many  a  sister-goddess  stood. 
AJ«ft  in  Heaven  in^ieria]  Juno  aat, 
Aod  Tiew'd  relentless  her  unhappy  iate. 
Ludna  too,  the  kind  assuaging  powV 
That  tends  the  lab'r]ng  motber's  child-4ied  hoar, 
Aod  mitigates  her  woes,  in  goldea  biouds 
High  on  Olympus*  top  the  gcMidess-sbronds. 
Her  laige  foli  eyes  with  indignation  loU, 
And  liTid  anvy  fleiz*d  her  hanghty  soul, 
That  from  Latona^  loins  was  doom'd  to  spring 
So  great  a  son,  the  mighty  Bowyer-ktng. 
The  milderpow*rs,  ths^  near  the  l&b'ring  &ir, 
View*d  sil  her  pangs  with  unavailing  carey 
Fair  Iris  sent,  the  many  coloar*d  maid. 
To  gain  with  goodly  gifts  Lucina^s  ud, 
But  diar^d  her  heed,  lesi  Juno  shonld  prevent 
With  piohibition  dite  their  kind  intent. 
Tleet  as  the  winged  winds,  the  flying  £sir 
With  nimbie  pinion  cnt  the  liąuid  air. 
Ofympus  gain'd,  apart  she  calFd  the  maid, 
Tben  songht  with  many  a  pniy'r  her  needfol  aid, 
And  BOY^d  her  soul:  when  soon  with  dove-like 


Swiftiy  they  measni^d  baek  the  yiewless  airy  spaoe. 

Soon  as  to  Delos'  isle  Lucina  came 
The  pangs  of  travail  seiz'd  Latona>s  frame. 
Her  twining  anns  she  threw  the  palm  around» 
And  prest  witfa  deep-indented  knee  the  ground: 
Thea  into  day  sprung  forth  the  joUy  boy, 
Earth  8mil*d  beneath,  and  Heaven  reng  with  joy.  • 
.  Tbe  sister  pow^rs  that  round  latona  stood. 
With  chaste  ablutions  ćleansM  tbe  infiint-god« 
His  lovely  limbs  in  mantle  wbite  they  bound. 
And  geotły  drew  a  golden  swathe  around. 
He  hung  not  helpless  at  his  mother's  breast. 
Bat  Tbenus  fed  him  with  an  heavenly  feast. 
Pleas^l  whiie  Latona  yiews  the  hea?enly  boy, 
And  fondlyglows  with  all  a  mothet^s  joy, 
The  histy  babę,  strong  with  ambrosial  food, 
In  Tsin  thetr  bónds  or  golden  swathes  withjstood, 
Boads,  swathes,  and  ligaments  with  ea^ąhe  broke. 
And  thus  tbe  wond^rrog  deities  bespoke : 
"  The  lyre,  and  sounding  bow,  and  to  declare 
The  ThundVei's  counsels,  be  Apollo^s  care.*> 

He  spake;  and  onwards  all  majestic  strode; 
The  qaeen  of  Heaven  aw&*8trućk  Tiew'd  the  god. 
Delos  beheld  him  with  a  tender  smile, 
Ani  hailM,  eurichHl  with  gold,  her  happy  isle  j 
Her  happy  isle,  Apollo's  native  seat, 
His  lacred  baiut,  his  best-helov*d  retreat 


6rac>d  with  Apollo,  Deloi  glorious  diines, 

As  the  tali  mountain  cn>wn'd  with  stately  pineg. 

Now  stony  Cynthus  would  tbe  god  asoend. 
And  now  his  conrse  to  ysrious  islands  beiid. 
Fali  many  a  Jhne,  and  rock,  and  shady  groTe, 
River,  and  mountain  did  ApoUo  love ; 
But  chiefly  Delos:  tbe  looians  there, 
With  their  chaste  wiyes  and  prattling  babes,  repair^ 
There  gladly  celebrate  Apollo*8  name 
With  many  a  solemn  rite  and  sacred  gamę;  ■ 
The  joUy  dance  and  holy  hymn  prepare. 
And  with  the  csestus  urge  the  manly  war. 
If,  when  their  sacred  feast  th*  lonians  hołd, 
Their  gallant  sports  a  stranger  should  behold, 
View  the  strong  nenres  the  brawny  chiefs  that 
Or  eye  the  softer  cbarms  of  fiemale  grace;  [braoe« 
Then  mark  their  riohes  of  a  thounnd  kinds. 
And  their  tali  ships  born  swift  before  the  winds^ 
So  goodly  to  the  sight  would  all  appear, 
The  fair  assembly  gods  be  would  declare. 
There  to  the  Dełian  yirgins,  beauteous  choir, 
Apollo's  handmaids,  wake  the  liring  lyre; 
To  Phcebus  first  they  consecrate  the  lays, 
Latona  then  and  chaste  Diana  praise, 
Then  heroes  ołd,  and  matrons  chaste  rehearse. 
And  soothe  the  raptur'd  heart  with  sacred  verse. 
Bach  Yoice,  the  Delian  maids,  each  human  sound 
With  aptest  imitation  sweet  resound: 
Their  tongue  so  justly  tune  with  acoents  new, 
That  nonę  the  false  distinguish  firom  the  true. 

Latona!  Phoebus!  Dian,  lovely  fair! 
Blest  Delian  nymphs,  Apollo*s  chiefest  care,  • 
All  bail  1  and  O  with  praise  your  poet  crown. 
Nor  a|l  hif  labonrs  in  oblivion  drown ! 
If  haply  some  poor  pilgrin^  shall  inquire, 
"  O,  virgins,  who  most  skilful  smites  the  lyief 
Whose  lofty  yerse  in  sweetest  descant  rolls. 
And  cbarms  to  ecstasy  the  hearers  souls?'* 
O  answer,  *'  A  blind  bard  in  Chios  dwells, 
In  all  the  arts  of  yerse  who  far  excels." 
Then  o'er  the  earth  shall  spread  my  glorious  famę. 
And  distant  nations  shall  record  my  name. 
But  Phoebus  neve)r  will  I  cease  to  sing, 
Latona'8  noble  son,  the  mighty  Bowyer-kmg. 

Tbee  Lycia  and  Maeonia,  thee,  great  pow*r, 
The  blest  Miletus'  habitants  adore ; 
But  thy  loy'd  haunt  is  sea-girt  Delos'  shore.. 

Now  Pytho*s  stony  soil  Apollo  treads. 
And  all  around  ambrosial  fregrance  sheds, 
Then  strikes  with  matcbless  art  the  golden  stringą^ 
And  ev'ry  bill  with  hearenly  musie  riiigs. 

Olympus  now  and  the  divine  abodes 
Glorious  be  seeks,  and  mixcs  with  the  gods. 
Each  hearenly  bosom  pants  with  fond  desiro 
To  hear  tbe  lofty  yerse  and  golden  lyre. 
Drawn  by  tbe  magie  sound,  the  Virgia-Nino 
With  warblings  sweet  the  sacred  minstrel  join: 
Now  with  glad  hoart,  loud  yoice,  and  jocuud  iays 
Fuli  sweetly  carol  bounteous  Heaven's  praise; 
And  now  in  dirges  sad,  and  nunibers  slow 
Relate  the  piteous  tale  of  human  woe; 
Woe,  by  the  gods  on  wretched  mortals  cast, 
Who  yainly  sbun  affliction's  wintry  blast. 
And  all  in  vain  attempt  with  fgnd  delay    [away.*^ 
Deatb's  certaiu  shaft  to  ward,  or  chase  old  aire 

The  Graces  there,  and  smiliog  Hours  are  seeii. 
And  Cytherea,  langhter-loving  queen, 
And  Harmony,  and  Hebe,  loycly  baud. 
To  sprightlicst  measures  dancing  band  in  hand. 
There,  of  no  common  port  or  yulgar  mień, 
Wilh  hearenly  radiance,'shines  thehuntiess-ąueen. 
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Warbles  responsire  to  the  gokJen  lyrCf 
Tunes  her  gla<l  note^,  and  joins  the  Tirgin  choir, 
There  Mara  and  Merciiry  with  awkward  play. 
And  uncouth  gatnbols,  waste  the  live*loDg  day. 

There  as  Apollu  nioves  with  graceful  pace 
A  thousand  srlories  płay  around  his  face; 
In  splendour  drest  h«  joins  the  festire  band, 
And  swecps  the  golden  lyre  with  magie  hand. 
Mean  while,  Łatona  and  imperial  Jove 
Eye  the  bright  godhead  with  parental  love; 
And,  as  the  dcities  around  him  play,  [Toy^. 

Weil  pleas^d  his  goodly  mień  and  avi^l  port  surw 


FROM  CATULWS, 
Chloe,  that  dear  bewttchiug  .prude, 
Still  calls  ino  saucy,  pert,  and  rude, 

And  bometimes  al  most  strikes  me^ 
And  yet,  I  swear,  1  can*t  tell  how. 
Spite  of  the  knitting  of  her  braw, 

rm  vcry  surę  she  likes  me. 

Ask  you  me,  why  I  iancy  thos?    • 
Why,  I  have  callM  her  jilt,  and  pnsSy 

And  thon?ht  myself  above  her; 
And  yet  I  feel  it,  to  my  cost, 
That  when  1  raił  against  her  most, 

Pm  very  surę  I  loTe  her. 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF 

THE    HENR! A  DR 

TRANSI.ATED  FROM  THE  FRSUCR  OP  M.  DE 

YOŁTAIRB. 

Thy  chieftain,  France,  of  try*d  illustńous  worth. 
By  right  of  oonąuest,  king,  by  right  of  birth, 
I  sing.     Whoj  tutorM  in  misfortunc^s  school, 
There  leamt  the  noblost  science,  hoM'  to  rule; 
Bad  faction's  ftirious  discord  cease  to  rave, 
Valiant  to  conquer,  mcrciful  to  save; 
Baffled  the  daring  league*s  rebellious  schemes, 
Biayenne'8  proud  hopes,  and  Spaiu's  ambitious 

dreams: 
With  civil  pnidence  blest,  with  martial  fire, 
A  nation*8  conqueror,  and  a  nation^s  sire.  [beight 
Truth,.  heavenly  maid,  from  th'  Empyrasan 
Descend,  and  with  thy  strong  and  purest  light 
My  yerse  illume !  and  O,  let  mortals  hear 
Thy  sacrod  word,  and  awfulły  revere! 
Be  thou  my  guide !  thy  sagę  experience  brings 
Unerring  maxim8  to  the  ear  of  kings. 
Tis  thine,  blest  maid,  and  oniy  thine,  to  show 
Wbat  most  befits  the  regal  pow*r  to  know. 
Purge  thou  the  film  from  ofT  a  nation*s  eyrs, 
And  show  what  ills  fróm  civil  discord  rise ! 

*  The  translator,  when  he  began  this  piece,  had 
some  thougłits  of  giying  a  compkte  English  ver* 
sion  of  ali  Homer's  llymns,  being  the  onIy  parts 
of  his  works  never  yet  translated;  but  (to  say 
nothing  of  his  opinion  of  this  specimen  of  his 
translatjon)  foaring  that  this  species  of  poetry, 
thotigh  it  has  its  beautjes,  and  does  not  want  ad- 
mirers  among  the  leamed,  wu«\id  appear  far  less 
agreeable  to  the  merc  English  readcr,  be  desisted. 
They ,  who  would  form  the  justest  idea  of  this  sort 
of  composition  among  the  amńents,  may  be  better 
informed,  by  perusing  Dr.  Akenside^s  most  classi- 
cal  Hymn  to  the  Naiads,  thao  from  any  triuslation 
«f  Homer  or  Callimachus. 


Nor  spaie  with  decent  boldness  to  discload 
The  pnnce'8  erroars,  and  the  p«ople*8  woet: 
And  O !  if  Fable  e*er,  in  times  of  yore, . 
Mix*d  her  soft  accents  with  thy  stemer  lorę, 
If  e^er  her  hand  adomM  thy  toWring  head, 
x\nd  o'er  thy  front  her  milder  graces  spread; 
If  e'er  her  shades,  which  loringiy  anite, 
Bad  thy  fair  form  spring  stronger  into  light, 
With  me,  permit  her  al  1  thy  steps  co  tiace, 
Not  to  conceal  thy  beauties,  but  to  grace!  [bow*r, 
Still  Yalois  reign*d,   and  sunk  in  pleasure^i 
0'er  a  mad  state  held  loose  the  reins  of  pow*r: 
'The  trampled  law  had  lost  its  ancient  fbrce, 
And  right  confounded,  mi8s*d  her  eren  course. 
HTwas  thus  when  Yalois  Francis  sceptre  bore» 
ScepterM  indeed,  but  now  a  king  no  morę; 
Not  glory'8  minion  now,  the  Toice  of  famę, 
SwelPd  the  loud  trumpet  to  the  hero^s  name; 
His  laurels  wtther>d,  and  all  blasted  now, 
Which  conąuest  hung  upon  his  infant  brow; 
Whose  progress  Europę  mark*d  with  consdoui 

fear, 
Whose  loss  provokM  his  country^s  common  tear, 
When,  the  Inng  train  of  all  his  Tirtues  known, 
The  North  admiring  call*d  him  to  the  throne. 
In  second  rank,  the  light  which  strikes  the  eyes, 
RaisM  to  the  first,  grows  dim,  and  feebly  dies. 
From  war'8  stem  soldier,  actire,  firm,  and  biare, 
He  sunk  a  monarch,  ploasure^s  abject  slare. 
LullM  with  soft  ease,  fbrgetfiil  all  of  state, 
His  weakness  totter'd  with  a  kingdomls  weight; 
Whiist  lost  in  sloth,  and  dead  to  glońous  famę, 
The  soDS  of  riot  govem'd  in  his  name. 
Suelus,  St  Maigrin,  death-cemented  pair, 
Joyeuse  the  gay,  and  D^Ksperon  the  fair, 
The  carelcss  king  in  pleasure  plung'd  with  thesa, 
In  lust  intemperate,  and  lethargic  ease. 

Mean  time,  the  Guises,  fbrtunate  and  biare, 
Catch*d  the  fair  moment  which  his  weakness  gsTe. 
Then  rosę  tbe  fatal  league  in  evil  hour, 
That  dreadfiil  rival  of  his  waning  |x>w*r. 
The  peopłe  blind,  their  sacred  monarch  bra^'d, 
Led  by  those  tyrants,  who  their  rights  ensla?*d. 
His  friends  forsook  him,  belpless  and  alone, 
His  servant8  chas*d  him  from  his  royal  throne; 
Revolted  Paris,  deaf  to  kingly  awe, 
Within  her  gates  tbe  crowding  stranger  saw. 
Through  all  the  city  burict  reb«llion's  flame; 
And  all  was  lost,  when  Tirtuous  Bourbon  came; 
Came,  fuli  of  warlike  ardour,  to  restore 
That  lighc  his  prince,  deluded,  had  no  morę. 
His  active  prescnee  lureathM  an  instant  flame; 
No  Longer  now  the  sluggisb  sona  of  shame, 
Onward  they  press,  where  glory  calls,  to  arms. 
And  spring  to  war  from  pleasure^s  silken  charais: 
To  Paris*  gates  both  kings  advaiice  amain, 
Romę  felt  th'  alann,  and  trembled  haughty  Spain: 
Wbile  Europę,  watching  where  the  tempest  fiJls^ 
With  anxious  eyes  beheld  th'  unbappy  walls. 
•  Witbin  was  Discord,  with  her  heit-bom  tnuo, 
Stirring  to  war  the  league,  and  haughty  Mayne, 
The  pcople,  and  the  church :  and  from  on  big^ 
CaU'd  out  to  Spam,  rebellion's  promptalły. 
Discord,  dread  monster,  deaf  to  haman  woe. 
To  her  own  subjects  an  avengeful  fbe, 
Bloody,  impetuous,  eager  to  destroy, 
In  man*s  misfortnne  foonds  ber  hateńil  joy; 
To  neither  party  ought  of  mercy  showo, 
Well-pleasM  she  stabs  the  dagger  in  hęr  own; 
Dwells  a  fierce  tyrant  in  the  breast  she  fires, 
And  smites  to  puni^  wbat  benelf  inspires. 
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West  of  Łbe  city,  near  those  bor^en  gay, 
^bere  Seine  obliqueiy  windę  ber  sloping  vay, 
Sceoes  now,  wbere  PIea8ure*8  soft  i-etrcats  are 

foaod, 
Vliere  triamphs  Art,  and  Naturę  smiles  around, 
"hen,  by  Łhc  wiłl  of  fate,  the  błoody  staice 
-or  war*!  stem  combat  and  re1entles»  ragc) 
^h^unbappy  Va]ois  bad  bis  truóps  advance, 
rbere  ni»h*d  at  oncc  tłkc  geaerous  stron icth  of 

France. 
i  tiwu^ind  heroes,  eager  for  tbe  fit^bt, 
Sy  sects  dirided,  from  reveDt;c  unitc.     , 
rhese  rirtui>u.>  Bouibon  Icads,  tboir  chosen  g:uide, 
rbelr  rause  confederate,  and  their  hmrts  allied. 
U  seein*d  tbe  arroy  felt  one  cooimon  flaine, 
Tbetrseal,  rełi^ion,  cause,  and  chief  tbe  same. 

The  sacr«^  Louis,  sire  of  Bourbon^s  race, 
From  Bzure  skics,  beside  tbe  throne  of  grace, 
With  holy  joy  bełicld  his  futurę  heir, 
And  ey*ń  the  bero  wltb  pnternal  care; 
With  such  as  propbcts  łecl,  a  blest  prcsage, 
He  caw  tbe  tirtucs  of  bis  ripening  age: 
Saw  Glory  roand  him  all  ber  kinrelsdeal» 
Yet  vaird  bis  errours,  tbougb  be  lot'd  bis  zeał; 
With  eye  prophetic  be  bebeld  t^en  noir, 
•pie  crown  of  France  adom  his  royal  brow ; 
He  ^aew  tbe  wreatb  was  destin*d   wbich  tbey 

gare, 
More  viUM  the  Saint,  the  ligfat  wbich  shiues  to 
iave» 
Stitl  Henry's  8t4;pfi  inoT'd  onward  to  the  throne, 
By  KCret  ways,  e*en  to  himself  aukAown; 
His  belp  from  H€*aven  tbe  boly  propbet  sent; 
But  hid  tbe  arm  bis  wise  indalgence  lent: 
lfiX  yoK  of  coiiquest,  be  bad  slackM  his  6ame, 
Nor  ^rappled  danger  for  tbe  meed  af  famę. 

Ab«ady  Mars  bad  donn'd  his  coat  of  mail, 
And  doubtfal  Conquest  beld  her  e^en  scalę ; 
Camage  with  blood  bad  mark'd  his  purple  way, 
And  słatighter'd  heaps  in  wiłd  confusion  lay, 
When  Va'.ois  thus  his  partner  king  addrest, 
TIu*  »igh  deejKbeaTing  from  his  anxiou8  breast 
"  You   see  wbat  fate,  what  bumbling  fate  is 
minę. 
Kor  yet  ałoney>i4be  injary  is  thine. 
Tho  dauntk^ss  league,  by  hardy  chieftains  led, 
Wkich  hisses  fiaction  with  her  Hydra  head, 
BoMIy  confederate  by  a  despei-ate  oath, 
Aiois  not  at  me  alone,  but  strikes  at  botb. 
Thoogh  I  loog  sińce  tbe  regal  circie  wear, 
Thou;rh  thnu  by  rank  succecd  my  rightfitł  bcir, 
?ans  disowns  us,  nor  will  bomagc  bring 
To  me  their  presmt,  you  their  futurę  ki  ni?. 
Thine,  well  tbey  know  tbe  next  illustrioub  claim, 
From  law,    from    birtb,   and  dccds  of   loudcst 

fiune; 
Yet  from  tbat  throne^s  hereditary  rl^ht 
Where  1  bnttotter,  wou*d  exc!ufle  thee  quite. 
Bdipon  hurls  her  furious  bolts  on  thee. 
And  holy  coiinc:b  }oin  her  f)rm  decree: 
Romę,  tbough  sbe  ratse  no  soldier^s  martial  band, 
YiAkiadlcs  warthrougb  every  awe-struck  land; 
Beneath  her  bannrrs  bids  each  host  repair. 
And  tnists  her  thunder  to  tbe  Spaniard^s  care, 
Far  from  my  bopes  each  summer  fricnd  is  Aown, 
Ku  subjects  bail  mc  on  my  sacred  throne; 
No  kindrnl  now  the  kind  afliection  shows, 
AU  fly  their  king,  abandon,  or  oppow: 
Błdi  m  my  spoils,  with  greedy  treacherons  baste, 
Whiie  the  buc  Spaaiard  lays  my  country  waste. 
tOŁ.  XV. 


Midst  foes  like  thcse,  abattdonM,  and  betray^d, 
France  in  ber  tum  shall  seck  a  foreign  aid : 
Shall  Brftain*s  court  by  socrct  methods  try. 
And  win  Eliza  for  a  firm  ally. 
Of  old  I  know  between  eaCh  pow'rful  state, 
Subsists  a  jealous  and  immortal  hate ; 
That  London  llfts  its  tow^ring  front  on  hijh. 
And  łooks  on  Paris  with  a  rival  eve ; 
Hut  I,  tbe  monarch  of  each  pagcaiit  thł-onri 
Havc  now  no  subjects,  and  no  country  owii : 
Vengeane» alone  my  stem  Tesohes  av6w', 
W  ho  gives  me  that,  to  me  is  Frenchman  now. 
Tbe  snail-pac*d  agents,  whose  deliberate  way, 
Creeps  on  in  trammels  of  prescrib^d  dclay, 
Such  fit  not  nowj  'tis  you,  preat  prince,  alone 
Must  baste  a  suppliant  to  E'iza*!i  throne, 
Tour  voice  alone  shall  needful  succours  bring. 
And  urm  Britannia  for  an  injnr^d  king. 
To  Albion  hence',  and  let  tby  bappier  name 
Plead  the  king's  cause,  and  raise  tbeir  generout 

flame! 
My  foes*  defeat  upon  thy  arm  depends. 
Bot  from  thy  virtue  1  must  bope  for  friends." 
Thus  spoke  the  king,  while  Henry^s  looks  con- 
fest, 
The  jealous  ardour  whicb  inllamM  bis  breast, 
Lest  other8'>arm8  might  urge  tbeir  glorious  claimy 
And  rayisb  from  him  balf  the  meed  of  famę. 
With  deep  regret  the  bero  number^d  o'er 
The  wreaths  of  glory  be  bad  won  before ; 
When,  withont  succoors,  without  skilPs  intrigue, 
Himself  with  Conde  shook  tbe  ti^embting  league. 
When  tbose  conMumd,  who  hołd  the  r^alsway, 
It  is  a  subject*s  virtue  to  obey. 
Resolv*d  to  foUow  what  tbe  king  commands^ 
The  blows,  suspended,  fell  not  from  bis  bands; 
He  rein'.d  the  ardour  of  bis  noble  mind, 
And  parting  left  tbe  gatber^d  wreaths  behind. 
Tb'  astonisb*d  army  fdt  a  deep  concem, 
Fate  fleem*d  depending  on  the  chief *s  return. 
His  absence  still  unknown,  tbe  pent-np  foe 
In  dire  expectance  dread  the  audden  Uow; 
While  Yalois'  troops  still  fcel  tbeir  hero's  fłame^ 
And  Virtue  trMmphs  in  her  Henry*s  name. 

Of  all  his  iiivVitcs,  nonę  tbeir.chinf  attend, 
Save  Mornay  brave,  his  souPs  familiar  friend, 
Momay  of  bteady  faith,  and  manners  plain, 
Aud  truth,  untainted  with  the  ilatt*rers  strain; 
Rich  in  desert,  of  ralour  rarely  tried, 
A  virtuous  champion,  thoos:h  on  errour^s  sidę; 
With  signal  pmdence  blest,  with  patriot  zeal 
Firm  to  his  church,  and  to  the  publlc  weal; 
Ceosor  of  courtiers,  but  by  courts  belov*d,        ' 
Rome*s  fierce  assailanl,  and  by  Romę  approv*d. 

Across  two  rocks,  where  with  tremendous  roar, 
The  foaming  ocean  lashes  either  shore. 
To  Dieppe'8  strong  port  the  bero'8  steps  rcpaii) 
The  ready  sailors  ply  their  busy  care. 
The  tow'ring  shipSi  oW  Ocean^s  lofdly  kings, 
Ałoft  in  air  display  tbeir  canvas  winsrs; 
Not  swelPd  by  Boreas  now,  the  i^lassy  seas 
Flow»d  calmly  on,  with  Zcphyt*f»  genttc  breeze. 
Now,    anchor   weigh*d,   tbey*  quit   the   friendly 

shore, 

,  And  land  receding  greets  their  eycs  no  more. 
Jocund  tbey  saiPd,  and  Albion*t  cbalky  beigbt 
At  distanoe  rosę  fali  fairly  to  the  sight. 
When   rumbling    thunders   re&d   tb*   afFrighte^ 

pole) 
Łoud  roar  tbe  winds,  and  soas  tempestuout  roli; 
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Thf  livid  1i|rhtnings  c1eave  tbc  darkenM  air, 
And  all  arouiid.reigiis  borrour  and  despair. 
No  paitial  /car  thc  heru^s  bosom  knou'8, 
Which  only  treuibled  fur  his  country'^  woes, 
U  seeni*d  his  looks  toward  her  iii  silcnce  bent, 
Aocas'd  tbe  wiud$,  whicb  cros«'d  his  grcat  tn- 

tent. 
So  C9D$>ar,  striviDg  for  a  conqaer^d  vorId, 
Near  Epire^s  banks,  wiŁh  adrcnsc  tempests  hurrd^ 
lYusting,  undaunted,  and  securcly  brav«,  ' 
Rome^s  and  tłie  world*s  fate  to  tbe  swelling  iirave, 
Tbough  leaguM  witb  Poiupey  Neptane'8  adf  co* 

*gage, 
Oppos'd  his  fortnne  to  duli  Oceanii  nige« 

Mean  tim«  that  God,  wUoae  power  the  tempest 
binds, 
Who  rides  triumphant  on  tbe  wings  of  winds, 
That  (lod,  whose  wisdom,  which  presides  o'er  all, 
Can  rai&e,  protect,  or  crush  tbis  earthly  bali, 
From  his  brigbt  throne,  beyoud  tbe  sUrry  skies, 
Beheld  the  bero  witb  considering  eyęs. 
God  wai)  his  guide,  and  'mid  thc  tempesta  roar 
The  tossing^essel  reachM  the  neighbouring  shore; 
Where  Jersey  rises  ^m  the  Ocean^s  bed, 
There,  Heaven-conducted,  was  tbe  bero  led. 

At  a  smali  distance  finom  tbe  shore,  tbere  stood 
Tbe  growth  of  many  yeara^  a  shadowy  wood. 
A  ne:ghboiiring  rock  the  całm  retiremcnt  saves 
From  the  rude blastSi  and  boarse-reaounding  waves. 
A  grotto  stands  behiud,  whose  stnicturu  knows 
The  simpte  grace,  wbicb  Nature^s  band  bestows. 
Herę  far  firom  court  remov'd»  a  holy  sagę 
Speut  the  mild  ev^ninj:  of  declinung  age. 
Whiie  .firee  from  worldly  toils,  and  worldly  vvoe. 
His  onl}'^  study  was  himsełf  to  know: 
Uere  mu8*d,  ręgretting  on  his  mlspent  days, 
Or  lost  in  love,  or  pleasure^s  flowry  maże. 
No  gusts  of  folly  swell  the  dangerous  tide, 
Whtie  all  his  passions  to  a  calm  subsidc; 
The  bubbie  life  he  held  ań  empty  dream, 
His  food  the  simple  herb,  his  drink  the  stream; 
Tranąuil  and  calm  he  drew  his  aged  breath. 
And  look'd  witb  patience  toward  the  port  of 

dcath, 
Wht^n  tbe  pure  soul  to  blissful  realms  shall  soar. 
And  join  with  Ood  himsełf  to  part  no  morę. 
The  Ood  he  worshipp'd  ey'd  the  zealoos  sagę, 
And  bless'd  witb  wi9dom*8  lorę  his  sUver'd  age': 
6ave  him  the  skill  of  prophecy  to  know. 
And  from  Fate^s  voIume  read  eyents  below.' 

The  sagę  with  conscious  joy  tiie  prince  addressM, 
And  spread  the  tabie  for  his  royal  guest; 
The  prompt  repast,  which  simple  Naturę  suits, 
Tłie  8tream*s  fresh  water,  and  thc  Ibresfs  roots. 
Not  unaocustom'd  to  the  homely  iare, 
The  warriour  sat;  fbroft  from  busy  care, 
Froiu  court  retir^d,  aud  pump'8  fastidious  pride, 
The  hen>  dar'd  to  throw  the  king  aside: 
And  in  tbe  rustic  cot  we11-plea8*d  partook 
Of  labour*8  mean  repast,  and  cheerful  louk ; 
Found  in  bim^^lf  the  joys  to  kińgs  unknowu 
And  self.depos*d  forgot  the  lordly  thronc. 

Tbe  worid^scontention  to.their  minds  suppłies 
Much  conver«e,  Wholesome  to  tbe  good  and  wisc. 
Much  did  Uiey  talk  of  woes  in  buman  life, 
Of  Christian  kingdoms  tom  with  jarring  strife. 
The  aeal  of  Mornay,  like  a  stubborn  fort, 
AttachM  to  Calvin  stood  his  flrm  support. 
Henry,  still  doubting,  sought  th'  indujgent  skies, 
lliat  light*8  alear  ray  migbt  biirtit  opon  his  eyes, 


**  Must thcn,**  said b<',  "  the  troth  be always  fimiid. 
To  mortals  weak  witb  mists  enćompass^d  roiindł 
Must  1  still  err  ?  my  wny  in  darkness  trod. 
Nor  know  the  patii  whiofa  leads  me  to  my  Ood? 
If  all  alike  he  wiird  us  to  obey, 
The  God  who  willM  it,  had  pre«crib*d  tbe  way." 

"  Let  Us  not  vatniy  God's  designs  eirplore !" 
(The  sagę  reply*d)  '*  be  humbie  and  adore ! 
Arraign  not  mndly  Heav*n*s  uncrring  laws 
Kor  faułts,  where  mortals  arc  tbeiuselYes  the  canse, 
These  ag«i<l  eyes  beheld  in  days  uf  yore, 
Whcn  Calvłn'8  doctrine  r(i'ach*d  tbe  Gallic  shore, 
Then,  thpugb  with  błood  it  dow  distains  the  earth. 
Creeping  in  shade  and  humbie  in  the  birth^ 
I  aaw  it  baui$h'd  by  religion*s  ławs, 
Without  one  friend  to  combat  in  the  cause^ 
Tbrough  ways  obliqae  I  saw  tbe  phantom  tread, 
Slow  winding,  and  asham^d  to  rear  ber  head, 
Till,  at  tbe  last,  upbeld  by  powYful  arms, 
'Mid.Ht  cannon*s  tbunder,  and  *mid  war*s  alarms, 
Burst  forth  the  monster  in  the  glare  of  light, 
With  tow*ring  frnnt  fuli  dreadfUl  to  the  sight; 
To  scoul  at  mortals  from  her  tynint  seat. 
And  spum  our  altars  at  her  impious  feet. 
Far  thcn  from  coarts,  beneatb  tbis  peacefnl  cot, 
I  waird  religion*8  aud  my  country '«  lot; 
Yet  berę,  to  cumibrt  my  declining  days, 
Some  dawn  of  hope  prei^nts  its  cheer^l  raySi 
So  new  a  worship  cannot  long  survive, 
Which  man'8  caprice  alone  bas  kept  aliTe. 
With  that  it-ros  •,  with  that  shall  die  away, 
Man's  works  and  man  are  bobUes  of  a  day* 
The  Ood,  who  reigns  for  erer  apd  tbe  same, 
At  pleasure  blasts  a  world*B  presumptuous  aim. 
Vain  is  our  malice,  rain  our  strengtii  display'd. 
To  sap  the  city  his  right  band  batb  madę; 
Himsełf  batb  fi^M  the  strong  (buiidations  Iow, 
Which  bmvc  the  wreck  6f  'Hme,  and  HdPt  inre^ 

terałe  blow  r 
The  Lonl  of  Łoi-ds  shall  bless  thy  purged  sight 
With  bright  efTolgence  of  diriner  light; 
On  thee,  great  prince,  his  mercies  be*!!  bestow, 
And  shed  that  tnith  thy  bosom  pants  to  know. 
That  God  hath  chose  thee,  and  bis  band  alone 
Safe  throuirh  the  war  shall  lead  thee  to  a  throne. 
Conque8t  alrcady  (for  his  voice  is  fate,) 
For  thee  bids  Glory  ope  her  golden  gate. 
If  on  thy  sight  the  truth  unnotic^d  ftills 
Hope  not  admission  in  thy  Paris*  wali% 
Tbou«rh  spletidid  Ease  inrite  thee  to  her  arms, 
O  shun,  great  prince,  the  syren's  poisonM  channs! 
0'er  thy  stn»n9  passions  hołd  a  giofions  reign, 
Fly  love'8  soft  lap,  break  pleasure*s  silken  chaia! 
And  when,  vtMth  efforts  strong,  all  fbes  o^erthrowa, 
A  league*s  great  conąueror,  and  what'8  morę  yoor 

own, 
When,  with  united  hearts,  and  triumph*8  Toice, 
Thy  people  hall  thee  with  one  common  choice, 
From  a  dread  siege,  to  faine  for  erer  known. 
To  mount  with  glory  thy  patemal  throne, 
That  time,  Affliction  shall  lay  by  her  rod. 
And  thy  glod  eyes  shall  seek  thy  fother*8  God: 
Then  shait  thou  see  from  whencc  thy  arms  prevaiL 
Gu  prince,— >who  trusts  in  God,— can  never  faiL** 

Rach  word  the  sajfc^s  holy  lips  impart, 
Falls,  like  a  flame,  on  Henry's  generous  bcart 
The  bero  stood  transfiorted  in  his  mind 
To  timfs,  when  Ood  held  cou^erse  with  roankiad, 
When  simple  Yirtne  taughther  heav'n-bom  lorę, 
Aud  Truth  commanding  bad  e^en  kings  adore. 
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His  tti^ct  MiBS  the  rerereod  sagie  cmb^ftce. 
And  tłbe  warm  tear  fast  trickled  down  his  ikce. 
Uotouclł^d,  yet  lost  awhile  in  deep  surprise, 
Stood  Momay  brave;  for  still  on  Moniay'8  eyes 
Hoa;  eiTOur*s  mist,  and  God'8  high  will  concealM 
Ule  giftt  from  him  to  Henry*8  breast  revealM. 
His  wisdom  idiy  would  the  world  prefer^ 
Whoie  lot,  though  ńch  in  virtues,  was  to  err. 
Whife  the  rmpi  sagę  fulfilling  God*8  bchest, 
Sfmke  inspiration  to  the  prince^s  breast, 
Hiisb'd  were  the  winduj,  within  their  caverns  bound, 
Smooth  floir'd  tłie  seas,  and  Naturę  smii'd  arouiid. 
The  sagę  his  j^ide,  the  hero  sought  his  way 
Wbere  the  tali  vessels  sale  at  ancbor  lay : 
The  ready  sailors  quit  the  friendly  strand, 
floi^  the  glad  sails,  and  make  for  Albion's  land. 
While  o*er  ber  coast  his  eyeM  adniiring  rangę, 
He  praii'd  in  silence  Britain*8  happier  change : 
Where  law*,  abusM  by  foul  intestine  foes, 
Hsd  erst  entaiPd  a  heap  of  dreadful  woes 
Od  prtnce  and  people;  on  that  bloody  stage, 
Where  slaughtei^d  heroes  bied  for  ci  vii  ragę; 
On  that  bright  throne,  from  whence  descended 

springs 
Th*  illnstrioos  lineage  of  a  hundred  kings, 
like  Henry,  long  in  adverse  fortunę  schooPd, 
O^er  willing  English  hearts  a  woman  rurd: 
Aiid,rich  in  manly  oourage,  femaie  grace, 
Cłos'd  the  long  instre  of  ber  crowded  race. 
£liza  then,  in  Bntain'8  happiest  hour, 
Heki  thejust  balance  of  contending  powV; 
Hade  English  subjects  bow  the  willing  knee, 
Who  will  not  serve,  and  are  not  happy  free. 
Beneath  ber  sacred  reign  the  nation  knows 
Ko  sad  remembrance  of  its  former  woes; 
Their  flocks  secnrely  graz*d  the  fertile  plain, 
Hieir  gamers  bursting  with  their  golden  grain. 
The  stately  ships*,  their  swelling  saiłs  anfurPd, 
Bnmght  wealth  and   bomage  from  the  dtstant 

world: 
An  Europę  watcb'd  Britannia*s  bold  decree, . 
Breaded  by  land,  and  monarch  of  the  sea. 
Wide  o*er  the  waves  her  fleet  exulting  rode, 
And  fortunę  triumph'd  over  ocean*s  godi 
Prcmd  London  now,  no  morę  of  babarous  famę, 
To  anns  and  commerce  urg'd  her  blended  claim* 
Her  pow*r^  in  union  leagu'd,  together  sate, 
King,  lords,  and  commons,   in  their  threefold 

State. 
Thongh  separate  each  their  seyeral  interest  draw, 
Yet  all  United  form  the  stedfest  law. 
źU  three,  one  body^s  mcmbers,  firm  and  fit. 
Make  but  one  pow^r  in  strong  conjunctlon  ićnit; 
Pov*r  to  itself  of  danger  often  found. 
Bat  spreading  trrronr  to  its  n^i^hbours  round, 
Błest,  when  the  people  duty^s  homage  ^ow, 
And  pay  their  king  tłie  tribute  which  they  owe ! 
More  blest^  when  kings  f  jr  miider  yirtucs  known, 
Protect  their  people's  freedom  from  the  throne ! 
"  Ah  when,''  cr]^'d  Bourbon,  *^  shaU  our  discord 


Oorglory,  Albion«  rise,  like  thine,  in  peacc? 
Blnsh,  blush,  ye  kings,  ye  lords  of  jarring  stałaś, 
A  woman  bidś,  and  War  hath  ćlos*d  its  gates : 
Your  countrics  bleed  with  factious  ragę  oj^prest^ 
While  she  rpigns  happy  o*er  a  people  blest*? 

Mean  time  the  hero  reach^d  the  sea-girt  isley 
Where  Freedom  bids  etemal  plenty  smile; 
Not  far  from  U''illiam*8  tow'r  at  distance  fieen^ 
SWod  the  finn'd  palące  of  the  Tir;g>a  ijucen. 


Hither,  the  iaithftil  Momay  at  his  side, 
Without  the  noise  and  pageant  pomp  of  pride, 
The  toys  of  grandeiir  which  the  vain  pursue, 
But  glare  unhceded  to  the  hero's  view, 
The  prince  arrivM :  with  bold  and  manly  sense 
He  spoke;  his  frankn'^8s  all  his  e1oquence; 
Told  his  sad  tale,  and  bowM  his  lofty  heart. 
For  Francc^s  woes,  to  act  suBmisslon^s  ]  art; 
For  necdful  aids  the  British  quccn  adtlrest, 
Wiiile,  in  the  siippiiant,  shone  the  king  confest. 
"  Com'8t  thou,"  rep!y'd  the  qucen,  with  sŁrangC 

surprise, 
"  Com'8t  thou  from  Yalois  for  the  wish'd  alłies? 
Ask*st  thou  protrction  for  a  tyrant  foe, 
Whose  deadty  bate  work'd  all  thy  fortune^s  woe  ? 
Far  as  the  golden  Snn  begins  to  rise, 
To  where  he  drives  adown  the  western  skies, 
His  strifc  and  thine  to  all  the  world  is  kńown: 
$tand'st  thou  for  hima  frirnd  at  Britain^s  throne? 
And  is  that  hand,  which  Yalois  oft  hath  fenr*d. 
Arm'd  in  his  caiiso,  and  for  his  rengeance  rear^d  ?" 
When  thus  the  prince;  "  A  nionarch*s  advers€ 
Wipes  a!l  remembrance  out  of  forracr  hate.   [fat4| 
Yalois  was  then  a  slave,  his  passion's  slave. 
But  now  hims(  If  a  monarch  firm  and  brave; 
He  bursts  at  once  the  ignominioils  chain, 
Resumcs  the  hero,  and  asserts  his  reign. 
Blost,  if  of  nalui-e  more  assu'r*d  and  free, 
He'd  sought  no  aid  but  from  himself  and  me  I 
But  Icd  by  fraud,  and  arts,  all  insincere, 
He  was  my  foe  from  weakness  end  from  fear. 
His  faiilts  die  with  me,  when  his  woes  I  yiew, 
Pve  gain*d  the  conąuest — grant  me  TengeancH^ 

yoti; 
For  know  the  work  is  thine,  illustrious  damę, 
To  deck  thy  Albion^s  brows  with  worthiest  fame^ 
t.et  thy  protection  spread  her  ready  wings, 
And  fisht  with  me  the  injur*d  cau:se  of  kings  !'* 

Eliza  then,  for  much  she  wishM  to  know, 
The  Tarious  tums  of  France^s  loiig-feit  woc, 
Whence  risiiig  lirst  the  civil  discord  came. 
And  Paris  kindled  torebellion^s  fiame — 
**  To  me,  great  prince,  thy  griefs  are  not  unkno#iitf 
Though  bronght  irapertect,  and  by  Famę  alonej 
Whose  rapid  wini^too  indiscreetły.flies. 
And  spreads  abroad  her  iudigested  Hes; 
Deaf  to  her  tales,  from  thee,  illustrious  yoiith^ 
I^rom  th^^e  alonc  Eliza  seeks  the  truth> 
Tell  me,  for  you  have  wiiness*d  all  the  woe, 
Yalois*  brave  friend,  or  Yalois'  conąuering;  fcJCj 
Say,  whence  this  friendship,  this  alliance  ^raw, 
Which  knitsthe  happy  hond  'twixt  him  and  3'0il|  ^ 
Explain  this  wond^rous  change,  *tis  you  alone 
Can  paint  the  virtues  which  yourself  hath  shown« 
Teach  me  thy  woes,  for  know  thy  story  briugs 
A  nłoral  lesson  to  the  pride  of  kings.*' 

**  And  must  my  memoiy  then,  illustrious  que<ii| 
Recall  the  horrours  of  each  dreadfiil  scenę? 

0  had  it  pleas'd  th'  Almighty  Pow*r  (which  knowi 
How  my  heart  bleeds  o'er  all  my  country^s  woes) 
Ofblivion  then  had  snatch'd  them  from  the  light. 
And  bid  them  buried  in  eteriial  night. 

Ncarest  of  blood,  must  I  aluud  proclaini 

The  princes*  mfldness,  and  expose  their  shame? 

Reflcction  shaki^s  my  mind  with  wild  dismay— 

But  'tis  Eliża*s  willj  and  1  obey. 

others,  in  spoaking,  from  their  smodth  address, 

Might  make  their  weakness  or  their  crimet*  seem 

The  flow*ry  art  was  never  madę  for  m**,        [}^^    ' 

1  speak  a  lOldier^s  languagc,  pbia  and  frce.*** 


us 


LLOYDS  POEMS. 


AN-  IMITATJON  FROM^THE  SPECTATOR. 

A  MONTH  hath  rollM  its  lazy  hours  away, 

Since    Oelia'8    preseuce    bless*d    her    longing 
s>vain: 

How  could  he  brook  the  sluggish  Łime^s  delay, 
What  charm  could  soilen  such  an  age  of  pain  ? 

óne  fond  rcflection  still  bis  bosom  cbeer*d, 
Aad  soothM  the  tormcnts  of  a  lover*s  care. 

•Ttra8  that  for  Delła^s  aelf  the  bo\v'r  he  reard, 
And  Fancy  placM  thć  nytnph  already  there. 

"  O  come,  dear  maid,  and  ^ith  a  geiitte  smile, 
Such  as  lights  up  my  loVely  fair  oae'8  face, 

Bdirey  the  product  of  thy  sbepherd*s  toil. 
Nor  rob  the  villa  of  the  viLla'B  grace. 

"  \Vhate'er improYements  strike  thy  curions  sight, 
Thy  taste  bath  form^d— -let  me  not  cali  it  minę, 

Since  wben  i  muse  on  thee,  and  feed  delight, 
I  form  no  thought  that  is  not  whoUy  thine. 

*'  Th'  apartmcnts  destin'd  for  my  eharmer^s  use, 
(^or  Iove  in  trifles  is  conspicuous  shown) 

Can  scarce  an  object  to  thy  view  produce» 
But  bears  the  dear  reńembldnce  of  tliine  own. 

"  And  trust  me,  Iove,  I  could  almost  believe^ 
This  little  spot  the  mansion  of  my  fair; 

But  that  flwakM  from  fancy's  dreams  I  grieve. 
To  find  its  proper  owner  is  not  there. 

"  Oh !  I  could  doat  upon  the  ni  rai  scenę, 
Its  prospect  oyer  hi  11  and  champaign  wide. 

But  that  it  marks  the  tedious  way  between, 
That  parts  thy  Damon  irom  bis  promis'd  bride. 

« 

"  The  ^:ardehs  ńow  put  forth  their  blossoms  sweet, 
In  Naturć'8  flow'ry  mantle  gayly  drest, 

The  close-trimmM  hedge,  andcircling  borderneat, 
Ail  ask  my  Delia  for  their  dearest  guest. 

•*  The  lily  pale,  the  purple-blusbing  rosę, 
In  this  fair  spot  their  mingled  beauties  join; 

The  woodbitie  here  its  curling  tendriłs  throws, 
In  wreaths  fantastic  round  the  mantling  rine. 

*'  The  branching  arbour  here  for  Isrerd  madę. 
For  dalliance  met,  or  song,  or  amorous  tale, 

ShaJi  oft  pn)tect  us  with  its  cooling  shade, 
When  sultry  Phoebus  burns  the  loyely  vale. 

**  Tis  all  another  paradise  arounU, 

And,  trust  me,  so  it  would  appear  to  me, 

Like  the  Urst  maH  were  I  not  łonely  found. 
And  but  bal/blest,  my  Delia,  wanting  tliee. 

"  For  two,  but  t«ro,  l'Ve  form^d  a  love'y  walk. 
And  I  have  caird  it  by  my  fair  one's  namc; 

Here  blr6t  with  thee,  fenjoy  thy  pleaaing  talk, 
Wbile  fools  and  madmen  bow  the  knee  to  famę. 

'<  The  rustic  path  ali^eady  have  1  try*d, 
Oft  at  the  sinkiuf?  of  the  settin^  day  j 

And  wbile,  my  love,  I  thought  thee  by  my  side, 
With  carefUl  steps  bave  worn  its  edge  away. 

"  With  thee  Vve  held  discourse,  how  passing 
sweet ! 
While    Fancy  brought  thee  to^  my  rapturM 
drcam, 
tV'itU  thee  have  prattled  in  my  lone  retreat, 
And  talk'd  down  suns,  on  k>ve'8 delicious  theme. 


"  Oft  as  I  wander  through  the  ruttic  crow<V 
Musing  with  downcast  look,  and  folded  armsy 

Thty  stare  with  wonder,  when  1  rave  aloud, 
Aud  dweil  with  rapture  on  thy  artless  cfanmif. 

"  They  cali  me  mad,  and  oft  with  finger  rude, 
Point  at  me  leering,  as  I  he^less  pais; 

Yet  Colin  knows  the  cause,  for  love  is  sbrewd, 
And  the  young  sbcpherd  courts  the  ianner't 
lass. 

"  Among  the  fruits  that  grace  this  little  seat. 
And  all  around  their  clustring  foliage  spread, 

Here  mayst  thou  culł  the  peach,  or  nect'rinc  sweet. 
And  pluck  the  strawberry  from  its  Dative  bed. 

"  And  all  along  the  river*s  ▼erJ'"nt  side, 
rve  planted  elms,  which  rise  m  even  row; 

And  fling  their  lofty  branches  far  and  wide^ 
Which  float  reflected  in  the  lakę  belo... 

"  Since  Vve  been  absent  from  my  lovoly  fair, 
lma;;inntion  forma  a  thousand  schemes, 

For  O !  my  Delia,  thou  art  all  my  care. 
And  all  with  me  is  Iove  and  goldcn  dreams. 

"  O  flatt*ring  promise  df  secure  delight; 

When  will  the  la2y-pacing  hours  beo*er? 
That  i  may  fly  with  rapture  to  thy  sight. 

And  we  shall  meet  again  to  part  no  morę.*' 


A  BALLAD. 

Ye  shepherds  so  careless  and  gay, 

W  ho  sport  with  the  usrmphs  of  the  plain^ 
Take  heed  lest  you  frolic  away 

The  peace  you  can  never  regaln. 
Let  not  Folly  yourbo9oms  annoy; 

And  of  Ix)ve,  the  dear  mischief  beware. 
You  may  think  'tis  all  sunshine  and  joy, 

I  know  'tis  o*ershadow'd  with  care. 

I/)ve's  moming  how  blithesome  it  ahines, 

With  an  aspect  deceitfully  fair; 
Its  day  oft  in  sorrow  declines. 

And  it  sets  in  the  night  of  despair. 
Hope  paints  the  gay  scenę  to  the  sight^ 

While  Fancy  her  yisions  bestows. 
And  gilds  every  dream  with  delight. 

But  to  wake  us  to  sensible  woes. 

How  bard  is  my  lot  to  complain 

Of  a  nymph  whom  I  yet  must  adore, 
Though  she  love  not  her  shcpherd  again^ 

Her  Damon  must  love  her  the  morc. 
For  It  was  not  the  pride  of  her  8cx, 

That  treated  his  vows  with  disdaiu. 
For  it  was  not  the  pleasure  to  vex, 

That  madę  her  delude  ber  fond  swain« 

*Twas  his,  the  fair  nymph  to  bełrold, 

He  liop'd — ^and  he  rashly  be]łev'd  ; 
'Twas  her's  to  be  fatally  cold, 

—He  lovM — andwas  ^ndly  deceiv*d; 
For  such  is  of  lorers  thedoom, 

While  passions  their  reason  beguile, 
'Tis  warrant  enough  to  presume^ 

If  they  catch  but  a  look  or  a  smile, 

Yet  surely  my  Phillis  wouM  seem 
To  prizc  me  most  shepherds  abo^ej 


TO  THE  MOON. 


H9 


Bttt  tfait  m!g:bt  be  only  esteem, 
While  I  ibolishly  oodsItuM  it  love. 

Yet  others,  like  Damon,  be1iev*d 
Hie  nymph  might  baTe  favonr'd  ber  swain. 

And  otfaers,  like  bim,  were  deceiv*d, 
Like  him,  though  they  cannot  complain. 

Of  PhyUis  was  always  my  song, 

For  sbe  was  my  pride  aod  my  care; 
And  Łhe  folks,  as  we  wanderM  along, 

Woald  cali  os  tbe  conjugal  pair. 
Tbey  niark*d  how  I  walkM  at  ber  side, 

How  ber  band  to  my  bosom  I  prest, 
Each  tender  endearment  1  Łry*d, 

Aiid  I  tbought  nope  w%s  ever  sp  blest 

Bot  DOW  tbe  delnsliia  is  o'er, 

Tbese  daT-dreams  of  pleasure  ara  fled, 
}fow  ber  LŻMdaon  is  pleasing  no  morę. 

And  tbe'bopes  of  ber  sbepberd  are  dead. 
May  be  tbat  my  fair  sball  obtain, 

May.be,  as  tby  Damon,  be  true^ 
Dr  haply  thouPt  think  of  tbat  swain, 

Who  bids  tbee,  dear  maiden,  adiem 


TO  CHLOE. 


Ip  Chloe  seek  one  Terae  of  minę 
I  cali  not  on  tbe  tonaful  Ninę 

With  osdeas  invocation ; 
Eoougb  for  me  tbat  lAs  should  ask ; 
1  fly  witb  pleasure  to  tbe  task. 

And  her^s  tbe  insptration. 

When  poets  sung  in  ancient  days, 
The  Moses  tbat  inspirM  tbcir  lays, 

Of  wbom  tbere  Bucb  paradę  is  ^ 
Their  deities,  let  pride  confess, 
Werę  notbing  morę,  and  nothlng  less, 

Tban  eartb-boro  mortal  ladtes. 

IHd  any  nympb  ber  sabiect  cboose  ? 
Shestraight  commencM  inspiring  Muse? 

And  erery  maM,  of  lovely  face, 
That  strack  tbe  heart  of  wounded  swain^ 
£xalted  to  yon  starry  plain. 

Was  register*d  a  Grace. 

These  were  tbe  compUments  of  old, 
While  nyinpbs,  among  the  gods  enrolPd, 

Claiai*d  Iot^s  obseqaious  duty ; 
Thua,  while  eacb  bard  had  favourite  Tiews, 
Bach  nymph  became  a  Grace,  or  Muse, 

A  Yenus  every  bcauty. 

9ay,  in  thrse  latter  days  of  ours, 
When  Lorę  exerts  bis  usual  powers, 

What  difference  lies  between  us? 
Id  Chloe*8  self  at  once  I  boast, 
What  baids  of  every  age  might  toast, 

A  Mttse,  a  Orace,  a  Yenus. 

In  Chloe  are  a  tbousand  charms, 
Thongh  £nvy  cali  ber  sex  to  arms, 

And  gfggling  girls  may  flout  ber, 
The  Muse  inhabtts  in  ber  miiid, 
A  Yenus  in  ber  form  we  iind, 

The  Gniccs  all  about  hec* 


TO  THE  MOON, 


All  bail !  majestic  queen  of  night, 

Brigbt  Cyntbia!  sweetest  nympb,  wbose  pre- 
sence  bniigs 

Tbe  pensive  ple^sures,  calm  ddight, 

Wbile  Contemplation  smooths  ber  ruffled  wings 
YT^hich  foUy's  vain  tumtiltuous  joys, 

Or  business,  care,  and  buzz  of  lusty  day 

Have  all  ti3o  nifled.— Hence,  away 

Stale  jest,  and  flippant  mirth,  and  strife-cn- 
gendering  noise. 
Wben  Evening  dons  ber  mantle  grey, 
ril  wind  my  soUtary  way, 
And  bie  me  to  some  lonely  grove 
(The  baunt  of  Fancy  and  of  Love) 
Wbose  social  branchcs,  far  outspread, 
Possess  thc  mind  witb  pleasing  dread. 
While  Cyntbia  quivers  tbrougb  tbe  trees 
That  wantun  witb  the  summer  breeze. 
And  the  elear  brook,  or  dimpled  stream, 
Refłccts  oblique  ber  dancing  beanu 
How  often,  by  thy  siWer  ligbt, 
Have  lovers'  tongues  beguilM  the  nigbt? 
When  fortb  tbe  happy  pair  bave  stray'd, 
The  amorous  swain  and  tender  maid. 
And  as  tbey  walk'd  tbe  groves  along, 
Cheer^d  tbe  stiU  Bve  witb  various  song. 
While  ey»ry  artful  strain  confest 
The  mutual  passion  in  tbeir  breast, 
Tbe  lovers'  bours  fly  swift  away. 
And  Night  reluctant  yields  to  Day. 

Thrice  happy  nympb,  thrice  happy  youtb, 
When  bcauty  is  the  mced  of  truth! 

Yet  not  the  happy  Love8  alone, 
Has  thy  celestial  presence  known. 
To  thee  complains  the  nymph  forlorn, 
Of  brokeu  faitb,  and  i(ows  forswom; 
And  the  duli  swainj  witb  folded  arms, 
Stiłl  musing  on  his  false  one?s  chaiińs, 
Fiames  many  a  sonnet  to  ber  name, 
(As  lorers  usc  to  expres8  their  flame) 
Or  pining  wan  witb  thoughtfui  care, 
In  downcast  silence  feeds  despair; 
Or  when  the  air  dead  stillness  keeps^ 
And  Cyntbia  on  the  water  slpeps; 
Charms  the  duli  ear  of  sober  Night, 
Witb  love-hpm  MusicTs  iweet  delight 

Oft  as  thy  orb  performs  its  round, 
Thou  lisfnest  to  the  vartous  sound 
Of  shepherds'  łiopes  and  maidens'  fears 
(Those  conscious  Cynthia  silent  hears, 
While  Echo,  which  stiil  loves  to  mock, 
Btars  them  about  from  rock  to  rock.) 
But  shift  we  now  the  pensive  scenę, 
Wbere  Cyntbia  siWers  o'er  thc  green. 
Mark  yonder  spot,  who*:e  equa]  rini 
Forms  the  green  clrcłe  quaint  and  trim; 
Hither  the  fairics  blithc  advance, 
Aud  lightly  trip  in  raazy  dance ; 
Beating  the  pansie-paren  ground 
In  frolic  measures  round  and  round  5 
These  Cyntbia'8  revels  gayly  keep, 
While  lazy  mortałs  snore  asleep^ 
AYhom  ofi  tbey  visit  in  the  night. 
Not  Yłsible  to  liuman  sight; 
And  as  old  prattling  wives  relate, 
Though  now  the  fashiotfs  out  of  datę. 
Drop  siypence  in  the  bousewife's  shoe, 
And  pincb  the  slattero  black  aud  blue» 


ISO 
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They  fili  tbe  mind  with  ajiy  achemes. 
And  bring  the  ladios  pleasant  dream^. 

Who  kaows  not  Mab,  wbose  chariot  gUdea, 
And  athwart  men^s  noses  rid'  s  ? 
Whilc  Oberon,  blłthc  fairy,  trips. 
And  bovers  o'er  the  ladies*  lips; 
And  wben  he  steals  auibrusial  bliss, 
And  S'>ft  imprints  the  charming  kiss, 
In  dreams  the  nympb  her  fiwain  pursaes, 
Nor  thinks  'tis  Obenm  tbat  iroos. 

Yet,  8p0Ttive  yonth,  and  loveiy  fair, 
From  hence,  my  lesson  read,  beware, 
While  Innocence  and  Mirth  preside. 
We  care  not  where  the  iairies  głide; 
And  Oberon  will  never  miss 
To  greet  his  fav*rłtes  w^th  a  kiss; 
Nor  ever  morę  ambrosia  sips, 

Than  when  he  Tisits 's  lips, 

Włłen  all  things  else  in  ailence  sleep, 
The  blithesome  eliś  their  vigi)g  keep ; 
And  always  hovr  round  about, 
To  find  our  wortb  or  frailtiea  out, 
Receive  with  joy  these  elfin  sparks, 
Their  kisses  teave  no  teli-talc  marks. 
But  breathe  fresh  beauty  oVr  the  face, 
Where  all  is  Tirtue,  all  is  grace. 
Not  only  elfin  fays  delight 
To  hail  the  sober  quecn  of  nigfati 
But  that  sweet  bird,  whose  gurgling  throat 
Warbles  tbe  thick  melodious  notę. 
Buły  as  eveiiłng  shades  prevail, 
Itenews  ber  soothinir  love-lom  tale; 
And  a^  the  lover  pensive  goes, 
Chants  out  her  symphony  of  woes, 
Which  in  boon  Nature'8  wilder  tonę, 
Beggar  all  sounds  which  Art  has  known. 

But  hist    '■    tlie  melancholy  bird 
Among  the  groves  no  more  is  heard ; 
And  Cynthia  pales  her  9ilver  ray 
Before  th'  approach  of  goMen  Day, 
M'bich  on  yon  monntain'8  misty  height, 
Stands  tiptoe  with  his  gladsome  light. 
Kow  the  shrill  lark  in  ether  floats, 
And  carols  wild  her  ]iquid  notes; 
While  Phosbus,  in  bis  lusty  pride. 
His  ilaring  beams  flings  far  and  wide, 
Cynthia,  farewell— — tlie  pensire  Muse^ 
No  more  her  ftieble  flight  pursues. 
But  all  unwilling  takes  her  way. 
And  mixes  with  tłie  buzz  of  day. 


SONG. 

TcE  beauty  which  the  gods  besto\r« 
Did  they  but  give  it  for  a  show  ? 

No        *twas  lent  thee  from  above. 
To  shed  its  lustre  o^er  thy  fitce. 
And  with  its  pure  and  natire  grace 

To  charm  the  soul  to  love. 

Tbe  flaunting  Sun,  whose  western  beams, 
This  evening  drink  of  Oceans*  sti^ams. 

To  morrow  springs  to  light. 
But  when  thy  beauty  sets,  my  fair. 
No  morrow  shall  its  beam  repair, 

T  is  all  etemal  night. 

See  too,  my  love,  the  rirgin  rosę, 
How  sweet,  how  bashfu!«y  it  blows 


Beneath  the  Teitia]  ikiest 
How  soon  it  blooms  in  fuli  display, 
its  bo<om  opening  to  the  day, 

Then  witbers,  kbrinks,  and  dies. 

Of  mortal  life'8  declining  honr, 
Such  is  the  leaf,  the  bud,  the  flow'r; 

Then  crop  the  roae  in  time. 
Be  blest  and  bless,  and  kind  impart 
The  just  return  of  heart  for  heart, 

£re  love  becomes  a  crime. 

To  pleasure  then,  my  charmer,  bąste. 
And  ere  thy  youth  becius  to  waste, 

Kre  beauty  dims  its  ray, 
The  proflferM  gift  of  love  employ, 
Improve  each  moment  into  joy. 

Be  happy,  whilst  you  may. 


TO  THE  REV.  MJL  HANBUSY, 

OF  CHtRCH-ŁAHGTOlf ,  ŁKICBBTER8H1RB,  ON  Ul 

PŁAMTATIOMS. 

While  Tain  pursuits  a  trifling.race  engage, 
And  Virtue  slumbers  in  a  thriftless  age, 
Thy  glorious  plan',  on  deep  foundations  laid, 
Which  aiding  Natura,  Nature*8  bound  to  aid, 
The  wise  man's  study,  though  the  blockhead^ 

scom, 
Shall  speak  for  ages  to  a  world  onboni* 
Though  fools  deride,  for  Censure^s  stiłl  at  haad 
To  damn  tbe  work  she  cannot  onderatandy 
Pursue  thy  project  with  an  ardonr  fit; 
Fools  are  bnt  whetstones  to  a  man  of  wit. 

Like  pnling  infiuits  seem^d  thy  rising  plan, 
Now  knit  in  strength,  it  speaks  an  acti?e  maj). 
So  the  broad  oak,  which  from  thy  grand  design 
Shall  spread  aloft,  and  tell  the  world  fwas  tfaine^ 
A  8trip*ling  first,  just  peepM  above  the  groond, 
Whichy  ages  hence,  shall  fling  its  ahade  aitmod. 


SENT  TO  A  LADY,  WITB  A  SEAL 

Th'  impression>hich  this  seal  shall  make, 
The  rougber  faand  of  foice  may  break; 
Or  jealous  Time,  with  slow  decay, 
May  all  all  its  traces  wear  away ; 
But  neither  time  nor  force  combin'd,  . 
Shall  tear  thy  image  from  my  mind; 
Nor  shall  the  sweet  imprttskm  fade 
Whicb  Chloe's  thousand  cbarms  have  madę; 
For  spite  of  time,  or  force,  or  art, 
>Ti8  tetd}d  for  eyer  on  my  heart. 


(( 


EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND. 

Do,  study  morp— discard  that  siren,  Ease, 
Whose  iatal  cbarms  are  murd^rons  while  they 

please. 
Wit's  scanty  streams  will  fret  their  chanoel  diy, 
If  Łearning^s  spring  withhold  the  fresh  supply. 
Tum  leaf  by  leaf  gigantic  yolumes  o^er, 
Nor  blush  to  know  what  ancients  wrote  beforb 

f  See  Mr.  Hanbury>8  Essay  on  Pl«Btipg; 
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Wbjrnot,  sometiiiiet,  rcfsle  admiring  friends 
Witb  Greek  aad  latin  sprinklings,  odds  aiid  ends  ? 
Eiiert  your  Łalents;  read,  aod  read  to  wrtte ! 
jU  Honce  nys,  mir  pro/ii  mik  deSgki," 

Tis  nre  adYioe:  bat  1  ani  ilow  to  meod, 
TVoagfa  erer  tJłankful  to  my  partial  friend : 
NI  dFrtnDge  fcare^  for  bopes  are  banishM  an<— 
I  liit*  no  more  to  Phcebus'  ncred  cali, 
Staiit  witfa  tbe  Muse,  tis  true  I  sought  ber  charms; 
Bot  cmme  no  cham^on,  clad  in  cumbYoiu  orms. 
Topoli  eacb  ńval  monarcb  from  big  tbrooe, 
Aod  firear  do  lady  Clio  like  my  own.  « 

AQ  onambitious  of  superior  praise, 
My  ind  amosemeiit  ask^d  a  sprig  of  bays, 
Sonę  little  lamę  for  stringing  barmless  verse. 
And  ete  that  little  fiune  bas  proT^d  a  curse; 
BUdM  into  ibyme,  and  dnigg'd  tbrougb  muddy 

Sybntcher  etitics,  worth'8  coiifed'rate  foet. 

If  then  tbe  Mnae  no  more  nball  striye  to  pleane, 
LbOM  in  tbe  bappy  letbargy  of  eaae; 
If,  iioadTent*roufl,  she  forbear  to  ńng, 
Nortake  one  tbougbt  to  plume  ber  ruffled  wing; 
T  ii  that  abe  baten,  bowe^er  by  natare  vain, 
Tbe  tconil  noniense  of  a  veiial  train. 
When  desp^iate  robben,  issuing  from  tbe  waste. 
Make  fuch  rade  inroads  on  tbe  land  of  Taste, 
Gcniat  growi  sick  beneatb  tbe  Ootbic  ragę. 
Ot  leeb  ber  laorels  from  some  wortbier  age. 

As  for  myaelf,  I  own  tbe  present  cbarge; 
Insy  aad  kŃinging,  I  coufess  at  laige : 
Yet  Ease,  perhaps,  may  loose  ber  silken  chains, 
Aod  tbe  nezt  bour  becoroes  an  boar  of  paina. 
We  wiite,  we  lead,  we  act,  we  tbink,  by  flta, 
iad  foUow  aU  tbings  aa  tbe  bmnoor  bita, 
Porof  all  pleaanreo,  wbicb  tbe  woiM  can  bring, 
Yaiiety— O !  dear  TaHety'*  tbe  tbing ! 
terkimed  Coke,  Irom  wbom  we  acribblers  draw 
AD  the  wiae  dictoms  of  poetic  law, 
Uyi  down  tbis  tmtb,  firom  wbence  my  masim 

foliowa, 
(See  Hoiaoe,  Ode  Dee.  &xt— tbe  case  Apol1o's) 
"  Tbe  god  of  renediaclaims  tbe  plodding  wretcb, 
Norkeepa  bis  bow  for  eyer  on  tbe  stretcb.*' 
Howe?er  great  my  tbirst  of  bonett  famę, 
1  bow  with  reT'rence  to  eacb  letter*d  name; 
To  wortb,  wbeie^er  it  be,  witb  joy  submit. 
Bot  own  no  cnrst  monopoliea  of  wit 
Nor  tbink,  my  friend,  if  1  but  rarely  qaote, 
And  Gttfe  reading  abfaies  tbrtagb  wbat  l*ve  wrote» 
That  I  bid  peace  to  ev*rY  lesrned  abelf, 
Bccanae  I  daie  fana  judgments  for  myadC 
—Ob!  weie  it  minę,  witb  bappy  akill  to  look 
Up  to  the  one,  tbe  uniwersał  book ! 
Open  to  aU — to  bim,  to  me,  to  you, 
—For  Natnre^s  open  to  tbe  generał  view— • 
Tlien  woold  I  scom  tbe  ancients*  Tannted  storę, 
Aod  boast  my  tbefts,  wbere  they  but  iobb'd  be- 
fore. 
Mean  wfaile  vit|i  tbcna,  wbile  Grecian  aounda 
impait 
y^ernal  pasaions  of  tbe  bnman  beart, 
™tiitK  tbe  bonda  of  ease  and  lazy  rest, 
I  feel  the  flame  momt  active  in  my  breaat ; 
Ofwben,  with  joy,  I  tum  the  Roman  page, 
I  fiTe,  in  fiuiqr,  in  tb*  Augustan  age ! 
I^^MPg  doli  BaTins*  or  a  Maerina'  name, 
wmM  by  tbe  Muae  to  ereilasCIng  lamę, 
rodódt  tbe  mmd  in  Ibreign  ctimea  to  totm, 
And  biingi  ne  back  to  our  own  fools  at  borne* 


SONGS 

IN  TBC  CAPRICIOUS  ŁOYBRf. 

AIR  I. 

Whiłe  tbe  cool  and  gentle  breeze 
Whispers  /ragrance  throagb  tbe  treet. 
Naturę  wal  king  o*er  fbe  scenę 
Clad  in  robes  of  liTcly  green, 
From  tbe  aweetness  of  the  place 
Labonr  wears  a  cbeeHiil  foce. 

Surę  I  taste  of  joya  sincere, 

Faitbful  Colin  ever  near; 

When  witb  ceaaelcss  toil  oppress*d,  * 

Wearied  Naturę  sinks  to  rest. 

All  my  labours  to  beguilc, 

Love  sball  wake  me  with  a  smilc. 

ĄIRIL 

TuouGH  my  features  Vm  told 

Are  grown  wrinkled  and  old. 
Duli  wisdom  I  bate  and  deteat. 

Not  a  wrinkle  is  there 

Which  is  furroWd  by  care, 
And  my  beart  ia  aa  ligbt  as  the  best. 

When  1  look  on  my  boya 

They  renew  all  my  joys, 
Myself  in  my  children  I  see; 

While  the  comforts  I  find 

In  the  kingdom  my  mind, 
Pronounce  that  my  kingdom  is  free. 

In  the  days  I  was  young, 

O!  I  caper^d  and  sung; 
Tbe  lasses  camc  flockin?  a  pace. 

But  now  turn'd  of  tbreescore 

I  can  do  so  no  more, 
I       Why  then  let  my  boy  take  my  place. 

Of  our  pleasures  we  crack. 

For  we  still  loTe  the  smack, 
And  chuckle  o^er  wbat  we  have  been ; 

Yet  why  should  we  repine, 

You've  yours,  P^e  had  minę. 
And  now  let  our  children  begin. 

AIR  III. 

'Tis  thus  in  those  toys 

loTented  for  boys 
To  show  bow  the  weather  will  pn>ve, 

Tbe  woman  and  man 

On  a  diiferent  plan 
Are  always  diiected  to  move. 

One  goes  out  to  roam 

While  t*other  keeps  home, 
Inaipid,  and  duli  as  a  droue, 

Though  near  to  each  other 

As  siater  and  brother, 
They  botb  take  tbeir  airing  alone. 

AiRiy. 

Whew  the  bead  of  poor  Tummas  was  broka 

By  Roger,  who  playM  at  the  wake. 
And  Kate  was  alarmM  at  the  struke. 

And  wept  for  poor  Tummas*s  sake; 
When  his  worship  gave  noggins  of  ale. 

And  tbe  liquor  was  charming  and  stoui, 
Ó  those  werc  the  times  to  regale. 

And  we  footed  it  rarely  about. 
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Then  out  partners  were  butom  as  does. 

And  we  all  were  as  happy  as  kiugs, 
Each  lad  in  his  holyday  clotbes, 

And  the  lassem  in  all  their  best  things. 
What  merrimcnt  all  the  day  long! 

May  the  feast  of  our  Colin  prove  such* 
Odzooks,  bat  TU  join  in  the  song, 

And  ru  hobble  about  with  my  crutch. 

AIR  V. 

When  rapours  o>er  the  meadow  di«. 
And  Morning  streaks  the  purple  sky, 
1  wake  to  love  with  jocund  glee 
To  thiuk  on  him  who  doats  on  me. 

When  Eve  embrowns  the  rerdant  grore 
And  Philomel  lamentu  her  loye, 
Each  sigh  I  breathe,  my  love  reveals 
And  tells  the  pangs  my  bosom  feels. 

With  secret  plcasure  I  survey 
The  frolic  birds  in  amoTOus  play, 
While  fondetit  cares  my  heart  employ, 
Which  flutters,  leaps,  and  beats  for  joy. 

AIR  VI. 

Yćs  that^s  a  magazine  of  arrns* 

To  triumph  over  Time ; 
Whence  Beauty  borrows  half  her  channs 

And  alnrays  keeps  her  prime. 

At  that  the  prude,  coquettc,  and  saint, 

Industrious  sets  her  tace, 
While  powder,  patch,  and  wash,  and  paint, 

Repair  or  give  a  grace. 

To  arch  the  brow  there  lies  the  brush^ 

The  comb  to  tinge  the  hair, 
Tlie  Spanish  wool  to  give  the  bliisb, 

The  pearl  to  die  thcm  fair. 

Hence  rise  the  wrinkled,  old,  and  grey, 

In  freshest  beauty  strong, 
As  Venus  fair,  as  Flora  gay, 

As  Hebe  ever  young. 

AIR  VII. 

<5o!  seck  somc  nymph  cf  hnmbler  lot. 
To  share  thy  board,  and  deck  tby  cot, 
With  joy  I  fly  the  simplc  yonth 
Who  holds  mc  light,  or  doubts  my  tnitb. 

Thy  breast,  for  love  too  wanton  grown, 
Shall  mourn  it^s  pcace  and  plcasure  flotrn, 
-    Nor  shail  my  faith  reward  a  swain, 
Who  doubts  my  love,  or  thinks  me  vain. 

AIK  VIII. 

'  \ 

Thus  1augh'd  atjilted,  and  betray'd» 

I  stamp,  1  tear,  I  rave ; 
Cat>rłciou8,  light,  injurious  maid, 

PU  be  no  morę  thy  slave, 
J'll  rend  thy  image  flrom  my  heart, 

Thy  cbarms  no  morę  engage; 
My  soul  shall  take  the  juster  part. 

And  love  shall  yield  to  ragę. 

AIK  IX. 

Yhank  you,  ladies,  for  your  care, 
But  I  pray  you  both  forbear. 

Surę  I  am  all  orer  scratches! 
That  your  curious  hands  most  place, 
Such  odd  spots  upon  my  face 

With  your  pencils,  paint,  and  patches. 

>  The  toiktte. 


How  I  tottcr  iji  my  gait, 

Prom  a  dress  of  so  much  n^ci^ht, 

With  my  robę  too  dang!liig  after; 
Could  my  Colin  now  but  see 
What  a  thing  they'Te  madę  of  me. 
Oh  he'd  split  his  sides  with  laugfater. 

AIR  X. 

The  flowers  which  grace  their  natira  beds, 
Awhile  put  foith  their  biushing  heads^ 
But  ere  the  close  of  parting  day 
They  wither,  shriuk,  and  die  away. 

But  these  which  mimie  skill  hath  madę. 
Nor  scorchM  by  suns,  nor  kił  Pd  by  shade. 
Shalt  hlush  with  lessinconstant  hue, 
Which  ail  or  pleasare  can  renew. 

AIR  XI. 

When  late  a  simple  rustic  lass, 

I  rov*d  without  restraint, 
A  stream  was  all  my  looking-glass. 

And  health  my  oniy  paint. 

The  charms  I  hoast  (alas !  jiow  few !) 

1  gave  to  Nature*s  care, 
As  vice  ne'er  spoilt  their  native  hue, 

They  could  not  want  repair. 

AIR  XII. 

How  strange  the  modę  which  truth  negiccts. 
And  rasts  aU  beauty  in  defects ! 
But  we  by  bomely  Naturę  taught, 
Though  cude  in  speech  are  plain  in  tboughK 

AIR  XIII. 

For  variou8  purpoae  serres  the  fan, 
As  tbus a  decent  blind, 

Between  the  sticks  to  pcep  at  mau. 
Nor  yet  betray  your  mind. 

Each  action  has  a  meaning  plain^ 

Resentmenfs  in  the  snap, 
A  flirt  cxpresses  strong  disdain, 

Consent  a  gentle  tap. 

Ali  passions  wiłl  the  iałr  disclose, 

AU  modcs  of  female  art, 
And  to  advantafipe  sweetly  shows 

The  hand,  if  not  the  heart 

Tis  FoUy^s  sceptre  first  design^d 

By  T^ve*s  capriciouą^boy, 
Who  knows  how  lightly^ali  mankind 

Are  govern'd  by  a  to^. 

AIR  XIV. 

iFtyrant  Love  with  cruel  dart 
Transfix  the  maiden^s  tender  heart, 
Ofeasy  faith  and  fond  bełief, 
She  hugs  the  dart,  and  aids  the  thief. 

TiU  left,  her  helpless  state  to  mourn, 
Neglected,  loving,  and  forlorn ; 
She  finds,  while  grief  her  boamn  slingsi 
As  weU  as  darts  the  god  has  wiogs. 

AIR  XV. 

Ałong  your  verdant  lowly  vałe 
Calm  Zephyf  breathes  a  gentle  gale. 
But  rustling  through  the  lofly  trees 
It  swells  beyond  the  peaoefuł  breeze. 
Thus  free  from  £nvy's  poisonM  dart, 
You  boast  a  pure  unruffied  heart. 
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Wbile  jarriog  thoagfata  oar  peice  defonn. 
And  8weII  our  passions  to  a  stonn. 

AIR  XVI. 

Tho'  my  dress,  as  my  manuers,  is  limple  and 
A  rascal  I  bale,  and  a  knare  1  disdain ;  [plain, 
Uj  deaiings  are  jost,  and  my  conscience  is  elear, 
Jad  Vm  richer  Łhan  those  who  ba^e  thousands  a 
yeur. 

Tho*  bent  down  with  oge  and  for  sporting  uncoath, 
I  feel  00  remorse  from  the  foUies  of  youth; 
I  still  tell  my  tale,  and  rejoice  in  my  song, 
And  my  boys  think  my  life  not  a  moment  too  long. 

Łettbe  courtiers,  those  dealers  in  grin  andgrimace, 
Dceponder,  dance  over,  for  title  or  place; 
Aknre  all  tbe  tiUes  tbat  flow  from  a  tbrone, 
Tbat  c£  bonest  I  prize,  and  tbat  title'8  my  own. 

AIR  XTII. 

Fmii  flowY  to  flow*r  the  butterfly, 

(ytr  ^Ms  or  gardens  ranging, 
Sips  8iireet«  from  eacb,  and  flutters  by. 

And  all  bis  life  is  changing. 

Tliiis  rDTiog  man  new  obrjects  sway« 

ByTarious  charms  deliglited, 
Wbile  she  wbo  pieases  most  to  day 

To  moiTDW  sball  be  slighted. 

AIR  XTIir. 

Wmsr  far  from  fashion^s  gilded  scenę 

I  breath*d  my  native  air, 
Uy  Łboughts  were  calm,  my  mind  sereney 

No  doubtings  harbour^d  tbere. 

Bot  now  no  morę  myself  I  find, 

Discraetion  rends  my  breast; 
Wbiłst  bopes  and  fears  disturb  my  mind, 

And  murder  all  my  ref^t. 

AIR  XIX. 

TiATTERiifG  hopes  the  mind  deceivłng 

Easy  £utb  too  often  cheat, 
Woman,  fond  and  all  believing 

LQves  and  bugs  the  dear  deceit. 

Koisy  show  of  pomp  and  riches, 

Copid^s  trick  to  oatch  tbe  fair, 
Lowly  maids  tuo  oft  bewitches, 

Flattery  is  tbe  beaoty*8  snare* 

AIR  XX. 

What^b  all  the  pomp  of  gandy  courts, 
Bot  rain  delighu  and  jingling  toys, 

Włule  pleasare  crowns  your  rural  sports 
With  calm  content  and  tranąuil  joys. 

AIR  XXI. 

Bsrciif,  sweet  lass,  to  flocks  and  swains, 
Wbere  sirople  Naturę  mildly  reigns; 


Where  lo^e  is  every  shepherd^s  care. 
And  erery  nymph  is  kind  as  £sir. 

Tbe  court  bas  oniy  tinsel  toys, 

Insipid  mirth  and  idle  noise; 

Bat  rural  joys  are  e^^er  new, 

Wbile  nympbs  are  kind,  and  shepberds  tme. 

AIR  XXII. 

Agaiw  in  rustic  weeds  array^d, 
A  simple  swain,  a  simple  maid, 
Cer  rural  scenes  with  joy  weUł  rore, 
By  dimpling  brook,  or  cooling  grove. 

The  birds  sball  strain  their  little  throatf. 
And  warble  wild  their  merry  notes; 
Wbilst  we  converse  beneatb  tbe  sbade, 
A  happy  swain,  and  happy  maid. 

Thy  hands  sball  pluck,  to  grace  my  bow^r^ 
The  luscious  fruit,  the  fragrant  flow'r, 
Wbilst  joys  sball  bless,  for  ever  new, 
Thy  Phoebe  kind,  my  Colin  true. 

AIR  XXIII. 

Wht  shonld  I  now,  my  Iotc,  complain, 
Tbat  toil  awaits  thy  cheerful  swain, 
Since  labour  oft  a  sweet  bestows 
Which  lazy  splendour  never  knowB? 

Hence  springs  the  purple  tide  of  health, 
Tbe  rich  man'8  wish,  the  poor  man'8  wealth. 
And  spreads  those  blusbes  o'er  the  face, 
Which  come  and  go  with  native  grace, 

The  pride  of  dress  the  pomp  of  show, 
Are  trappings  oft  to  cover  woe; 
But  we,  whose  wishes  ucrer  roam, 
Shall  taste  of  real  joys  at  homc. 

AIR  XXIV. 

No  doubt  bnt  your  fooPs-cap  has  known 

His  bighness  obligingly  kind, 
— Odzooks  I  could  knock  the  fool  down, 

Was  e'er  snch  acuckoldy  hind? 

To  be  surę,  like  a  good-natur*d  spouse, 
You*ve  lent  him  a  part  of  your  bed; 

He  has  fitted  the  homs  to  your  brows. 
And  I  see  them  sprout  out  of  your  bead* 

To  keep  your  wife  virtuous  and  cbaste 
The  court  is  a  wonderfiil  scbool, 

— My  lord  youWe  an  exccllent  taste. 
—And,  son,  you*re  a  cuckoldy  fool. 

If  your  lady  should  bring  you  an  heii:, 
The  blood  will  flow  rich  in  his  vein8. 

Many  thanks  to  my  lord  for  his  care~- 
— You  dog,  1  could  knock  out  your  braips. 
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LIFE  OF  MATTHEW  GREEN. 


BY  MR.  CHAŁMERS. 
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For  the  only  information  t  have  been  able  to  procure  respecting  this  poet^  ^ 
I  am  indebted  to  a  short  notice  in  the  last  edition  of  Dodsley^s  Poems,  and 
the  communication  of  an  anonymous  writer  in  the  European  Magazine  for 
July,  1785. 

Matthew  Green  was  descended  from  a  family  in  good  repute  among  the 
dissenters,  and  had  his  education  in  some  of  the  sects  into  which  that  body  i» 
di?ided.  He  was  a  man  of  approved  probity,  and  sweetness  of  temper  and 
manners.  His  wit  abounded  in  conyersation^  and  was  never  known  to  give 
oflence.  He  had  a  post  in  the  Custom^^house)  where  he  discharged  his  duty 
with  the  utmost  diligence  and  abihty^  and  he  died  at  the  age  of  forty-one 
jearsy  at  a  lodging  in  Nag^s  Head  court^  Gracechurch-street^  in  the  year 
1737. 

Mr.  Green,  it  is  added,  had  not  much  learning,  but  knew  a  little  Latini 
He  was  very  subject  to  the  hip,  had  some  free  notions  on  rehgious  subjects^ 
and,  though  bred  amongst  the  dissenters,  grew  disgusted  at  the  preciseness 
and  forroality  of  the  sect.  He  was  nephew  to  Mr.  Tanner,  clerk  of  Fish»- 
mongerVhal].  His  poem  entitled  the  Spleen  was  written  by  piece-meał,  and 
would  never  harebeen  completed,  had  he  not  been  pressed  to  it  by  his  friend 
Mr.  Glover,  the  celebrated  author  of  Leonidas,  &c.  By  this  gentleman  it 
was  committed  to  the  press  soon  after  Green^s  death. 

This  very  amusing  author  published  nothing  in  his  life-time.  In  1732,  he 
printed  a  few  copies  of  the  Grotto,  sińce  inserted  in  the  fifth  volume  of 
Dodsley's  collectioi) ;  but,  for  reasons  which  cannot  readiiy  be  guessed  at, 
the  following  introductory  lines  are  omitted: 

We  had  a  water-poet  once. 
Nor  was  he  registei*d  a  dunot. 
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ni  Uy  awhile  my  toiling  by, 
And  hang  abroad  my  nets  to  dry. 
And  stów  my  apostolic  boat, 
And  try  to  raise  a  snran-like  notę; 
For  fishing  oft*  iu  Twick'nam  reach, 
I'Te  heard  fine  strains  along  the  beach, 
That  tempt  to  stng  a  cave*s  renown, 
AncTfetch  from  thence  an  i^y  crown. 

Again^  after  the  linę 


Thai  ŁdU^  unatk^d,  łk*  mjuriout  taU 
Of  treaty  of  intriguing  kind, 
With  eecrtt  article  here  sign'd; 
And  beds,  oonceaPd  with  bushy  trees, 
Flanled  with  Juno^s  lettuces. 

After  the  linę 

We  best  what  i9  tnie  patare  find, 

thęse  two  lines  should  follow : 

Chymistfl  and  cards  their  process  suit, 
They  metal 8,  these  the  mind  transmute. 

The  following  anecdotes  are  given  from  indisputableauthorityj 

Mr.  Sylvanus  Bevan,  a  ąuaker  and  a  Ariend  of  Mr.  Green,  was  mentioning^ 
at  Batson^s  cofiee-hoirse,  tfaat^  while  he  was  bathing  in  the  rirer^  a  waterman 
saluted  him  with  the  usual  insult  of  the  lower  class  bf  people,  by  calling  out^ 
^  A  ąuaker,  a  ąuaker,' quirl !''  He  at  the  same  time  espressed  his  wonder^ 
how  his  profession  could  be  known  While  he  was  without  his  clothes.  Green 
immediately  replied,  that  the  waterman  might  disco^er  him  by  his  swimming 
against  the  stream. 

The  depariment  in  the  Custom-house  to  which  Mr.  Green  belon^ed  was 
tinder  the  control  of  the  duke  of  Manchester,  who  used  to  treat  those 
immediately  under  him  once  a  year.  After  one*of  these  entertainments, 
Mr.  Green,  seeing  a  rangę  of  serrants  in  the  hall|  said  to  the  first  of  them^ 
**  ftay,  sir,  doyou  gire  tickets  at  your  turnpike?** 

In  a  reform  which  took  place  in  the  Custom-house^  amongst  other  articles, 
a  few  pence j  ^aid  Weekly  for  providing  the  cats  with  milk,  were  ordered  to  be 
stnick  off.  On  this  occasion,  Mr.  Green  wrote  a  humorous  petition  as  from 
the  cats,  which  prevented  the  regulation  in  that  particular  from  taking  place« 

Mr.  Green^s  conversation  was  as  novel  a  his  writings,  which  occasioned 
one  of  the  commissioners  of  the  customs^  a  yery  duli  man,  to  obsenre,  that  he 
did  not  know  how  ic  was,  but  Green  always  espressed  himself  in  a  difierenc 
manner  from  other  people. 

Suchis  the  only  information  which  the  friends  of  this  poet  have  ihoughc 
proper  to  band  down  to  posterity,  if  we  except  Glover,  the  author  of  the 
preface  to  the  first  edition  of  The  Spleen^  who  introduces  the  poem  in  these 
words: 

*^  i^e  author  of  the  following  poem  had  the  gireatest  part  of  his  time  takeif 
up  in  business:  but  was  accustomed  at  his  leisure  hours  to  amuse  himself 
tvith  striking  out  smali  sketches  of  witor  humour  for  the  entertainment  of  his 
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friendsi  sometiines  in  Yene,  at  other  times  in  prose.  The  greatest  port  of 
these  alluded  to  incidents  known  only  within  the  circle  of  his  acąuaintance. 
Tbe  sabject  of  the  following  poem  will  be  morę  generally  understood.  It  was 
at  first  a  very  short  copy  of  rerses ;  but,  at  the  desire  of  the  person  to  whom  it 
b  addressedy  tbe  aqthor  enlarged  it  to  its  present  state.  As  it  was  writ 
withoHt  any  design  of  its  passing  beyond  the  hands  of  his  acquaintancey  so 
tbe  authoPs  unexpected  death  soon  after  disappointed  many  of  his  most 
intimate  friends  in  their  design  of  prevailing  on  him  to  reyise  and  prepare  it 
for  the  sight  of  the  public.  It  therefore  now  appears  under  all  the  disadyaiif* 
tages  that  can  attend  a  posthumous  work.  But  it  is  presumed,  eyery  im* 
peifection  of  this  kind  is  abundatitly  oyerbalanced  by  tbe  peculiar  and  uH* 
borrowed  cast  of  thought  and  expression,  which  manifests  its^lf  thronghout^ 
and  secures  to  this  performatice  the  first  and  piineipal  character  necessary  to 
recommend  a  work  of  genius,  that  of  being  an  original.'* 

The  Spleen  had  not  been  long  published  before  it  was  admired  by  thoso 
wfaose  opiniou  was  at  that  time  decisiye.  Pope  said  there  was  a  great  deal 
of  originality  in  it.  Mr.  Melmoth  (in  Fitzosborne*s  Letters)  after  remarkiilg  a 
double  beauty  in  images  that  are  not  only  metaphors  but  allusions,  adds^  f '  I 
fns  much  pleased  with  an  instance  of  this  uncommon  species  in  a  little  poem, 
entitled»  The  Spleen.  The  author  of  that  piece  (who  bas  thrown  togetber 
morę  original  thoughts  than  I  eyer  read  in  the  same  compass  of  lines)  speaking 
of  the  advantages  of  exercise  in  dissipating  those  gloomy  rapours,  which  are 

10  apt  to  hang  upon  some  minds,  employs  the  following  image-* 

■ 

Throw  bot  a  itone,  the  giant  die»^ 

* 

*^  You  will  observe  that  the  metaphor  here  isconceived  with  great  proprietf 
fxf  thought,  if  we  consider  it  only  in  its  primary  yiew :  but  when  we  see  it 
pointing  still  farther,  and  hinting  at  the  story  of  Dayid  and  Goliath,  it  receiyes 
a  very  considerable  improyement  from  this  double  appUcation.** 

Gray,  in  his  priyate  correspondence  with  the  late  lord  Orford,  obseiryes  cl 
Green*s  poems,  then  published  in  Dodsley*s  collection,  **  There  is  a  profnsion 
of  wit  eyery  where ;  reading  would  haye  formed  his  judgment,  and  harmo-» 
nised  his  yerse,  for  eyen  his  wood-notes  often  break  out  into  strains  of  rcal 
poetry  and  musie.** 

The  Spleen  was  first  printed  in  1737,  a  short  time  after  the  autbor^s  death, 
and  afterwards  was  taken,  with  his  other  poems,  into  Dodsley*s  yolumes^ 
where  they  remained  until  the  publication  of  the  second  edition  of  Dr. 
Johnson^s  Poets.  In  1796,  a  yery  elegant  edition  was  published  hy  Messrs» 
Cadell  and  Dayies,  which,  besides  some  beautifiil  engrayings,  is  enriched 
with  a  prefatory  essay  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Aikin. 

"  The  writer  before  us,'*  says  this  ingenious  critic,  '^  was  neither  by  edu* 
cation  nor  situation  in  life  qualified  to  attain  skill  in  those  constituent  poiuts 
of  poetical  composition  upen  which  much  of  its  elegance  and  beauty  depends. 
He  had  not,  like  a  Gray  or  a  Collins,  his  mind  early  fraught  with  all  the  storcs 


160  LIFE  OF  GREEN. 

of  dassic  literaturę;  nor  could  he  derote  months  and  ycars  of  learned  leisurc 
to  the  exquisite  charms  ó(  versification  or  the  refined  omaments  of  diction« 
He  was  a  man  of  business,  who  had  only  the  inttinrals  of  his  regular  employ- 
inent  to  improye  his  mind  by  reading  and  reflection;  and  his  powers  appear 
to  have  been  truły  no  morę  tban  hasty  effusions  for  the  amusement  of  himself 
and  his  particular  friends.  Numbers  of  works  thus  produced  are  born  and 
die  in  the  circle  of  every  year ;  and  it  is  only  by  the  stamp  of  real  genius 
that  these  have  been  preserved  from  a  similar  fate.  But  naturę  had  bestowed 
on  the  autbor  a  strong  and  quick  conception,  and  a  wonderful  power  of 
bringing  together  remote  ideas,  so  as  to  produce  the  most  novel  and  striking 
effects.  No  man  ever  thought  morę  ćopiously  or  with  mofe  origiilality  ;  no 
man  ever  lessfell  into  the  beaten  track  of  common-place  ideas  and  e)cpressioas. 
That  cant  of  poetical  phraseology,  which  is  the  only  resource  of  an  ordinary 
writer,  and  which  those  of  a  superior  class  find  it  difEcult  to  avoid,  is  scarcely 
any  where  to  be  met  with  in  him.  He  has  no  hacknied  combinations  of 
fiubstantiyes  and  epithets :  nonę  of  the  tropes  and  figures  of  a  school-boy*s 
Gradus.  Often  negligent,  sometimes  inaccurate,  and  not  unfrequent]y  pro- 
saiCy  be  redeems  his  defccts  by  a  rapid  yariety  of  beautics  and  brilliancies  al  I 
his  own,  and  affords  morę  food  to  the  understanding  or  imagination  in  a 
linę  or  a  couplet  tban  common  writers  in  half  a  page.  In  short,  if  in  point 
of  yersification,  regularity  and  correctness,  his  place  is  scarcely  assignabic 
among  the  poets :  in  the  rarer  qualities  of  yariety  and  yigour  of  sentimcnt, 
and.noyelty  and  iiyeliness  of  imagery,  it  would  not  be  easy  to  find  any,  io 
modern  times  at  least,  who  has  a  right  to  nink  aboye  him.'' 

This  opiuion,  which  belongs  chiefly  to  The  Spleen,  may  be  adopted  with 
safety;  but  the  praise  bestowed  afterwards  by  the  same  judicious  critic  on 
the  author^s  system,  or  the  philosophy  of  the  poem,  aithough  qaalified  by  ex- 
ceptions,  is,  perhaps,  yet  highcr  than  it  deseryes.  To  me  it  appears  that 
Green  had  no  regular  or  serious  purpose  in  writing  this  poem,  unless  to 
make  it  the  yehicle  of  satire  on  opinions  and  subjects  \<'hich  he  had  relin-r 
qaished  or  disliked.  There  is  so  little  knowledge  of  the  naturę  or  cure  of 
the  Spleen  in  wbat  he  adyances,  that  whoeyer  is  induced  by  the  title  to 
Consult  it,  may  be  occasionaily  diyerted  by  its  wit,  but  will  not  benefit  by  its 
preser  i  ptions.  ' 

What,  indeed,  is  his  theory  of  the  disorder,  and  what  his  remedy  ?  He 
begins,  not  improperly,  by  informing  his  friend  that  he  does  not  mean  to 
write  a  treatise  on  the  Spleen^  but  to  acquaint  that  friend  with  the  course  he 
bad  himself  taken  to  drive  the  Spleen  sŁway  and  to  liye  quietly.  He  first 
adopted  the  commonly  receiyed  remedies,  temperance,  chastity  and  exercise^ 
and  then  he  expatiates  on  the  use  of  niirth,  but  how  is  mirth  to  be  procured 
by  the  melancholy  sufFerer?  By  laughing,  he  tells  us,  at  widings,  bad  tra- 
gedies,  dissenterssaying  grace,  a  clergyman  preaching  for  a  lectureship,  and 
other  common  topics,  some  of  which  are  surely  improper  topics  for  laughter^ 
and  could  escite  it  only  in  those  who  are  predisposed  to  thro\r  ridicule  upon 
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wtet  is  serious,  which  w  very  fer  froni  being  the  cage  witb  peiwns  of  a  me- 
hoehoGc  temperament  He  tben  recominends  tbe  playhouse,  or  a  concert  * ' 
JBriog  rainy  weather,  books,  or  a  visjt  to  the  coffee^hoase,  the  taveitl,  the 
eaid*table,  or  a  joco-se/ious  cup ;  and  the  company  of  the  fair:-sex,  but  with 
the  exception  of  marriage,  Such  are  the  remedies  he  professes  to  bave 
token;  and  he  proceeds  next  to  enumerate  the  cąuses  of  the  Spleen  which 
are  to  be  avoided,  of  which  he  ayoids.  He  nerer  goes  to  a  dissenting  meet- 
ing,  or  to  law ;  never  games,  rarely  bets;  does  not  like  to  lend  money,  or 
to  run  in  c|e*>t,  by  which  means  he  avoids  that  undoubłed  cauae  of  melan- 
cbolj,  dups  and  bailifib ;  never  meddles  with  politics  in  church  or  state ' 
aroids  both  the  regular  clergy.and  the  puritans,  but  conforms  to  church  and 
State  **  both  for  diversion  and  defence  ;'^  abbors  all  reformer9,  and  especially 
tbe  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Gospel  in  foreign  parts,  whicb  he  re- 
tilo,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say,  with  contemptuous  maJignity.  In  addition  to 
lU  thb,  he  nerer  danceą  ąttendance  at  the  levees  of  tbe  great ;  avoids  poetical 
ent&osiasin  and  all  its  evłls,  and  bas  no  ambition.  He  then  addresses  Con- 
tentment,  e^presses  a  wish  for  a  smali  farm  in  the  country,  has  no  expecta» 
boDS  from  a  state  of  futurę  existence»  and  concludes  with  a  hacknied  alle- 
góry  on  human  life. . 

it  npay  be  doubted  whether,  sińce  the  days  of  tbe  Theriaca,  a  medicine 
hs  beeą  composed  of  sucb  heterogeneous  ingredients,  or  a  cure  for  Hst- 
leasness  and  melancboly  recommended,^  which  hąs  ą  roore  direct  tendency  to 
induoe  insanity,  by  oyerthrowing  all  established  opinions,  and  substituting 
darknessand  perpłexity,  indoleocetowardstheconcerns  of  our  fellow-creatures, 
and  indiflference  to  all  the  sympathies  qf  civil  and  social  life.  If  its  tendency 
:  sbould  fali  short  of  this,  it  ipust  at  least  increasę  that  selfish  security  which 
K)  often  drives  the  splenetic  into  solitude^  or  reoders  theip  inactive  members 
of  society. 

As  an  apology  for  Green's  opinians  on  religious  subjecte,  so  freely  ex- 
prcssed  in  this  poem,^  it  hąs  been  said,  that  he  was  bred  aroong  puritanical 
diseentors,  whose  principles  tended  to  inspire  a  gloomy^  unamiąble  and  un- 
locial  disposition«  Of  whatever  avaH  this  apology  ma}'  be  in  the  present 
caae,  it  is  not  much  in  its  favour  that  we  find  it  usually  advanced  by  those 
',  who  are  glad  of  an  excuse  for  looseness  of  principle  and  contempt  for  re- 
Tcaled  religion.  It  may,  however,  be  said,  with  confidencc,  that  if  no  other 
ipleen  eslsted  tban  what  is  induced  by  strictness  of  religious  principle,  it 
▼ould  not  be  of  sufficient  conseąuence  to  reąuire  the  aid  either  of  the  poet 
or  tbe  physician.  The  disorder,  all  experience  and  observation  show,  exists 
among  two  classes,  those  who  inherit  a  constitutiopal  melancholy,  or  those 
▼ho  froQi  defect  of  education,  possess  węak  minds :  it  has  ńo  natural  con- 
Bection  with  any  system  of  religion  or  politics,  but  much  with  folly  and 
yice,  and  most  of  all,  with  that  waste  of  time  and  talents  which,  in  many 
conditions  of  life,  fashion  commands  and  countenanccs. 

Botenough  has  been  said  of  a  system,  if  it  de:>erves  the  name,  the  evil 
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tendency  of  which  is  too  bbvious  and  too  absurd  to  create  mucb  miflchicC 
The  poetical  beauties  of  The  Spleen,  its  original  and  happy  imageiy^  and 
its  many  striking  allnsions  and  satirical  touches,  will  ever  secure  it  a  plaa 
among  the  most  popular  collections  of  English  poetry\ 

Of  Greęn's  lesser  poems,  The  Grotto  only  was  printed  in  l^s  life-time^  aad 
dispersed  pmately  among  his  friends.  When  queen  Caroline  built  ha 
grottOą  it  became  a  fashion  with  the  minoc  poets  of  the  day  to  wńte  yerseson 
it,  some  in  a  courtly  and  some  in  a  satirical  strain.  A  considerable  pumber  d 
^ese  may  be  seen  in  the  early  yolumes  of  the  Gentleman**s  Maga^ine.  GreeoL 
pn  this  occasion,  contcibuted  the  poem  before  us,  under  the  name  of  Peter 
Drakę j  a  iisherman,  with  a  playful  allusion  to  Stephen  Duckj  the  thresher, 
to  whose  custpdy  the  grotto  was  conunitted,  but  with  no  assumption  of  the 
humble  character  of  a  fisherman.  The  author^s  aim,  indeed  is  not  Tery  cdear^ 
finless  to  introduce  a  Tariety  of  common  topics,  which  he  illustrates  in  a 
manner  very  noyel,  and  pleasingly  fancifuK  The  same  opinion  may  be  giyen 
pf  the  lines  on  Barclay^s  Apology,  which  have  yet  less  regularity.  The  rest 
of  his  pieces  reąuire  Uttłe  notice.  That  entitled  Jove  and  Semele  is  omitted 
in  this  edition  on  account  of  its  indelicacy. 


"  ▲  Tery  beantifiil  poem  on  tlie  Spleen  was  written  long  befaie,  by  Annę,  countesi  of  Winduliea, 
It  may  be  eeen  in  ber  artide  in  the  Genenl  Dictionary,  fol.  roi.  X> 
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TB-E  SPLEEN\ 

MM  IPIfflUI  TO  MR.  CmrHBERT  JACĘSON/ 

■pHlS  mot1«y  piece  to  y<m  I  send, 
*-  Wfaioalways  were  a  {aithfiil  fńend; 
Wbo^  if  ditputes  should  happen  hence, 
Can  best  explain  the  authoi^s  sense  j 
Aad,  aBxioii8  for  tbe  public  weal. 
Do,  wfaat  I  Bingy  so  often  feet. 

The  wa&t  of  metbod  pray  esccuse, 
Alkmiog  for  a  Tapout^d  Muse  ;3~ 
Nor  to  a  oarrow  path  confin^d, 
Hedge  in  by  niles  a  iwing  min^ 

Tbe  child  is  gennine,  yoa  may  tracę. 
Tbrongfaoat  tbe  sire'8  transmitted  fece. 
NoŁbing  u  sfcoPn:  my  Muse,  tbough  mean, 
Dnwsfrom  the  spring  9he  finds  withioj 
Nor  Tttnly  buys  what  Gildon*  sells,  /• 
Poetic  boicl^ts  for  4i7  weUs. . 

Scbool4ie]ps  I  want,  to  climb  ou  bigl^ 
Wbere  ali  tbe  ancient  treasures  lie, 
ADdthere  unseen  comoiit  a  theft 
On  wealtb  tn  Greek  exchequerś  lefw* 
Tben  wbere?  firom  whom  ?  what  can  I  etptf, 
Who  ooly  with  the  moderns  deal? 
This  were  attempting  to  put  op 
lUiramt  from  naked  bodiee  won^:  / 
Tliej  safely  ńng  before  a  tbief, 
They  caoDOt  gire  who  want  relief; 
Sooe  few  excepted,  names  well  known, 
AndjiisUy  laure1'd  witb  renown, 
Wbowstamp  of  genius  marka  ttieir  ware» 
And  theft  detectc:  of  theft  be  ware; 

* "  In  this  poem,**  Mr.  Melmoth  says, "  there  are 
Bore  or^nal  thougbtH  tbrown  together  than  be 
bid  erer  read  in  the  same  compass  of  lines.'* 

Fitzosborne>s  Letters,  p.  114. 

s  Qi)don*sArtofPoetry. 

'  A  painted  rest  Prince  Yortiger  had  on, 
Whidi  from  a  naked  Piet  his  gcandsire  won. 

Howard's  Britisb  Prinoea. 


1 


1 


From  Morę*  so  ląsh'd,  ezample  fit, 
Shun  petty  larceny  in  wit. 

First  know,  my  friend,  I  do  not  męan 
To  write  a  treatise  on  the  spleen ; 
Nor  to  prescribe  when  nerres  convulse; 
Nor  mend  th'  alanun  watcb,  your  pulse. 
If  I  am  right,  your  ąuestion  lay, 
What  course  I  take  to'  drive  away 
The  day-mare  Spleen,  by  wbose  false  pleas 
Men  prove  ipere  saicides  in  eaae; 
And  how  I  do  myseif  demean 
In  stormy  world  to  lłve  sereuę. 

When  by  its  magie  ląntern  Spleen  / 
With  frightftil  figures  spreads  life's  scenę. 
And  threat'iiiiig  prospects  urg'd  my  ibars, 
A  stranger  to  tbe  łuck  of  heirs ; 
Reason,  some  quiet  to  restore, 
Show'd  part  wąs  substance,  sliadow  morę; 
With  Spleen/9  dead  weight  though  heary  growp, 
In  lłfe*«  rougb  tide  I  sunk  not  down. 
But  swaro,  'till  Fortune  tiirew  a  ropę, 
Buoyant  on  bladdei-s  filPd  with  hope. ' 

1  always  choose  the  plainest  food^ 
To  mend  yiscidity  of  blood. 
^ail !  water-gruel,  healing  power, 
(Of  easy  access  to  Che  poor; 
Thy  help  loye^s  confessors  implore. 
And  doctors  secretly  adore; 
To  thee,  I  fly,  by  thee  dilut^- 
Through  Teins  my  blood  doth  quicker  shoot* 
And  by  swift  current  throws  off  clean 
Prolific  particles  of  Spleen. 

I  neyer  sick  by  driuking  grow. 
Nor  keep  myseif  a  cup  too  Iow, 
And  seldom  Cloe's  lodgings  haunt, 
Thrifty  of  spirits,  which  I  want. 

Hunting  I  reckon  very  good 
To  bracc  the  nerves,  and  stir  the  blood: 


4  James  Morę  Smith,  etq.  See  I>unciad,  B.  ii. 
1.  50.  and  the  notes,  wbere  the  circumstances  of 
the  transaction  here  alluded  to  are  very  ftilly 
eKplained. 
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^  ^t  after  no  field-honours  itch, 
AchieT*d  by  leapiog  hedge  and  ditch. 
'Whiie  Spleen  Jies  soft  rela^Td  in  bed, 
Or  o'er  coal  firea  incUnes  tlie  head, 

^"^Hjrreia^g.jpns with  bound  and  born, 
'AndjuFial  ery  awaice  the  Muro. 
Tbese  see  her  from  the  dusky  plight, 
Smear^d  by  th'  embraces  of  the  Night, 
yrith  roral  wash  redeem  her  face. 
And  prove  berself of  TOan^sracej^ 
And,  mounting"  in  loose  rob^  Ihe  skies, 
'  Shed  light  aitd  fragrance  a3  she  flies.      ' 
Then  horse  and  hound  fierce  joy  digplay, 
£xultłng  at  the  hark-away,  ^ 

And  in  pursait  o'er  tainted  jsrcund 
From  luugs  robust  flćld^fiotes  rćsouod. 
't'ben,  as  ^Wiłeorge  tbe  dragon  siew, 
^leen  pierc'd,  trod  down,  and  dyiug  riew; 
While  all  tbeir  spirita  are  on  wing, 
And  woods,  and  bilU,  and  yalleys  ring. 

To  cure  the  mind's  wrom.?  bias,  Spleen* 
Some  reoommend  the  bowling-green; 
Some,  hilly  walki;  aJI,  esercise; 

\*  l^ling  but  a  stone,  the  giantdies;' 
Łaugh  and  be  t^ell.    Mopkeys  l;ave  been 

fytreme  goo^  doctoni  for  the  Spleen  ; 
nd  kitten,  if  the  humour  hit, 
Has  harlequin*d  away  the  fit. 

Since  mirth  is  good  in  this^behalf; 
At  some  partic^lars  let  us  laugh* 
Witlings,  brisk  fools,  curs'd  with  half  senae, 
That  stimulates  tbeir  iinpotence; 
Wbo  buz  in  jrhyme,  and,  like  blind  flijs, 
£rr  with  tbeir  wings  for  want  of  eyes. 
\  Poor  authors  worshipping  a  calf, 
Deep  tmgedies  that  make  us  laugh, 
A  strict  dissenter  sayiug  grace, 
A  lecfrec  preaching  for  a  place, 
(oiks,  thin^s  Drophctjc  to  dispcnse^ 
^aking'  the  pint  tHe  futura  teuse, 
The  popith  dubbing  of  a  priest, 
Fine  ei^taphs  on  knayes  deceas'd, 
G(-ęen-aprun*d  Pythonissa^s  ragę,' 
6reat  iEacuIapius  on  his  stage> 
A  miser  starving  to  be  rićh, 
The  prior  of^ewgate'8  dying  speecbj 
A  jointer'd  wl4ow^s  ritlial  state, 
Two  Jews  disputing  tete-^-tete, 
New  almanacs  composM  by  seen, 
Experiment8  on  'fclons'  ears," 
Di»dainful  pnides,  who  ceaseless  ply 
The  superb  muscle  of  the  eye, 
A  coquei'8  April-weather  face, 
A  Sueenb^rough  mayor  behind  his  mace. 
And  fbps  tn  military  shew, 
Are  so^^reign  for  the  case  in  Tiew.^  • 

If  spleen-ibgs  rise  at  close  of  day, 
\  elear  my  e?*ning  with  a  play, 
Or  to  some  concert  take  my  way. 

?be  company,  Ihe  nhine  of  lights, 
hć  scenek'  of  humour,  mustc^s  flights, 
A^just  and  se^  the  soul  to  rights. 
'  '\i[e'B  moTing  pictures',  well^wrought  pląys. 
To  others*.  grief  attention  raise : 
Herę,  while  tbe  tragtc.  %tions  gk>w, 
We  borrow  joy  by  (itying  woe; 
There  gaity  ctmiic  soenet  deUght, 
And  hołd  truć  mirrors  to  our  sight* 
yirtue,  in  charmlng  dress  array*d,' 
Calliug  tbe  paasions  to  her  aid, 


When  ^loral  scenesjustąctionujoin, 
Takes  shape,  and  shows  her  &će  di^ine. 
Mu:$ic  bas  charms,  we  all  may  fiod,  ' 
Ingratiate  deeply  with  the  mind. 
When  ar.t  does  sound!a  high  po#*r  advancą 
To  music's  pipę  the  passions  dance ; 
Motions  unwiird  its  pow^rs  bave  ahewn, 
TarantukŁted'by  a  tune. 
Many  hare  beld  tbe  !X>ul  to  be, 
Nearly  aHy*d  to  harmony. 
Her  hare  1  known  indulging  grief. 
And  shunning  oompany*s  relief, 
XJnveil  her  &ce,  and  looking  round, 
Own,  by  neglecting  sorrow*8  wound, 
The  consanguinity  of  aouiid. 

In  rainy  days  keep  double  gnard, 
Or  £^leen  will  8«reiy!  be  too  hard^ 
Which,  like  those  fish  by  sailors  met,  /. 
Fly  highest,  while  thcir  wings  are  wet. 
In  snch  dullweather,  so  unfit 
To  ehterpńae  a  work  of  wit, 
"y^en  ćlouds  one  yard  of  azurc  sky, 
That*8  fit  for  simile,  deny, 
I  dress  my  foce  with  studious  looks. 
And  shortcn  tedious  bours  with  books. 
But  if  duli  fogs  invade  the  head, 
That  mem'ry  minds  not  what  is  read, 
I  sit  in  window  dry  as  ark,* 
And  on  the  drowning  worid  remark:  /  • 
Or  to  some  cofiee^house  I  stray  * 
For  news,  the  manna  of  a  day,  / ' 
And  from  the  hipp*d  disooursesgather, 
That  politics  go  by  the  weather : 
Then  seek  good-humourM  tavern  chumi^ 
Ai)d  play  at  cards,  but  for  smali  sums ; 
Or  with  tbe  merry  fellows  quaff. 
And  laugh  aloud  with  them  that  lauch; 
Or  drink  a  joco-serious  cup 
With  souU  who  've  took  their  freedom  up. 
And  let  my  mind,  beguiPd  by  talk, 
In  Epicurus*  garden  walk, 
Who  tbought  it  Heav*n  to  be  serene; 
Pain,  Heli,  and  purgatory>  Spleen. 

Somętimes  1  dress,  with  women  sit, 
And  chat  away  the  gloomy  fit; 
2uit  the  stiff  garb  of  serious  seose^ 
And  wear  a  gay  impertinence, 
Nor  think  nor  speak  with  &ny  pains. 
But  lay  on  fiincy's  necl^  the  reins; 
Talk  óf  unuBual  swell  of  waist 
In  maid  of  honour  loosely  lac'd. 
And  beauty  borr'wing  Spanish  red. 
And  loTitig  pair  with  8ep'rate  bed. 
And  jewels  pawn'd  (br  loss  of  gamę. 
And  then  redeem*d  by  loss  of  famej^^ 
Of  Kitty  (aunt  left  in  the  lorch 
By  grave  pretence  to  go  to  churchj 
Perceiv*d  in  hack  with  lorer  fine, 
Like  Will  and  Mary  on  the  coin.: 
And  thus  in  modish  manner  we, 
Inaid  of  sugar,  sweeten  tea. 

Permit,  ye  fair,  your  idol  form, 
Which  e*en  the  coldest  heart  can  wam, 
May  with  its  beauties  grace  my  linę, 
While  I  bow  down  before  its  shrine. 
And  your  thTQng'd  altars  with  my  lays 
Perfume,  and  get  by  giving  piaise. 
With  speech  so  sweet,  so  sweet  a  mię||^ 
You  excommunicate  tbe  Spleen, 


TOE  SPLEEN. 


165 


Which,  fiend-]ik9>  flies  Ihe  iiuigio  ring 

ToQ  form  with  soand,  \rhen  pleaa*d  to  sing ; 

Wbate'eryou  wky,  howe'er  yoo  moye. 

We  looky  we  listen,  and  approve. 

Yoar  tODch,.  wbich  givet  to  feeling  bliii^ 

Oor  nerres  officunis  throng  to  kiń  ; 

By  Celia^  pat,  on  their  report, 

The  gnve-«ir*d  sont,  irtclin'd  to  sport- 

ReDoances  wiadom*8  tuUen  pomp, 

Apd  loTPS  tbe  floral  gamę,  to  romp. 

But  who  cao  riefr  the  póinted  rays, 

That  (ma  Uack  eyes  scintillant  błaze? 

Lonre  00  his  throne  of  gloiry  seems 

EacoopassM  wi|h  8aŁei|ite  beaois. 

Botfpfaeo  blue  eyes,  morę  aoftły  brigbt; 

DiAse.beaignly  hamidligbt, 

We  jpaie,  and  see  the  smiling  Iotcs, 

Aod  Cft]ierca*s  gentle  dovcii» 

And  r^itnrM  fix  in  such  a  face, 

Ł»ve*i  mercy-seat,  and  tbrone  of  gracel  /  f^ 

Shine  bat  on  age,  you  melt  ita  snów ; 

Agtio  firea  lonę-extingni8b'd  glow, 

And,  cbarm*d  by  witcbery  of  eyed, 

Błood  long  coogealed  Hąuefies! 

Tpe  miracle,  and  fnirły  done 

£y  beads  whicb  .ar&  a^fd  while  on: 

Bat  ob,  urbat  pity  't  is  to  find 
Soch  beaótieś  both  of  form  and  mind. 
By  modern  bireedlng  much  debasM, 
In  baJf  tbe  female  woHd  at  leart ! 
Uence  i  with  teare  auch  lotfries  sbnn, 
Where^  a  prize  mis8'd,  I  'm  quiie.undonej 
And  baią*t,  by  Tent*ring  on  a  wife, 
Yet  ran  the  greatest  risk  in  life. 

Mothers,  and  guardian  annts,  foibeal* 
Yoor  impioas  painś  to  form  tbe  fair. 
Nor  lay  out  so.iiioch  cost  and  art, 
fiat  to  deflow'r  the  yirgin  heart; 
Ofereryfony^fbat'iiBg  bed 
By  qtticli:'Qinz  beat  of  cnstom  bredi 
BAŁber  than  by  your  cnltnre  spoil^d; 
Desist,  and  give  tis  naturę  Mrild, 
Deligfated  with  a  bóyden  tout, 
Włoch  tnith  and  inńocence  cpntroli 
Coqoets,  leare  off  affected  arts, 
Gay  ibwlers  at  a  flock  of  hearta ; 
Woodcocks  to  shnn  your  tnares  have  skilli 
Yoa  show  90  plain,  you  8trive  to  kill. 
b  loTethe  aitless  catch  the  gamę, 
Aod  they  icaree  mias  who  nerer  aim. 
Hk  world'B  great  anthor  did  create 
The  iex  to  fit  tbe  nnptial  8tate„ 
And  meant  a  bleising  in  a  wife 
To  loiace  the  fiitiguel  of  life ;  t 

And  old  inspired  timea  display, 
Uow  wiTes  couM  Ioi;e,  and  yet  qbey: 
Theo  tnith,  and  patience  of  control/ 
And  bouse-wilie  arts  adorn*d  the  soul; 
And  charms,  tbe  gift  of  Naturę,  shone; 
Aotljealonsy,  a  thing  unknown: 
Veib  were  Uie  oniy  maśks  they  wore; 
KoTcłs  (receipts  to  make  ą  whore) 
Kor  ombre,  nor  quadrille  Łhey  knew; 
Nor  Pani*s  puissance  feli  at  loo.  ^ 
Wise  men  did  not  to  be  thoujght  gay, 
Tben  compliment  their  pnw'r  away : 
But  leit,  by  frail  desires  mi^ed, 
Tbe  girls  ferbidden  paths  shoiild  tread, 
Of  ign'nuice  raisM  the  safchij^h  wali; 
We  liak  hsw-bawf ,  tbat  show  thero  alL 


Thus  we  at  once  solicit  sense, 

And  chaiige  then  not  to  break  the  lence. 

Now,  if  untir*d,  consider  friend;        a^   "  . 
What  1  avoid  to  gain  my  end.  ,     iP'  yCr^ 

I  never  am  at  meeting  seen, 
Meeting,  that  region  of  tbe  Spleen  ; 
The  broken  he^,  the  busy  fiend, 
Tlie  inward  cali,  on  Spleen  depend. 

Lau',  licens*dbreaktngof  the  peace^ 
To  which  Tacation  is  disease : 
A  gypsy  diction  scarce  known  well 
By  th*  magi,  who  law-fo.f  anes  tell, 
f  sbun;  nor  let  it  breed  within 
Anxiety,  and  that  the  Spleen; 
Lat7,  groa'n  a  fweśt,  where  perplex 
Tbe  mazes;  and  the  braihblei  vex ; 
Where  its  twelve  verd'rt;r8  every  day  * 
Are  changing  still  the  public  wa^ : 
Yet  if  we  miss  our  path  and  err, 
We  grieyous  penalties  incuf*; 

And  wand*rer9  tii«;  ^^  ^^^^  ^^^'  ^^*"> 
And  then  get  out  ^hefe  they  went  in. 

I  never  gamę,  ahd  rarely  bet, 
Am  loth  to  lend,  or  run  in  debt. 
No  compter-writs  me  agitate; 
Who  morał  izing  pass  the  gate, 
And  tbere  niine  eyes  on  spftndthrifU  tur^y 
Who  vainly  o'er  their  bondage  moóm. 
Wisdom,  before  beneath  their  care^ 
Pays  ber  opbraiding  vidlts  thel-e; 
Anid  forcefl  folly  thhiugh  the  grate; 
Her  panegyfic  to  repeat^ 
This  vięw,  ^rofiisely  wheń  inclin^d, 
Enters  a  ca?eat  in  the  miiid: 
Experience  joihM  witłi  ćomihon  sense; 
To  mortali  is  a  pt^videnc€|l 

Passion,  as  iTequently  is  seenP 
Subsidin^  settles  into  Spleen.  ^^ 
Hence,  as  the  plagńe  of  happy  life, 
\  run  away  frovA  parly-stirife. 
A  princc's  cabse;  a  church's  daim, 
I  *ve  knowif  to  riise  a  mighty  flame. 
And  priest,  as  stoker^  ye^y  freo* 
To  throw  in  peace  itnd  tharitjr: 

That  tribe,  whose  practicals  decree 
Smali  beer  the  debdlicst  heresy; 
Who,*  fond  of  pedipi^ee,  deriv« 
Froni  the  most  noted  wbore  alive; 
Who  own  wine*s  old  prophetic  aid; 
And  love  the  mitrę  ^acchus  madę, 
Foibid  the  fifcithful  toctepend 
On  half-pint  drinkers  ftjr  a  fńend. 
And  in  whose  gay  red-lett«»r*d  face  ' 
We  read  gcK)d-Iiving  morę  than  graoei 
Nor  they  so  piirć,  ifnd  sd  precise; 
ImmacUate  as  their  white  of  eyes, 
Who  for  the  spirit  hug  the  Spleen, 
Phylacter'd  througbout  aftih«ir  mień, 
Who  their  ill-tasted  homttfkw'd  pray't 
To  thie  8tate'ś  melłowAms  prefer; 
Who  doctrines,  as  ni^tioiis,  fear, 
Whicb  are  not  stetfPd  in  yinegar. 
And  silmples  of  famrt-cliested  grace 
Expose  in  8how>fla09  of  the  ftice, 
Did  never  me  ak  yet  provoke 
Either  to  honoor  band  and  cloak, 
Or  deck  my  liat  with  leares  of  oakJ 

I  raił  not  with  mock-patriot  grace 
At  foUu>  because  they  are  in  place ; 
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Nor,  hir'd  to  praise  with  staliion  pen, 
Senre  the  ear-Iecfaery  of  men ; 
But  to  avoid  reltg^ious  jara, 
The  ławs  are  my  estpósitors, 
Which  in  my  docibting  mind.creatć 
Conformity  to  church  and  state. 
I  gOy  pursuant  tó  my  plan. 
To  Mecca  with  the  carayan. 
And  think  it  nght  in  common  sense 
Both  fordiversion  and  defence. 

r^  Refoiming  schemes  are  nonę  of  minę; 
^   To  mend  the  world  'a  a  ^st  design : 
Like  thoirs,  whó  tug  in  little  boat» 
To  puli  to  them  the  «hip  afloat, 
While  to  defeat  their  labour^d  end, 
At  onoe  both  wind  and  stream  contend : 

LSuccess  herain  is  seldom  seen. 
And  zeal,  when  baffled,  tums  to  Spleen; 

Happy  the  man,  who  innocent, 
Grieve8  not  at  ills  he  can't  prevent; 
His  skiiFdoes  witb  the  current  glide; 
Not  pufBng  puird  against  the  tide. 
He,  paddling  by  the  scuffllng  crowd, 
Sees  unconcem'd  lire's  wager  rpw*d, 
And  when  he  cąn't  prevent  foul  play, 
^njoys  the  folly  of  the  fray* 
f^  By  theae  teflections  I  repeal 
v^ch  hasty  prómise  madę  in  źeal. 
When  gospel  propagators  say, 
We  *re  bound  our  great  light  to  displaye 
And  Indian  darkness  drive  away, 
Yet  ńohe  out  drunken  watcbmeo  send, 
And  scoundrel  link-boys  ibr  tbat  end) 
When  they  ery  up  this  holy  war, 
Which  every  Christian  should  be  for, 
Yet  such  as  owe  the  law  their  ears. 
We  find  emplOyed  as  eneineers : 
This  Ticw  my  forward  zea)  so  shocksi 
In  Tain  they  hołd  the  rooney-bor. 
At  such  a  conduct,  which  intends 
By  Yicious  means  such  virtuous  ends, 
I  laugh  oir  Spleeny  and  keep  my  pence 
From  spoiling  Indum  innoceAgei 

Yet  philosophic  loye  of  ease 
I  suffer  not  to  proire  diseaae, 
But  rise  up  iu  the  virtiiou/caus< 
Of  a  fi%e  press,  and  equal  laws. 
The  press  reStrain'd !  nefandous  tbought ! 
In  vain  our  sires  have  nobly  fbught: 
While  free  from  fbrce  the  press  remains, 
Yirtue  and  Freedom  cheer  our  plains; 
And  Learning  lai^iesses  bestows. 
And  kecps  uncensur'd  open  house. 
We  to  the  nation's  public  mart 
Our  works  of  wit,  and  sohemes  ofart; 
And  philosophic  goods  this  way, 
Like  water-carriage,  cheap  convey. 
This  trce,  which  knowledge  so  affords^ 
Inquisitor8  with  flaming  swords 
From  lay  approach  with  zeal  defeiid, 
Lest  their  own  paradise  shoold  end. 
The  Press  from  her  fecundous  womb 
Brought  forth  the  arts  of  Greece  and  Borna  j 
Her  offspring,  skiird  in  logie  waiy    "^^^ 
Truth's  ^antaer  wav'd  in  open  air; 
The  monster  Superstition  iled, 
And  hid  in  shades  its  Gorgon  head ; 
Aod  lawless  pow'r,  the  long-kept  field. 
By  reason  queU*d,  was  lbrc'd  to  yield. . 
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This  nurse  of  a'rt«,  and  firtedom*s  fehós    '■,''' 

To  chaiu,  is  treason  against  sense; 

And,  Li  berty  y  thy  thousand  tongues 

Nonę  silence,  who  design  no  wrong.«* 

For  those,  who  use  the  gag's  restraint^ 

First  rob,  before  they  stop  complaint 

Since  disappointment  gauls  witfain. 
And  subjugates  the  soul  to  ftpleen. 
Most  schemes,  as  money-snares,  1  hate^ 
And  bitie  not  at  projector^s  bait. 
Sufficient  wrecks  appear  each  day. 
And  yet  fresh  fools  are  cast  away. 
Krie  well  the  bubbled  can  tum  robnd^ 
Their  painted  yessel  runsagtound; 
Or  in  deep  seas  it  ovcrSetS 
By  a  fierce  hiinricane  of  debts; 
Or  hełm  directors  in  one  trip, 
Freight  first  eml^ezzled,  sink  the  ship. 
Such  was  of  late  a  corpoVation  *»     \  , 
The  brażen  serpent  of  the  nation, 
Which,  when  hard  accidents  distress'd; 
The  poor  must  lock  at  to  be  blest. 
And  thenće  expect,  wUh  paper  seal^d 
By  fraud  and  us*ry,  to  be  healM; 

I  in  no  soul-consumption  wait  , 

Whole  yeał-ś  at  lerees  of  the  greatj 
And  hungry  hopes  regale  the  while 

00  the  spare  diet  of  a  smil^ 
There  you  may  see  the  idol  stand 
With  mirror  in  his  wanton  hand  \ 
Above,  below,  row  here,  now  thieie, 
He  throws  about  the  sunny  glare. 
Crowds  panty  ai)d  press  to  seiże  the  prizc^ 
The  s^y  delasion  of  their  eyes.  ^ 

When  Fancy  tries  her  limniDgskill  | 
To  draw  and  colour  at  her  will. 
And  raise  and  round  the  figurę  well. 
And  show  her  talent  to  ejtcel, 

1  guard  my  hcart,  lest  it  should  wod 
Unreal  boauties  Fancy  drew. 

And  disappointedy  feel  despair 

At  loss  of  things,  that  never  were:  J 

When  1  lean  politicians  mark 
Grazingon  etber  in  the  Park; 
Who  e'cr  on  wing  with  open  throat# 
Fly  at  debates,  exppes9cs,  voteś^    ^  \ ' 
Just  in  the  manner  s\f^How8  use, 
Catch  i  ng  thei  r  airy  food  of  news ;       ^  * 
Whose  latrant  stomachs  oft  molest 
The  decp-laid  plans  their  dreams  siąpgest| 
Or  see  some  poet  pensiTć?  sit,  ' 
Fondly  mistaking  Spleen  foir  Wit : 
Who,  though  shortwindedi  still  will  aim 
To  sound  the  epic  trump  of  Parne; 
Who  still  on  Phcehus'  smilea  will  doat, 
Nor  leani  conviction  fróm  his  coat ; 

*  The  Charitable  Corporation,  iiistituted  for  the 
relief  of  the  industrious  poor,  by  assisting  them 
with  smali  sums  upou  pledges  at  legal  inteitst 
By  the  viiłany  of  those  who  had  the  management 
of  this  scheme>  the  proprłetors  were  defrauded  of 
v«ry  considerable  sums  of  moncy.  In  Ił32 the 
conduct  of  the  directors  of  this  body  becamc  tbe 
subject  of  a  parliamentary  inąuiry,  and  *ome  of 
them,  who  were  members  of  the  house  of  ooni- 
mona,  were  e\pellcd  for  their  conberfi  in  thil 
iniquitous  tnuiaacUon. 
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I  Men  n^  tei»  I  iieveT  kneir         « 
Whimsies,  whidi  cloae  punii*d»  undo. 
And  ha^e  irom  old  ezperience  been 
Both  parent  and  tbe  cbild  of  Spleen. 
These  sabjects  of  ApoUo*8  state, 
Who  from  bise  fire  derive  their  fate, 
WHh  airy  purchaset  undone 
bf  lands,  vh)ch  nonę  lend  money  on, 
^oro  dołl,  had  follow^d  thńinng  ways, 
Norlost  ooe  iiour  to  gatber  bays. 
Tteir  ftocies  flist  deliriom  grew, 
•oenes  ideał  took  for  troe. .-.' — ^ 
to  tbe  sight  ParnaMua  liea, 
Lud  vith  fidae  prospects  cbeaU  their  eyies; 
nie  fibled  goda  the  p<^Uj»ing, 
)l  tetMm  of  perpetoal  spring, 
Bnoka,  fl9v'x;  iketds,  and  groyę^  of  treca* 
^ilbiding  fweetr«nd  similfig, 
jBay  drttms  inspir'd  in  myrtUUNVira, 
j&od  wreaths  of  iuidecayiQ2  JlStW^ra, 
Apollo*a  harp  witfa  airs  dirine, 
The  sacied  muaic  of  the  Nine»  ' 
yiewsofthetempleraU*dto  Fame» 
Ąnd  for  a  vacant  niche  pjrpud  aim, 
Bariih  their  aoula,  and  plainly  abew 
What  Fancy'8  akeicbing  power  can  oo. 
They  vUl  attempt  the  mountain  atoep, 
Where  on  the  top,  like  drcanw  in  aleep; 
The  Miiae*8  lerelationa  show, 
That  fiod  men  crack*d,  or  make  them  90. . 

You,  frieod,  like  me,  the  trade  of  rbymO 
Aroid,  elab^rate  waateoftime. 
Kor  are  content  to  be  undone. 
To  pass  for  Phcebua'  crazy  son. 
Poems,  the  \\fg  gĘffwnń» niH^r  bri|n» 
ASnrd  the  most  unoertain  gain; 
Andk)tt*rie8  nerer  tempt  the  wiae 
With  blanka  bo  many  tó  a  pri2e. 
1  ooly  trapsient  viatts  pay, 
Meeting  the  Mosea  iu  my  way, 
ścaree  known  to  the  fastidioiis  daihesi, 
Kor  ikiU'd  to  cali  them  by  thehr  names. 
Kor  can  tl|eir  pasaports  in  these  days, 
Tour  profit  warrant,  or  your  praiae. 
On  poems  by  theic  dictates  writ, 
Critics,  as  sworn  appraisera,  sit. 
And  merę  npholst^iners  in  a  tńce 
On  gems  and  paintinga  set  a  price. 
Thne  tayfriog  artists  for  our  iaya 
larent  ciamp^d  iples,  aod  «iŁh  straight  stayft 
Stńmg  free  Natiyre^s  shape  to  hit, 
£maciate  sense,  before  they  ńt. 

A  common  place,  and  many  friends, 
CsD  serre  the  plagiary*&i  ends, 
Wbose  easy  Tamping  talent  lies,  v 

Fint  wit  to  pitfer,  then  diajpiife. 
Tfaus  some  devoid  of  art  and  skill 
To  search  the  minę  on  Pindoe^  bil), 
fnmd  to  aspir^and  workmen  grow, 
ty  genins  doonl^d  to  atay  below. 
For  their  own  digging  show  the  town 
Wit^streasnre  brougbt  by  others  down. 
Some  wantin^,  Jf  they  fiod  a  minę, 
An  artisfs  jndgment  to  refine, 
Oa  fime  preeipitately  fii'd, 
The  ore  with  ba»er  metals  mix'd  -       ^^i;'' 
Meltdown,  impatient  of  delay. 


^t^ftt 


And  caU  tbe  'ficMmB  mass  a  PteF^ 
AU  these  eng«ge  to  8erve  thaffeikls, 
A  band  sełect^of  trusty  friends, 


!•» 


Who,  le88on*d  rigbt,  ttrtol  the  thing, 
As  Psapho^  taaght  his  birds  to  sing^ 
Then  to  the  ladiea  they  submit, 
Retuming  officers  on  wit : 

A  crowded  house  their  preaenoe  draws,  ^ 

And  on  the  beaus  imposes  laws, 
A  jndgment  in  its  favour  ends, 
When  all  the  paanel  are  its  friends; 
Their  natures  merciful  and  mild 
Have  from  merę  pity  sav'd  the  child; 
ip  bulrush  ark  the  bańtling  found 
Helples9,  and  ready  to  b^  drown'd, 
Thćy  have  presenr'd  by  ki  od  sńpport. 
And  bi:ought  the  baby-muse  to  court. 
Qut  there's  a  youth ''  that  you  can  name^ 
"ySTbo  needs  po  leading-strings  to  feme, 
Wbose  quick  maturity  of  brain 
The  btrih  of  Pallas  mąy  explain: 
Dreaming  of  whose  depending  fote, 
I  heard  Melpomenę  debatę, 
*'  This,  this  is  he,  that  was  foretold 
Sbould  emąlate  our  Oreeks  of  old. 
Inspir'd  by  me  with  sącred  art, 
He  sings,  and  rules  the  Taried  heait^ 
If.  Jove's  dread  anger  he  rebearae, 
We  hear  the  thundei:  in  his  verse; 
If  he  describes  love  tam'd  to  ragę, 
The  furies  rtot  in  his  page; 
If  be  fair  liberty  and  law 
By  rUifian  pow'r  expiring  dra«i 
The  keener  passions  then  engage 
Aright,  and  sanctify  their  ni0e$ 
If  he  attempt  diąnstrons  lorę. 
We  hear  those  plaints  that  wound  the  grorel 
Within  the  kinder  passions  glow. 
And  tears  diiitili*d  from  pity  flow." 
From  the  bright  Tision  1  descęnd. 
And  my  desertcd  tbenie  attbid. 
Me  neyer  did  ambition  seise, 
Śtrang-e  fovcr  moSt  inflam'd  by  ease ! 
The  aćtive  lunacy  of  pride, 
That  courts  jłlt  Fortune  for  a  bride, 
This  par*diae-tree,  so  fair  and  high', 
I  Tiew  with  no  aspiring  eye: 
Like  aspen  shake  tbe  restless  leave3. 
And  Śodom-fruit  our  pains  deceives, 
Wlience  freqiient  falls  give  ńo  sorprise; 
But  flts  of  spleen,  caird  growmg  wise: 
Greatness  in  glitfring  forms  display'd 
Affects  Weak  eyes  mnch  us'd  to  shaide. 
And  by  its  felsly-envy'd  scenę 
6ives  śelf-debasing  fi^  of  Spleen. 
We  sbould  be  pleas'd  that  things  are  so, 
Who  do  for  nothing  see  the  show, 
And,  middle  siżM,  can  pasa  between 
Łift^s  hubbub  sate,  because  unseen. 
And  'midst  the  glare  óf  greatness  traoe 
A  wat*ry  sunahine  in  the  face, 

*Psapho  was  a  Lybian,  who  desiring  to  be  ac- 
connted  a  god,  effected  it  by  this  means:  he 
took  young  binls  and  timght  them  to  *ing,  Psapho 
is  a  great  god.  When  they  were  pcrfect  in  their 
lesaon)  he  let  thein  fly  ;  and  other  birds  leatuing 
^le  same  ditty,  rcpeated  it  in  the  woods;  on 
Whicfa  ^is  countrymen  ofiered  sacrifice  to  him, 
and  considered  him  as  a  deity. 

*»  Mr.  Glaver,  the  excellcnt  autbor  pf  I^eonidas, 
Boadicea,  Media,  &^c. 
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OREEMS  POEMSS. 


Ałid  pleuure  fled  to,  to  nadieM 
The  aad  fiitigue  of  idteness. 

Contentment,  parent  of  deligbt, 
So  much  a  stranger  to  aur  sight^ 
8ay,  goddeu,  in  what  happy  place 
MorUds  bebold  tby  bloomiug  face; 
Thy  greciuus  anspices  impart. 
And  for  thy  tenipie  chotjse  my  heart. 
They,  whom  thou  deignest  to  insptrey 
Thy  science  leam,  to  bbund  desire; 
By  happy  alchymy  of  mind 
They  tum  to  pleasure  alLjthey  fiod; 
They  both  disdain  in  outward  miea 
The  grave  and  solemn  garb  of  Spleen^ 
And  meretricious  arts  of  dnets, 
To  feign  a  joy^  and  bidę  distrescj 
Unmov*d  when  Łhe  rude  tempest  bl<lv% 
Witbout  an  opiate  they  repose; 
And  coYer^d  by  your  thield,  dely 
The  whizzing  shafts,  tbat  round  them  fiy: 
Nor  meddling  wtth  the  g>>d'8  affairs, 
Concem  themsely^s  with  distant  cares^ 
But  place  their  bliss  in  roental  rest, 
And  feast  upon  the  góod  posiess^d.  ^ 

ForcM  by  soft  Tiolence  of  pray'r, 
The  blithsorae  godden  sootlies  my  sarCi 
1  feel  tbe  deiły  inspire^ 
And  thus  sbe  model s  my  desire* 
Two  hundred  pounds  balf-yeaily  paid^ 
Annuity  securely  madę, 
A  farm  some  t wenty  ^les  from  town. 
Smali,  Ught,  salubńous,  and  my  own; 
Two  maids,  that  uever  saw  the  town^ 
A  senring-nian,  not  quito  a  clowna 
A  boy  to  help  to  tread  the  mow. 
And  dńve,  wrhile  V  other  holds  the  ploogh; 
A  chief,  of  temper  formM  -to  pleaae. 
Fit  to  conrerse,  and  keep  tbe  keys ; 
And  better  to  preserre  the  peaoe, 
Commi8sion*d  by  the  name  of  nie  ce 
With  undorstandings  of  a  size 
To  think  their  master  ^ery  wise. 
.tM ay  Heav'n  (Jt  'u  all  1  wish  for)  8en<^ 
One  genial  room  to  treat  a  frienid,  ^ 

"Where  decent  cup-board,  little  plate, 
Display  benevo1ence,  not  state* 
And  mHy  my  bumfole  dwelliug  Stand 
Upou  some  chosen  spot  of  land: 

/A  pond  before  fulł  to  the  bhm, 

/  Where  cows  may  cool,  and  geeae  may  Bwim| 

\  Beliin  I,  a  green  like  yelret  neat. 
Soft  to  the  ove,  and  to  the  feet^ 
Where  od^rous  plants  in  eveułDg  fair 
Breathe  al  i  arouud  ambrosial  air| 
From  £ur&s,  foe  to  kitćhen  ground, 
Ft^ncM  by  a  slope  with  busbes  crown'd| 
Fit  dwelling  for  the  featherM  throng, 
Who  pay  their  quit-rents  with  a  soag$ 
Witli  op*ning  view8  of  bill  and  dale, 
Which  sense  and  fancy  too  regale, 
Where  the  half>cirque,  which  vision  bounds^ 
Like  amphitbeatre  surrounds ; 
And  woods  impervious  to  the  breeze, 
Thićk  phalaoT  of  embodied  trees. 
Fi  om  bills  through  plaius  in  dusk  array 
£xtended  far,  repel  the  day^ 
Herę  stilln^ss^  height,  and  solemn  shade 
Invi{e,  and  contemplation  aid : 
Herę  nymphs  from  bul  Iow  oaks  relaM 
Tha  dark  decrees  and  will  of  Fate« 


And  dreams  beneath  the  spreadtnff  betodl  ' 

Inspire,  and  docile  iancy  teach, 

Wbile  soft  as  breezy  breath  of  wind; 

Impulses  rustle  through  the  mind, 

Herę  Dryads,  scoming  Phoebus*  ny« 

While  Pan  melodious  pipes  away, 

In  measur*d  motions  frisk  abodt, 

Till  old  Sileous  puts  them  out. 

There  see  tbe  ciorer,  pea,  aud  beani 

Vie  in  variety  of  green ; 

Fresh  pastures  speckied  o'er  with  sbeep, 

Brown  ftelds  their  faliow  sabbaths  keep^ 

Plump  Ceres  goldeta  tresses  wear. 

And  poppy  top-knots  deck  ber  hair. 

And  silver  streams  tbrobgh  nieadowti  stray^ 

And  Naiads  on  the  mai^in  play. 

And  lesoer  nymphs  on  side  of  hitls 

From  płay-thing  urns  pour  down  tłie  rtlli. 

Thus  shelterM,  (ree  from  ćare  and  strifi^ 
May  1  ei\joy  a  ćalm  through  łife; 
See  fiiction,  safe  in  Iow  degree, 
As  men  at  land  see  storms  at  sea, 
And  laugh  at  iiiiserabte  elres 
Not  kind,  so  much  as  to  themselTes^ 
Cars  d  with  soch  souls  of  base  afloy, 
As  can  possess^  but  not  ei^oy  | 
Debarr'd  the  pU^tsute  to  impart 
By  avVice,  sphiocter  of  the  heart, 
Who  wealth,  bard  earn'd  by  guilty  eares| 
Beąueath  uiltoucb^d  to  thankless  helrt. 
May  I,  with  look  ungloom*d  by  guile^ 
And  wearing  Virtue's  liv'ry^smtle| 
Prone  the  distressed  to  relieve, 
And  liHIe  tfesp&ss^  fórgivej 
With  income  not  in  Fortdne^i  paw^t} 
And  skill  to  make  a  bbsy  hotir, 
With  trips  to  toWn  life  to  amuse^ 
To  purcbase  boohs,  and  hear  the  dewn^ 
To  see  old  friendsj  brush  off  the  dloirńi 
And  quicken  taste  at  fcoming  down, 
Unhurt  by  sickness*  blasting  ragei 
And  slowly  mellowing  in  ag6, 
When  Fate  eztends  its  gatbering  grłpe^ 
Fali  off  like  fruit  grown  fully  ripe» 
^uit  a  worn  being  witliout  paiii, 
Perhaps  to  blossom  soun  again. 

But  now  morę  serious  see  me  grow^ 
And  what  I  think,  my  Memmius,  know. 

Th^euthusiasfs  hope,  and  raptures  wiM* 
HaTe  ne?er  yet  my  reason  foiPd. 
His  springy  soul  dilktes  like  ilif, 
When  free  from  weight  of  ambient  ćśKf 
And,  hu5h'd  in  meditation  deep, 
Slides  iiito  dreams,  as  wben  asieep  ; 
Then,  foiid  of  uew  discoyeries  growd, 
Proves  a  Columbus  of  ber  own^ 
Disdains  tlie  nairow  bdunds  of  place, 
And  through  the  wilds  of  eudless  y»ade« 
Borne  up  on  ihetaphysic  wings, 
Chases  light  forms  and  shadowy  things, 
Ałid  in  tho*  vague  excur8ion  caught, 
Brings  home  some  rarc  exolic  thoaght« 
The  ineiancholy  man  sucb  dreams, 
As  brightcst  evidence,  esteems ; 
Fain  would  be  see  some  distant  tcene 
Suggested  by  his  restless  Spleen, 
\nd  Fancy >s  telescope  applies 
With  tinctuWd  glaap  to  cheat  hit  ey«Si 
Such  thottghtff,  as  lbve thegloom  of  nigtti 
I  close  eaamiae  bf  tbe  light| 


r- 
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yor  «IMS  tfamgli  Irtib^d  by  cwn  to  Ue, 
Sne  wMKhfiifc-written  traJUiA  deny, 
Aad  fUffuilft  pitiln  oonuiMNi  teose 
Od  ftiUi^  Bore  heaimy  erideooe^ 

That  tnpentition  iiMiyn*t  Gnate^ 
A^  ehib  itt  UU  with  those  of  FMe, 
1  nmy  a  notkni  take  to  taik, 
MMMrtBtfal  by  its  Tiaor-iiMsk. 
Thwicnipley  spasm  of  the  miiMly 
li  ctiMf  aad  ceitainty  I  find 
ShoB  optic  jreason  shows  me  plun, 
1  diiidtii  ipectres  of  the  bratu. 
Aad  legeodary  fean  are  fgom^ 
Ttatgh  in  tenaciotts  childfaood  sowa. 
Thn  ID  opiniooB  I  coinmence 
fieeboUer  in  tbe  proper  senae. 
And  aatber  mit  nor  8ervioe  do, 
Norhomage  to  pj«teodert  ihew, 
Vbo  boisttbdBiaełTet  by  ipiirioas  ^roU 
Lofdi  of  tbe  maaor  of  tbe  soul; 
*^  ftnii]^  MiMe,  fipom  cbin  that^s  bare^  > 

noDieue  tbroii'd  ia  wfaisker^d  hain 

to  tbee,  Creai»r  nneraale, 
O  Eotiam  Ensj  diviiiely  gieatl^^-^ 
Hołd,  Matę,  nor  neltiog  pinkrna  try, 
Ndr  near  tbe  blaaing  glory  fly. 
Kor  Miainiiif  bnak  thy  feeUe  bd«r» 
tlufeiŁbei^d  aironrs  llur  to  throw: 
1Voegb  feUe  anknoirn  nor  madly  stray» 
Wkre  BO  ideaa  onrk  tbe  way. 
ITith  koder  eyes,  aad  eoloara  &int, 
Aad  trembling  banda  forbcar  to  paint, 
Who  fcatmei  ^eilM  by  tfgbt  can  bit  \ 
Wbeie  caa,  wbat  haa  no  ootline,  ait? 
lly  toni,  tiie  Tain  attempt  forego, 
Tbyaet^  tbe  fitter  aok^ject,  know. 
Be  wiiely  tbana  tbe  bold  eztieme^ 
WV>  Mon  lajra  by  tb'  iuiequal  tbóne» 
Nor  nio%  witb  wiadoBi's  9jrreo8  cangbt, 
ODqwcksaiida  awalFwittg  ahipwTeck^i  thoogbt) 
Bot,  oooscioiia  of  hia  diatance,  givea 
Jfatepniie,  and  humUe  oegatirea* 
b  ooe,  noel^iect  of  our  aigbl| 
iMialable,  aad  iafinite,        \ 
Whaeaa^  be  cniel  or  mÓMt,  i 
balmaod  resign'd,  I  fix  my  tnist; 

ID  ttm  my  past  and  preaent  atata 
owe,  and  must  my  luture  frte. 
A  itnog^r  ioto  lilb  I'm  conie» 
Dyiag  may  be  oor  going  borne, 
Tran^KNted  befe  by  angty  Fatą^ 
The  coDYictt  of  a  prior  itate. 
Hence  i  no  anxioua  tboagbt»  beatow 
Oa  mitterB,  I  can  never  know  \ 
Tboiih  Iłfe^  Ibul  way,  like  Tagiant  pass^d, 
Ertl  grant  a  tettlemeni  at  la<t. 
And  with  sweet  eaae  tbe  wearied  crown^ 
By  leaTe  to  Uy  hia  being  down. 
tf  dooai*d  to  danoe  Cb'  etemal  round 
Of  iife  BO  sooner  loet  but  foimd^        • 
Aaddissohition  aoon  to  come, 
lika  iponge,  wipea  out  ti£e's  pieaent  sain. 
Bot  ttti^  oor  State  ofpow'r  bereave 
Aa  cndkss  aeriea  to  raeeiye; 
TImD)  if  haiddealtwith  berę  by  Vate» 

And  coDStiKMsoeas  must  go  along, 
Aid  BKii  th>  ao^mttanGe  for  tbe  Wfong. 
Heftirhis  ereatnres  most  dectea 
Moic  happinets  ttaan  misery» 


THE  SPABBOW  AMD  MAMOND. 

br  bemppoaed  to  erttrte,  '  \ 

^Cnrioua  to  try,  wbat  t  it  to  hate: } 
And  do  aa  aet,  whibb  ragę  inibrt, ' 
'Cauae  Umenesa  halta,  or  blindnesa  ettŁ 

Tbua,  thns  I  steer  my  bark,  and  satl 
On  eren  keel  with  gentle  gale  ; 
At  hełm  I  make  my  reason  sit, 
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Bly  crew  of  paśsions  all  Subm}^  ^  f 
If  darkand  blusfrittg  prove  sodie  n1gEC% 
Philoaophy  pnts  fortb  her  lighta;  < 

Kzperience  holds  tbe  cautious  gtesa»     / 
To  shun  the  brcakers,  aa  I  pass. 
And  freąuent  throws  the  wary  lead. 
To  see  wbat  dangers  may  be  hid; 
And  once  in  ae?en  years  Pm  seeu 
At  Bath  or  Tunbridge,  to  careen. 
Though  pleu4  to  see  the  dolphins  play« 
I  miiń  my  coąipaas  and  my  way, 
Witb  stoie  sofflcient  for  relief. 
And  wiaely  still  prepar'd  to  reef. 
Nor  wantiiig  the  diśperdye  bowl 
Of  clondy  weather  ih  the  sou), 
I  make/ (may  Heav^  propitioua  aend 
Soch  wind  aod  weather  to  tbe  end) 
Neither  becaim'd^  nor  oTer-blown, 
Life^s  yoyage  to  tae  world  unknown.   .. 
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AS  EPIGRAM, 

TBK    KET.   Ml.   ŁAIIftWCB    WCtUMtH    iWB 
BlflHOP  eiŁBBRT  BURHBT*8  BltTORIEi. 


GiŁ's  history  .appeara  to  ma 
Political  anatofny, 
A  case  of  skeletond  well  done. 
And  malefoctors  every  one. 
His  sharp  and  strong  incision  pen 
Historically  cuts  up  men. 
And  does  with  lucid  skill  impart 
Their  inward  ails  of  bead  and  heart. 
LAUJunfCB  prooeeda  aoother.way. 
And  weli-dresB'd  flgures  doth  display f 
His  characters  are  all  in  flesh, 
Their  hands  are  fair,  their  faces  fresbf 
And  from  his  sweefning  art  derire 
A  better  acent  than  wben  aliFe. 
He  wax-work  madę  to  please  tha  loas^ 
Whote  fotbers  were  QiV%  skeletona. 


TŃE  SPARSOW  AND  DIAMOND. 

A  tOMO. 

I ŁATEŁY  saw,  what  now  I  sing. 

Fair  Lucła'8  band  displayM; 
This  finger  grac'd  a  diamond  ring. 

On  that  a  sparrow  playM. 

The  feather^d  play-thing  she  caresa^d* 
She  strokkM  its  head  and  włngs  j 

And  while  it  neatłed  on  her  breast, 
She  li8p>d  the  dearest  things. 

With  cbiserd  biU  a  spark  iU-śet 

He  loo8en'd  from  the  reaty 
And  swallow*d  dowu  to  grind  bis  neat, 

The  eaaier  to  digest 


Vf9 

She  MzM  hisbin  whh  wiU«ftri|^t» 

Her  diamoiid.to  deicry : 
TwftB  gone !  she  sickeik'4  at  the  flight^ 

Moaning  lier  bird  would  jdie. 

The  tongue-tyM  knocicer  nonę  might  use, 

The  curtains  nonę  undraw, 
The  footmen  went  without  their  shoea, 

The  Street  was  laid  with  straw. 

The  doctor  as*d  his  <rfly  art 

Of  strong  emetk:  ktnd» 
Th'  apothccary  play>d  hto  part. 

And  enginetr*d  behind. 


iOBoafsfOBm. 

While  penal  Ław  dn^ont  fM*^  liU  90l^  ^kfeot^) 
'*  If  you  pity  your  aoiil,  I  pmy  Iratea  te  adlber)- 
The  fint  is  in  erraor,  the  łasi  a  dnoeirert 
That  oar^s  is  the  tnie  chnrch,  the  aanaB  of  oar 
And  surely  m  med»  ftitfiiiwifi  iSis.*^  [tribe  ii; 

Said  a  yeajHid  nay  firieBd  with  a  aciff hataad 
band,  ,     {hańĄ 

( Who  whUe  he  taft*d  gra^ely  would  hołd  fortk  hii 
''Dominion  and  weatth  are  the  aim  of  all  three, 
Thongh  about  ways  and  metos  they  nay  all  di» 

agree; 
Then  prikhee  be  wise,  go  the  ąnalóeffs  by-way, 
*Tłs  plain,  without  tumpikea,  so  nothiiig  io  pay/' 


When  physic  ceasM  to  spend  its  sŁote, 

To  bring  away  the  stone, 
Dicky,  like  people  giveij  o»er, 

Picks  up,  when  let  alone. 

His  eyes  dispelPd  their  siekły  dews^ 

He  peck'd  behind  his  wing ; 
Looia  recoVering  at  the  new4| 

Relapses  for  the  ring. 

Mean  while  within  her  bednteous  breasi 
Two  different  passions  stroTe; 

When  aT'rice  ended  the  contest. 
And  trtumph*d  oTcr  lo?e; 

l^oor  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thin^^, 

Thy  pains  the  8ex  display, 
Who,  only  to  repair  a  ring, 

Cottld  take  thy  life  away. 

DriTe  aY*rice  from  your  breasts,  ye  fair. 

Monster  of  foulest  miea: 
Ye  would  not  let  it  harbour  therej 

Could  but  its  form  he  seen^ 

It  madę  a  virgin  pdt  on  guile,    . 

Truth^s  image  break  her  word, 
A  Lucia*s  face  foibear  to  smile, 

A  Yenus  kill  her  bird. 


TBE  SEEKER. 

Wheh  1  fiest  came  to  London,  I  rambled  about 
From  sermon  to  sermoii,  took  a  slice  and  went  out. 
Then  on  me,  in  dirinity  bachelor,  try'd 
Many  priests  to  obtnide  a  Leriti<^  bride; 
And  urging  their  Tartons  opinions,  intended 
To  make  me  wed  systems,  which  they  rćcom- 

mended.  [inn, 

Said  a  lech*rous>o1d  fri'r  skulking  near  Lincoln's- 

(Whose  trade  *8  to  absolve,  but  whose  pastime  's 

to  sin; 
Who,  spider-Iike,  seizee  weak  protestant  flies, 
Which  hung  in  his  sophistry  cobweb  he  spies;) 
"  Ah!  pity  your  soul;  for  without  our  church  pale, 
If  you  happeii  to  die,  to  be  damnM  you  can't  fail ; 
The  Bibie,  yoU  boast,  is  a  wiid  revelation : 
Hear  a  church  that  can*t  err  if  you  hope  for  sal* 

yatłop."  [grace 

Said  a  formal  non-con,  (whose  rich  stock  of 
Ues  forward  expos'd  in  shop-w  indów  of  (ace,) 
**  Ah !  pity  your  squ1:  come,  be  of  our  sect: 
For  then  you  are  safe,  and  may  plead  you're  elect. 
As  it  stands  in  the  Acts,  we  can  prove  oarselves 

saints,  [against,'' 

Being   Chrisfs  Kttle  flock  erery  where   spoke 
Said  a  jolly  church  panen,  (devoted  to  aase. 


ON  BARCLAY^S  APOLOGY  FOR  TWM 

fŁUAKEkSK 

» 

Thesb  shaata  primend  dootrines  yieU» 

Where  revelation  is  reyeaPd; 

Soul-phl^m  from  |iteral  feading  bred; 

Systems  lethaigic  to  the  head 

They  purge,  and  yield  a  diet  thin, 

That  tums  to  gosjpel-chyle  within; 

Truth  snblimate  OM^  here  be  aecń 

Extracted  from  the  pirtś  t^rrene. 

In  these  is  shown,  how  men  obtain 

What  of  Frónietheiis  poeta  feign: 

To  scriptnre  plainness  dresa  is  bronght; 

And  speech,  ^pparel  to  thft  thonglit. 

They  hiss  fnmi  instinćt  at  red  coats. 

And  war,  whose  work  is  cntiing  thioatij 

^orbid,  and  press  the  law  of  Ioto: 

Breathing  the  spirit  of  the  doirę. 

Lucratiw  dootrines  they  detett, 

As  manufiictur^d  by  the  priest; 

And  throw  down  tumpikM,  where  we  pay 

For  stuff,  which  herer  mends  the  way « 

Andtsrthes,  aJcwishtaic,  reduce. 

And  fraak  the  goapel  for  our  Use. 

They  sable  staading  armies  break  | 

But  the  militia  useftil  make: 

Since  aU  unhir'd  may  preach  and  pray, 

Tanght  by  these  rnles  as  well  aa  they;  . 

Rules,  which,  when  tmths  theniaelTes  i«vesl| 

Bid  U8  to  foUow  what  we  fed. 

The  world  can^t  hear  th«  smali  still  Yoiee, 

Śuch  is  its  bustle  and  ita  noise; 

Reason  the  proclamation  reads. 

But  not  one  not  passion  heeds. 

Wealth,  hoiiour^  power  the  graces  are; 

Which  here  below  our  homage  ahare: 

They,  if  one  yotary  they  flnd 

To  mistress  morę  cUvine  iaclin^d. 


'  This  celebrated  book  was  written  by  its  antbor, 
both  in  Łatin  and  English,  and  was  aftemidi 
translated  into  High  Dutch,  Low  ]>utch,  Ffench, 
and  Spanish,  and  probably  into  other  lai^usgcŁ 
It  has  always  been  esteemed  a  rery  ingenioas  ds- 
fence  of  the  principłea  of  Qoakerism,  amea  ^ 
those  who  deny  the  doctrinee  which  it  eodeatoM 
to  establisb.  The  author  was  bom  at  Ediobai^ 
in  1648,  and  receiired  part  of  his  edacatioa  atths 
Scots  College  in  Pana,  where  his  unele  wis  pria- 
cipal.  His  father  bccame  one  of  the  esrii«t 
conyerts  to  the  new  seot,  and  from  his  cnofk, 
the  son  seems  to  bUTe  been  indaccd  to  tRsd  is 
his  steps.  He  died  on  thead  of  Oetober,  ItiW^iB 
the  42d  year  of  hit  age. 


IHEC^ROnO. 
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Tbrow  goMen  apples  m  his  way. 

Pboe  me,  O  HeaT^,  io  Mme  retreat; 
Thoe  let  the  serious  deatb-WBtch  beat, 
t^tn  let  me  lelf  in  sUeoce  slraiiy 
T^M  tby  wfli,  which  shoałd  be  done. 

Vita  comcs  the  Spirit  to  our  hut, 
When  lut  the  sepaee'  doon  are  shut ; 
For  80  diTioe  aod  pnre  a  goest 
1Vempticit  rooms  are  AumiabM  beit. 

O  Contemplation !  air  serene ! 
^rondamps  of  seoteyand  fogs  of  spleen! 
Pm  moont  of  thoaght !  thrice  hol  j  gronad, 
Where  grace,  when  waited  for,  is  fouoit 

HereHis  the  aoul  feeis  tndden  youth, 
Aod  neets  ^altiug,  Tirgin  Troth; 
Here,  like  a  bree2e  of  gentlesŁ  kind» 
hopobes  ruBtle  throu^  the  mind; 
Ben  tbines  that  iight  with  glowing  fmD% 
The  loee  diTine,  that  kindles  grace; 
iniich,if  wetrim  oar  lampt,  wili  last, 
Tin  dńlmess  be  by  dyiog  past. 
Aod  tben  g^  óut  at  end  of  night, 
EiUngnuhM  by  sapeńor  tight. 

Ah  me!  the  heata  and  colds  of  life, 
?leasDre't  and  pain*8  eternal  strife, 
Bmd  itormy  passions,  which  confia^d, 
Shake^  like  th*  MoUtM  cave,  the  mind, 
Aod  niae  despair;  my  lamp  caa  last, 
Ptacti  where  they  diire  the  fiurioiis  blast 

Fslsedoąnenoe!  bigempty  aoiuid! 
Like  showen  that  rush  tipon  the  growidl 
Uttle  beneith  the  aur&ce  goes, 
Ali  stKams  aloog,  and  moddy  flows. 
Tlń  ńnki,  and  swells  the  buiied  grain^ 
Aod  friicti&es  like  southem  rain. 

His  sft,  well  hid  in  mild  discours^ 
Emts  penoosidli^s  winni  ng  lorce, 
Aod  oerrates  so  the  good  design, 
TbtŁ  kiog  Agrippft*s  case  is  minę. 

Welł-natar*d,  happy  shade  forgive! 
like  yoo  I  think,  but  cannot  liv€. 
Tkyachenke  reąuirea  the  world*8  contempt^ 
tkit  finom  depoidence  life  exerapt; 
And  constitution  fraiiiM  so  strong, 
Tbis  woHd^i  worst  climate  cannot  wrong; 
Not  soch  my  lot,  not  Fortaoe^s  brat, 
1  lite  by  palling  off  the  hat; 
CompellM  by  sution  eyery  honr 
To  bow  to  images  of  power; 
Aod  Ul  life^s  bosy  scenes  immere'd, 
Seebetter  things,  and  do  the  worst 

EkKioent  Waot,  whose  reasons  sway. 
And  make  ten  thonsand  trotbs  give  way, 
Wbile  1  your  scheme  with  pleasure  trącej 
Dnwi  near,  and  stares  me  i  n  the  fisce. 
'"  Couido*  weH  your  state,"  she  cries, 
'  Like  otbers  kneel,  that  yon  may  rise; 
HoUdoctriaes,  by  no  scroples  resM, 
To  vhicb  preferment  is  annex'd; 
Nor  madly  proTe,  where  aH  depends, 
Uobtry  npon  your  friends. 
See,  how  yon  like  my  meful  faoe, 
Socb  yoo  must  wear,  if  out  of  pbioe. 
Cra^M  is  yoor  brain  to  tum  recluse 
Witbmit  one  &rthing  ont  at  use. 
Tkey,  vbo  have  lao^  and  safe  bank-stocky 
Wia  fotth  so  fuunded  on  a  rock, 
.  Msy  giv«  a  rich  ioTention  ease, 
Aod  cooitme  seriptore  how  they  please. 


"  The  honoiii%lpro|Aiet  thut  of  old, 
U8'd  Heay'n's  high  connsels  to  unfold, 
Did,  morethan  coorier  aogels,  greet 
The  crowsy  that  bcouglit  kim  bread  and  ikeitt<» 


nS  G2Ł0TTt>K 

WRITTBir  BT  MB.  «RBBir,  IWDER  TS«  k AIR  O^ 
PETER  DRAJKB,  A  PiaHBRlfAM  OP  BRBMTfOBB. 

PBIIITBD  nr  THB  YKAR 1782^  BVr  MOT  PDBUSBBlIb 

Scilicet  hic  jłossis  curvo  dignoscere  rectum, 
Atqiie  inter  silyas  Academi  qusrere  ycrum.  fioff 

Our  wits  ApoUo*8  influence  beg; 
The  Grotto  makes  them  all  with  egg: 
Finding  this  chalkstooe  in  my  nest, 
I  strain,  and  lay  among  the  irest. 

Adibu  awhile,  forsakeA  flood. 
To  ramble  in  the  Delian  wood. 
And  pray  the  god  my  well-meant  wi^ 
May  not  my  subject'8  merit  wrong. 

Say,  father  Tbames,  whose  gentle  pac# 
Giyes  leave  to  view  what  beanties  graca 
Your  flow^ry  banks,  if  yon  hare  seen 
The  much-sung  Grotto  of  the  qnetn» 
Contemplatiye,  forget  awhile 
Oxonian  towen,  and  Windaor^s  pile^ 
And  Wolsey's  pride*  (his  greatest  guil^ 
And  what  great  William  sińce  has  built; 
And  flowing  fast  by  Richmond  scenes, 
(Honoui^d  rettaat  of  two  great  <|iteens^ 
From  Sion-house^,  whose  prond  sunrey 
Brow-beats  your  flood,  look  cross  the  way^ 
And  Tiew,  from  highest  swell  of  tide» 
The  milder  scenes  of  Silrry  aide. 

Thongh  yet  no  palące  grace  the  shoM^ 
To  lodge  that  pair  y6u  should  adosa; 
Nor  abbies,  gMt  in  rain,  rise, 
Royal  equivaients  for  Tice; 
Bebdd  a  grott,  in  Ddphic  groMi, 
The  Graces'  and  the  Muses'  iove. 
(O,  might  onr  laureat  stody  hen, 
How  would  he  hail  his  new-bom  yearl) 
A  tempie  from  yain  glories  firee, 
Whose  goddess  is  Philoaophy, 
Whose  sides  such  licens'd  idols  eroiwn 
As  Soperstition  would  puU  down; 
The  ouly  pilgrimage  I  know, 
That  men  uf  sense  would  choosc  to  go» 
Which  sweet  abode,  ber  wisest  choice. 
Urania  cheers  with  hearenly  yoice, 
Whłle  all  the  Yirtues  gather  round. 
To  see  ber  consecrate  the  ground. 
If  Łhou,  the  god  with  wing^  fee^ 
In  council  talk  of  this  retreat, 

■  A  building  in  Richmond  Gaideos,  ereefeed*by 
queen  Carolipe,  and  committed  to  the  custody  of 
Stephen  Duck.  At  the  time  this  poem  was  written 
many  other  yeroes  appeand  on  ^ the  same  subject. , 

'  Hampton  Court,  bejron  hy  cardinal  Woisey, 
and  improved  by  king  William  III. 

*  Sueen  Annę,  consort  to  kiog  Richard  IL  and 
queen  Elizabeth,  boih  died  at  Richmond. 

4  Sion-honse  is  now  a  seat  belonging  ta  the  dake- 
of  Northumberland. 


in 
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And  jealous  gadt  retentnietit  show* 
At  altars  raisM  to  men  below; 
Tell  those  prond  lords  of  Heayen,  t  is  fit 
Tbflir  liottst  our  heroei  sbould  admit  ^ 
While  eacb  exists,  as  poets  sitig ; 
A  lazy  lewd  immortal  thiiH?# 
They  must  (or  grow  in  disrepute) 
With  £artb'8  fint  commonere  recruitl 

Needlesa  it  is  in  terms  ansińlPd 
To  praise  whatever  Boyie^  aball  build; 
Keedless  it  is  tbe  busts  to  name 
Of  men,  monopoilsts  of  fiime; 
Pour  cbieft  adom  the  modest  stone*. 
For  yirtue  as  ibr  leaming  Icnown ; 
The  tbinking  sculpture  belps  to  raise 
Deep  thoughts/the  genii  of  the  plaoe: 
To  the  miiMl*8  ear,  and  łnifard  kiąbt, 
Thgr  stlenoe  speaks,  and  shadę  girea  lig:ht: 
Wbile  insects  from.Uie  threftboLd  prcach. 
And  mindis  di,8pos'd  to  mtising  teach: 
j^ud  of  strong  limbs  and  painted  bues, 
Tbey  perisb  by  the  slighiest  bruise; 
Or  maladies,  begon  within, 
Destroy  morę aldw  llfe*8 frail  machino; 
From  maggot-yoath  thtongb  cbange  of  sUie, 
Tił^  feel  like  us  the  tums  of  fate ; 
Some  bom  to  creep  hare  lirM  to  fly. 
And  chaoge  earth-oelis  for  dwellings  high ; 
And  some  thatdid  their  8ix  wings  keep, 
Before  tbe^  dy'd  been  forc'd  to  creep; 
Tbey  politics  like  odm  profess, 
The  greater  prey  npon  the  less: 
Some  strain  on  foot  hnge  loads  io  brin^; 
Some  toil  incesaant  on  the  i^ing^ 
And  in  their  difierent  ways  ćsćplore 
Wise  sense  of  want  by  fiiture  stbre ; 
Kor  from  their  yigorous  schemes  de^i^t 
Till  deatb,  and  tben  are  iierer  missM; 
Some  frolic,  toil,  marry,  increase, 
Are  sick  and  well,  have  war  and  peace,^ 
And,  broke  with  age,  in  half  a  day 
^Yield  to  snccessors,  and  away. 

Łet  not  prophane  tbis  sacred  place, 
Hypocńsy  with  Janus*  fece ; 
Or  Pomp,  mixt  state  of  pride  and  care; 
Court  Kindness,  FaIshooidCs  polisbM  ware  ; 
Scandal  disgnisM  in  Friendsbip'8  reil, 
That  tełls,  unask'd,  th'  injurioitt  tale; 
Or  art  politic,  wbich  allows 
The  jesuit-remedy  for  vow8; 
Or  priest,  petfuming  crowned  bead; 
Till  in  a  swoon  Truth  iies  for  dead; 
Or  tawdry  critic,  wbo  perceiyes 
No  grace,  which  plain  proportion  gi^eSj 
And  morę  tban  lineaments  dirine 
Admires  the  gilding  of  the  shrine; 
Or  that  self-haunting  spectre  Spleen> 
In  thickest  fog  the  clearest  seen  j 


*  RfChard  Boyle,  eart  of  Burlington,  a  noble, 
man  remarkable  ibr  bis  fine  taste  in  architecture. 
**  Never  was  protection  and  great  wealth  morę 
generocisly  and  judicionsly  diffiised  tban  by  tbis 
great  pierson,  wbo  bad  every  quałity  of  a  genius 
and  artist,  exc^pt  envy."  He  died  December  4, 
1753. 

^  Theauthor  shoałd  bave  said  Atc;  there  being 
the  bnits  of  Newton,  Locke,  Wollaston,  Ciarkę, 
and  Boyle. 


Or  Prophecy,  which' dreams  a  Ite, 
Tbat  fools  belieTe  and  knaTes  apply^^ 
Or  frolic  Mirtb,  prophanely  loud. 
And  happy  oniy  in  a  crowd; 
Or  Melancboly's  pensiYe  gloom. 
Prozy  in  Contemplation*8  room. 

O  IJelia!  when  I  touch  tbis  string. 
To  thee  my  Muse  directs  her  wing. 
Unspotted  fiłir!  with  downcast  look 
Mind  not  so  tnuch  tbe  mnrmhing  brook; 
Nor  fixt  in  thought,  with  tbotsteps  slow 
Tfarough  cypresB  alleys  cheiish  woe : 
I  see  the  aonl  in  pensiye  fit. 
And  moping  like  sibk  linnet  sit 
With  dewy  eye,  and  moulting  wing, 
Unperch'd,  ayerse  to  fly  or  sing; 
I  see  the  fiivourite  curis  begin 
(1)isu8'd  to  toilet  discipłine) 
To  quit  tbetr  post,  lose  their  sreait  air. 
And  grow  again  like  common  hairj 
And  tears,  which  freąnent  kerchieft  dry, 
Raisie  a  ried  circle  round  the  eye; 
And  by  tbiś  bur  kbout  the  Moon, 
Conjecture  Inore  ill  ^treather  soon. 
Love  not  so  mdch  the  dolefnl  knell: 
And  n^s  the  boding  night-birds  tell; 
Nor  watch  the  waihscofs  boUow  blow; 
And  hens  portentoil^  when  they  crow; 
Nor  sleepiess  ttiind  the  death^watch  beat; 
In  taper  find  no  winding-sheet: 
Nor  in  bumt  coal  a  cofiln  see, 
Though  throWn  at  others,  mcant  fbr  tbee : 
Or  when  tbe  corrascation  gleams, 
Find  out  not  flrst  the  bioody  ntreams; 
Nor  in  imprest  remembrance  keep 
Grim  tap*Btry  figures  wpught  tu  sleep; 
Nor  rise  to  see  in  antiqtte  luill 
The  moon-light  raonsters  on  the  wail. 
And  shadowy  spectreś  darkly  pass 
Trailing  their  sables  o'er  the  grass. 
Let  vice  and  guilt  act  how  they  please 
In  souls,  their  conquer'd  provinces; 
By  HeaTbn>8JU8t  chartfer  it  bppears, 
Ytrtue^s  exempt  frott  ąuhfteriifg  fears, 
Shall  th^n  arm*d  ftoćie8  fierCel^  drest, 
Ijve  at  discretion  in  yonr  breast? 
Be  wise,  and  panic  fright  dtsdain, 
As  nottons,  roeteors  of  the  brain ; 
And  sights  perform'd,  illusire  scenę! 
By  magie  lanthom  of  the  spleen. 
Come  berę,  from  balefiil  cares  releasyl, 
With  Virtue>8  ticket;  tó  a  feast,    ' 
Where  deoent  Mirth  and  Wiśdom  joinHl 
In  stewardship,  risg&le  the  mind: 
Cali  back  the  Ciipids  to  yodr  fryes, 
I  see  tbe  gedlings  with  sbrprise; 
Not  knowing  borne  in  subh  a  plight^ 
Fly  to  and  fro,  afraid  to  li^ht.-:^ 

Far  from  niy  tbemej  from  metliod  fur, 
Contey>d  in  Yenas*  flying  car, 
1  go  compeird  by  featłier*d  stasds, 
That  scom  the  rein  when  Delia  leads.     ^ 

No  danb  of  elegiac  strain 
These  boly  wats  shall  e?er  stain; 
As  spiders  Irish  wainscot  flee, 
Falshood  with  tbem  sball  disagrce; 
This  floor  let  not  tbe  Tulgar  tread, 
Wbo  worsbip  only  what  they  dread : 

I  Nor  bigots  wbo  but  one  way  see 
Through  blinkers  of  authority; 
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Kor  tb0y  who  its  Ibiir  tninti  deliuii^ 
By  making  ▼trtne  but  a  name ; 
Nor  absCnct  wit,  (pamful  regale 
To  bont  tbe  pig  with  slippery  taił ! ) 
Artiflts,  who  richly  chaae  their  thoaght, 
Ganiiy  wifboiit,  bot  hoUow  wioogbt ; 
And  beat  top  thin,  «m1  tooPd  too  much 
Tobear  tbe  proof  aod  standard  tooch: 
Kor  Ibpa  to  gnaid  tbia  sylran  ark 
Wrth  necklace  belJs  in  treUe  bi|rk : 
Nor  eynics  growl  and  fiercel^  paw, 
Tbe  mastiffii  of  tbe  morał  Uw. 
CoBtt»  nympb,  with  rural  honours  drafty 
Viitae^  esterior  form  confest, 
Witb  cbaima  untanish'd,  innocence 
Diipby,  and  Eden  shall  commencej 
Ifben  thoa  you  &oic^e  in  sober  flt, 
Aad  wisdom  Is  preferr'd  to  wit; 
And  looks  di^iner  grącea  tell, 
Wbich  don^  with  i^ling  muaclet  dwell; 
Aad  beanty  like  tbe  ray-clipt  Sun, 
Witb  bolder  eye  we  look  upon ; 
Lenning  shall  witb  obaequious  miei^ 
Tell  all  tbe  wonders  sbe  bas  seen; 
Kcsson  ber  logie  ąrmour  ^uit, 
Aad  proof  to  mild  persuasion  sit; 
Scfigion  with  free  tbougbt  dispense* 
And  oease  cmsading  against  sense ; 
Pbłkwopby  and  Ae  erabrace, 
And  their  flrst  league  again  take  place ; 
And  Morala  pure,  in  duty  bound, 
Njrnpb-like  tbe  sisters  chief  sunouod; 
Natue  shall  smile,  and  round  tbis  celi 
The  torf  to  yonr  ligbt  pressure  swelt^ 
Aod  knowing  Beanty  by  ber  shoe, 
WeO  sir  its  carpet  from  thedew. 
Tbe  Oak,  wbile  you  his  umbrage  deck, 
Łets  fali  bis  acorns  in  your  neck; 
Zepbyr  Ms  ciyil  kisses  gives, 
Aodplays  with  corls  instead  of  leares: 
Rrds,  sedog  you,  belieYe  it  spring. 
And  doriog  their  vacation  sing ; 
And  ilow'rs  lean  forward  from  their  seata 
To  tiaffic  iu  eschauge  óf  sw^ets; 


I  And  angela  bearing  wreatbs  descend,  ' 
Preierr^d  as  vergers  to  atteod 
This  fane,  wbose  deity  entreats 
Tbe  fair  to  grace  its  upper  seats. 

O  kindly  view  our  letter'd  strifisy 
And  guard  us  througb  polemic  life; 
Fram  poison  ▼ebicled  in  praise, 
For  satire^s  shots  bat  sligbtly  graze ; 
We  claim  your  zeal,  and  find  within* 
Philosophy  and  you  are  kin. 

IWhat  Tirtue  is  we  judge  by  you; 
For  actions  right  are  beauteous  too; 
By  tracing  the  sole  female  mind. 
We  best  wbat  is  trae  naturę  flnd: 
Your  Tapours  bred  from  fomes  declan^ 
How  Stearns  create  tempestuous  air, 
Till  gnsbing  tears  and  hasty  rain 
Make  Hea?en  and  you  serene  again: 
Our  tra^els  througb  tbe  stąrry  3aeM 
Werę  first  suggested  by  yofir  eyes; 
We,  by  the  interposing  fiui, 
Leam  how  eclipsea  first  began: 
The  Tast  ellipse  from  Soarbro'8  bornej 
Describes  how  blazing  comets  rottn; 
The  glowing  colours  of  the  cheek 
Their  origin  from  Pboebiis  speak  ;   ~ 
Our  watch  how  Lnna  strays  abovo 
Feels  lilce  the  care  of  jealous  lorę; 
And  all  thiugs  we-in  science  know 
From  yonr  luiown  love  for  riddles  flow. 

Fatberl  forgive,  thus  hi  I  stray, 
Drawn  by  attraction  from  my  way. 
Mark  next  with  awe,  the  foundtess  weU 
Who  on  these  banks  delights  to  di^U; 
Yott  on  the  terrace  see  ber  plain, 
Move  like.  Diana  with  ber  train. 
If  you  then  iiurly  speak  your  mind> 
.la  wedlock  sincę  with  Isis  join^d, 
You^U  own,  yoii  nerer  yet  dld  aee, 
At  least  in  such  a  high  degree, 
Greatness  deiighted  to  undress; 
Science  a  soeptr^d  band  caress; 
A  qaeen  tbe  iriends  of  freedom  prise; 
A  woman  wise  men  canonise. 
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LIFE  OF  JOHN  BYROM- 


PT  MR.  CHAŁMERS, 


Thb  life  of  Mr.  Byrom  was  written  for  tfae  Supplement  to  tfae  Biographia  Britannica 
by  Dr.  Nicbols,  with  some  inaccurades,  and  has  been  copied  into  Dr.  Kippis^s  edition 
(^tiat  work,  withont  much  improyement.  By  morę  attention  to  dates  and  to  contem- 
poraiy  notices  tlian  these  gentlemeu  appear  to  have  bestowed,  a  few  additional 
putkulars  haye  been  recoreręd,  and  the  generał  narratiye,  it  is  hoped,  rendered  morę 
cooristent 

John  Byrom,  a  younger  son  of  Edward  Byrom,  a  linen-draper  of  Manchester,  was 
bon  at  Kersall  in  the  neighbouriiood  of  that  town,  in  169I9  and  after  teceiving  such 
education  as  his  natbe  place  afforded»  was  removed  to  Merchant  Taylor^s-school  in 
Loadon,  where  he  madę  such  extraordinary  progress  in  classical  leaming,  as  to  be 
dcemed  fit  for  the  uniTersity.  At  the  age  of  sixteen,  he  was  admitted  a  pensioner  of 
Triidty  College,  Cambridge,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.,  aflerwards  Dr.  Baker.  Dufing 
bis  itsidence  here,  the  proficiency  he  had  madę  in  classical  knowledge  was  probably 
odtber  remitted,  nor  overlooked,  but  he  is  said  to  have  paid  no  greater  share  of 
tttention  to  logie  and  philosophy  than  was  necessary  to  enabie  him  to  pass  his  eKamina- 
tioos  with  credit.    In  17 11  he  was  admitted  to  his  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts. 

His  indination  to  poetr^  appeared  very  early,  but  was  imparted  principally  to  his 
fiicnds  and  fellow-students.  The  first  production,  which  brought  him  into  generał 
fiotke,  was  probably  written  in  his  twenty-third  year.  At  this  time  the  beautiful 
psstonl  of  Colin  and  Phebe  appeared  in  the  eighth  volume  of  the  Spectator,  and  was, 
as  it  continues  to  be,  universally  admired. 

The  Phebe  of  this  pastorał  was  Joanna,  daughter  of  the  celebrated  Dr.  Bentley,  master 
of  Tdnity  College.  This  young  and  very  amiable  lady  was  afterwards  married  to  Dr, 
DenmsoD  Cumberland,  bisfaop  of  Clonfert  and  Killaloe  in  Ireland,  and  was  the  mother 
of  Richard  Cumberland,  esq.  the  well-known  dramatic  writer,  who  in  his  Memoirs, 
btely  published,  has  honoured  her  memory  with  genuine  filial  afiection.  It  has  been 
asserted,  but  without  any  foundation,  that  Byrom  paid  his  addresses  to  Miss  Bentley, 
His  object  was  rather  to  recommend  himself  to  the  notice  of  her  father,  who  was  an 
adnurer  of  the  Spectator,  and  likely  to  notice  a  poem  of  so  much  merit  coming^  as  he 
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wouid  soon  be  told,  from  one  of  hb  college.  Byroro  had  before  this  sent  two  ingenioas 
papers  on  tbe  subject  of  dreaming  to  tfae  Spectator,  and  these  specimens  of  promising 
talent  introduced  him  to  the  particular  notice  of  Dr.  Bentley,>by  wbo6e  interest  be  nas 
cbosen  fellow  of  bis  college,  and  soon  after  admitted  to  the  degree  of  master  ef  arts. 

Amidst  tbis  bonourable  progress,  be  does  not  appear  to  ha^e  tbou^t  of  any  professiooi 
and  as  be  declined  going  into  tbe  cburcb,  the  statutes  of  tbe  coU^e  reąuired  that  he 
sbould  vacate  bis  fellowship.  Perbaps  tlie  state  of  hb  health  created  thb  irresolutkni, 
for  we  find  that  in  17l6>  it  became  necessaiy  for  hmi  to  visit  Montpelier  upoa  that 
account,  and  hb  fellowship  being  lost,  he  reUimed  no  morę  to  the  unirersity. 

Durmg  hb  resideuce  in  France,  be  met  with  Malebranche*s  Search  after  Truth,  and 
some  of  the  works  of  Mademobelle  Bourignon,  the  conseąuence  of  which,  Dr.  Nichok 
informs  us,  was,  that  he  came  home  strongly  possessed  with  the  vbioiiary  philosopby  of 
the  former,  and  the  enthusiastic  e^trayagancies  of  the  latten  From  the  order  of  his 
poems,  however,  which  was  probably  that  of  their  respectire  dates,  he  appean  to  haTe 
bei^il  Ht  first,  rather  a  disciple  of  tlie  celebrated  Mr.  Law,  and  a  warm  opponeot  of 
those  divines  wbo  were  termed  latitudinarian,  Hb  admuation  of  Malebranche,  and  of 
Bourignon,  afterwards  increased,  but  he  never  foUowed  either  so  far  as  to  despise 
haman  leaming,  in  which  hb  acquirements  werę  great;  and  the  deligfat  which  he 
tookin  various  studies,  ended  oniy  with  hb  life. 

By  lyhat  means  he  was  maintained  abrpad,  or  after  hb  return,  are  roattcrs  of  conjectiire. 
Hb  biographer  telb  nothiug  of  his.iather'8  inclination  or  abiiities  to  forward  his  puisuits, 
It  b  aaid  that  be  studied  medictne  in  London  for  some  time,  and  thence  a£qaired^ 
among  his  iamiliar  friends,  the  title  of  Dr.  B}Tom.  But  thb  pursuit  was  intermpted  bj 
hb  falling  in  love  with  his  cousin,  Elizabeth,  daugbter  of  Joseph  Byrom,  a  meroer  at 
Manchester,  then  on  ii  yisit  in  Londoif.  To  thb  young  lady  be  disdosed  hb  passba, 
and  foUowed  ber  to  Manchester,  where  tbe  ardour  of  hb  addresses  soon  procured 
a  fa^ourable  return.  Her  ikther,  however,  was  extremely  averse  to  the  matcb,  and 
yfhen  it  took  place  without  hb  consent,  refused  the  young  couple  any  meaus  of  suppoit 
Dr.^Nicbols  assigns  two  reasons  for  this  conduct,  which  are  not  Yety  consbtent:  the  one 
that  the  father  was  in  opulent  circumstances:  the  othcr  that  he  thought  our  poet  OQt  of 
bb  senses,  and  therefore  woidd  not  permit  him  to  siiperintend  the  educatioa  of  hk 
children,  but  took  that  care  upon  himself.  If  so,  however  wrong  hb  reasons  might  bei 
he  could  npt  be  said  to  witbdraw  hb  support;  and  I  suspect  be  was  soon  convuicedthat 
he  had  formed  an  erroneous  estimate  of  hb  8on-in-law'8  iinderstanding  and  geneial 
character. 

In  tbis  dilemma,  bowe^er,  Mr.  Byrom  had  recourae  to  the  teaching  of  short-haBd 
irriting,  as  a  means  of  supporting  bimself  and  hb  wife,  wbo  adheted  to  hun  with 
affectionate  tendemess  in  all  hb  vicissitudes.  Dr^  Nichob  informs  us  that  be  had 
invented  hb  short-hand  at  Cambridge  on  the  foUowing  occasion:  some  manuaciipt 
aermons  being  communicated  to  him,  wriften  in  ahort-band,  he  easily  disooYcred  tht 
tnie  reading,  but  observing  the  metbod  to  be  clumsy  and  ill-contri^ed,  he  set  aboot 
inrenting  a  better.  Th^  account  given  by  the  editor  of  hb  System,  publisfaed  in  176^1 
b  somewhat  different.  It  b  said  that  the  first  occasion  of  hb  tummg  hb  atteation  that 
way  arose  from  his  acquaintance,with  Mr.  Sharp  of  Trinity  College,  son  to  ardibishop 
8barp.  Mr.  Sharp  had  been  advised  by  hb  iather  to  study  the  art,  and  Mr.  Byron 
joined  him«  AU  the  systems  then  in  vogue  appearing  inadequate  to  the  eod,  be  devised 
that  which  now  goes  by  bis  name.  Thb  discóTery  was  madę,  not  without  considerahłe 
€xultationy  and  provoked  Weston,  then  the  chief  stenograpber,  to  atrial  of  sfciil,  or  ntber 
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a  cootioveny,  whkh  termioated  in  iavour  ot  Byrom.    Westott  published  his  system  in 
1725,  aod  tbe  dispute  was  carried  on  prol>ably  about  that  time, 

Of  the  respecdye  merits  of  these  systems,  I  do  not  pretend  to  judge.  Angel,  another 
pnfessor  of  the  art,  who  prefixed  a  short  history  of  Stenographers  to  his  own  system 
(puUished  in  I758)>  considers  We8ton's  method  as  one  that  ^w  have  eitfaer  capacity,  pa* 
tieDce,  or  leisnre  to  learn:  he  also  tells  us  that  Dr.  Byrom  ".so  far  distinguished  himself 
tts  profasor  or  teacher  of  the  art  of  short-writing,  that  about  the  year  1734»  he  obtained 
SD  ad  of  parliament"  (perhaps  he  means  a  patent)  ''  for  that  porpose,  as  presummg  he 
had  disGOYered  a  wonderńil  secret:  and  great  care  has  sińce  been  taken  to  presenre  it 
inviolibly  soch,  except  to  his  pupils,  in  hopes  that  by  exciting  a  greater  curiosity, 
it  migbt  inerease  their  number :"  and,  as  Mr.  Angel  had  a  new  system  to  propose,  it  was 
oeccMaiy  for  him  to  add,  *'  that  he  coald  discover  no  peculiar  excellence  in  Byrom^s, 
eitherin  the  form  of  the  letters,  the  roles,  or  the  application  of  them/'  Byrom,  how- 
cfor,  preserved  hb  system  in  manuscript  as  long  as  he  lived.  When  his  friends  wished 
to  pubUsh  it  after  his  death,  they  found  no  part  of  it  finished  for  the  press,  aithough  he 
had  madę  some  progress  in  drawing  it  up  in  form,  enougb,  says  his  editor,  to  show  the 
pho  opcHi  whicb  he  intended  to  proceed. 

AmoDg  his  scholars,  of  whom  an  ample  list  is  given,  in  honour  of  his  system,  we  find 
tbe  names  of  many  distinguished  scholars,  of  Isaac  Hawkins  Browne,  Martin  Folkes, 
Dr.  Hoadley,  Dr.  Hartley,  lord  Camden,  &c.  Lord  Chesteiiield,  according  to  Dr, 
Nidiols,  was  Ukewise  taught  by  him,  which  appears  to  be  doubtful.  The  same 
hiographer  mforms  us,  that  it  was  Byrom*s  practice  to  read  a  lecture  to  his  scholars 
1^  tbe  history  and  utility  of  short-hand,  interspersed  with  strokeś  of  wit  that  rendered 
it  Yoy  entertaining.  About  the  same  time  he  became  acąuainted  with  that  irregular 
geniu  Dr.  Byfield,  with  whom  he  used  to  have  skirmishes  of  humour  and  repartee  at  the 
Rainbow-coffee-boose,  near  Tempie  Bar.  Upon  that  chemisfs  decease,  who  was  thę 
JBTeotor  of  tbe  sal  wiałile  oleasum^  Byrom  wrote  the  foUowing  impromptu : 

Hic  jacet  Dr.  Byfield,  din  Tolatilis,  tandem  fixu» 

These  drcumstances  are  perhaps  trifles,  but  they  prove  that  the  study  of  the  mystic 
wiiters  had  not  at  this  time  much  influence  on  our  author^s  temper  and  habits,  and  I 
aupcct  that  it  was  not  nntil  much  later  in  life  that  he  became  an  admirer  of 
Jacob  Bebmen. 

He  first  taught  short-hand  at  Manchester,  but  afterWards  came  to  London  doring  the 
Winter  months,  and  not  oniy  had  great  success  as  a  teacher,  but  became  dbtinguisbed 
ai  a  man  of  generał  learning.  In  1723-4,  he  was  elected  a  fellow  of  the  Royal  Society, 
and  communicated  to  that  leamed  body  two  letters ;  one  containing  some  remarks  ou 
tk  elements  of  short-hand,  by  Samuel  Geake,  esq.  which  was  printed  in  the  Philosophical 
'namactions  No.  488,  and  anotber  letter,  printed  in  the  same  volume,  containing 
leiniks  on  Mr.  Lodwick's  alphabet.  The  summer  months  he  was  enabled  to  pass 
witii  his  iamily  at  Manchester. 

By  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  Edward  Byrom,  wilhout  issue,  the  family  estate  at 
Kenall  deYoWed  to  liim.  At  wbat  time  this  happened,  his  biographer  has  not  informed 
os,  bot  in  consequence  of  this  independence,  he  began  to  relax  from  teaching,  and 
paflsed  the  remainder  of  his  days  in  the  enjoyment  of  tlie  quiet  comforts  of  domestić 
Rfe,  for  which  be  had  the  highest  relish,  and  which  were  heightened  by  the  aifect^onate 
temper  of  his  wife.  It  is  said  by  Dr.  Niehols,  that  he  employed  the  latter  part  bf  his 
Ufe  in  wiiting  his  poems,  but  an  inspectaon  of  their  dates  and  subjecta  will  show  that  a 
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very  considerable  part  must  have  beeil  written  much  soooor.  Soipe  he*  is  said  to  have^ 
committed  to  tbe  flames  a  little  before  his  death :  these  were  probably  hią  ju^eiule 
effiision9.    What  remain  were  transcribed  from  his  own  copies. 

H^  died  at  Manchester  Septembęr  28,  1763,  in  the  seYeoty-secood  yeau"  of  his  tęu 
His  character  is  givęii  hriefly  in  these  words:  '^  As  the  generał  tenoor  of  his  iife 
was  innocent  and  inofiensive,  so  he  borę  his  last  illness  with  resignation  and  cheer* 
fuhiess.  The  great  truths  of  Christianity  had  madę  from  bis  earliest  years  a  decp 
impression  on  his  mind,  and  hence  it  was  tliat  he  had  ą  peculia^  pleasure  in  eropioyiiig 
his  pen  upon  serious  subjects/'  Of  his  iamily  we  are  told  only  that  he  had  sevenl 
children^  and  that  his  eldest  son  was  taken  early  into  the  shop  of  his  grandfather,  where 
he  acąuired  a  hąndsome  fortunę. 

To  this  short  account  it  may  be  added,  that  his  opinions  and  much  of  his  character 
are  discoverable  in  his  poems.  At  first  he  appears  to  have  been  a  disciple  of  lVlr.  Law, 
zealously  attached  tp  the  church  of  Engiand^  but  witJi  pretty  strong  prąjudices  against 
the  HanoYerian  succession.  He  afterwards  hćld  some  of  the  opinions  which  are 
lisually  tcrmed  methodi^ical,  but  he  rejected  Mr.  Hervey*s  doctrine  of  imputed 
righteousness,  and  entertained  an  abiiorrencę  of  predestinatioq.  His  reading  oo 
subjects  of  divinity  was  extcusive,  and  be  watched  the  opinions  that  came  from 
the  press  with  the  keenness  of  a  polemic :  whenever  any  thing  appearcd  adver8e  to  his 
pcculiar  sentiments,  he  immediately  opposed  it  in  a  poem,  but  as  scarccly  any  of 
his  writings  were  published  in  his  life-time,  he  appears  to  have  eniployed  bb  pen 
chiefly  for  his  own  amusement  or  that  of  his  friends. 

At  what  tinie  he  began  to  lean  towards  tlie  mysticism  of  Jacob  Behmen  u  unoertam. 
Ąn  anonymous  writer  in  the  Gentleman'9  Magazine  (vol.  LI.)  says,  that  in  1744  be 
leamed  High  Dutch  of  a  llt|ssian  at  Manchester,  in  order  to  read  Jacob*s  works  in  the 
original,  and  beiug  asked  '<  whether  Jacob  was  morę  mtelłigibl^  in  thfit  than  in  the 
Englbh  translatipn,  he  ąfiiraied  that  )ie  was  eąuaily  so  in  both;  that  he  himself 
perfectly  understood  him^  and  ti^at  the  reason  otbers  do  not,  was  the  blindness  aid 
naughtiness  of  their  hearts.'^  If  tiiis  account  be  truć,  Byrom  was  farther  gooe  m 
Behmenism  than  we  should  conjecture  from  his  works,  It  certainly  does  not  appear 
by  them  that  he  really  thouq:ht  he  understood  Jacob  perfectly,  for  he  adopts,  conceni- 
'ing  him,  the  reply  of  Socrates  conceming  Heraclitus'  writings: 

•  Ali  that  I  understand  is  good  and  truć. 

And  what  I  don*t,  is,  I  believe,  so  to. 

In  the.  present  collection  may  be  Conni  a  version  of  one  of  Behmeu*s  epistles,  which 
will  at  kast  afłbrd  the  reader  au  opportunity  of  determining  whether  it  be  most  ioteili- 
gible  in  prosc  or  verse. 

The  character  of  Byrom,  as  a  poet,  lias  been  usually  said  to  rest  on  his  pastorał  of 
Colin  ąnd  Phebe,  which  has  been  unJYersally  praised  for  ils  natural  simpticity.  Yet,  if 
we  inąuire  what  it  is  tiiat  plcases  in  this  poeiii^  we  shall  probably  find  that  it  is,  aot  tbe 
seriou9  and  simple  expre5sion  of  a  pastorał  lover,  but  the  air  of  delicate  humourwluch 
runs  through  the  whole,  and  mclines  mc  to  think,  contrary  to  the  received  opinioD,  that 
he  had  no  other  olyect  in  view.  Much,  tiierefore,  as  this  piece  has  been  praised,  he 
appears  to  have  morę  fully  established  his  character,  iu  many  of  those  poems,  writteDSt 
a  morę  advanccd  age,  and  published,  for  the  first  time,  in  two  elegant  voluines,  at 
Manchester,  in  1773  ■•    I  allude  principally  to  The  Yerses  spoken  extempore  at  the 

*  These  for  some  years  past  haye  been  sold  at  a  very  high  prke.        C. 
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Mcedo;  of  a  Club— Tlie  Astrologer— The  Pond-— ContentmeDt,  or  The  happy  Work- 
iBUi^Mofll  of  his  T^les  and  Fables^  and  th«  parapbrase  on  tfae  twcjnty-third  pdalm^ 
cotided  A  Dmne  Pastorał.  In  these  there  appears  so  much  of  the  gcnuine  spirit  óf 
poetiy,  and  so  many  approaches  to  exceilence,  that  it  would  be  difficult,  even  upon  the 
princ^es  of  iastidious  criticism,  and  impossible  upon  those  of  comparison,  to  excludd 
Byrom  ftom  a  collection  of  Eoglish  poets.  His  Muse  is  said  to  have  been  so  kind,  that 
be  ałways  found  it  easier  to  express  his  tlioughts  in  verse  than  in  prose,  and  althougłt 
tkJB  prefeience  appears  in  many  cases  where  the  grarity  of  prose  oniy  ought  to  have 
bcco  enployedy  yet  metely  as  iiterary  curiosities,  the  entire  works  of  Byrom  aie  too 
■feeresdDg  to  be  longer  neglected. 

h  is  almost  superfluous  to  add  that,  with  stićh  dn  attachment  to  rhyme,  he  wrote 
withease:  it  is  morę  to  his  credit  thathe  wrote  in  generał  with  conectness,  and  that 
Us  Biind  was  stored  with  varied  imagery  and  originai  tums  of  thought,  which 
he  eonveys  in  flowing  measure,  always  delicate  and  often  harmonious.  In  his  Dialogue 
00  Gootentment,  and  hu  poem  On  the  Fali  of  Man  in  Answer  to  Bisbop  Sherlock,  he 
Mogły  lenunds  us  of  Popte  in  the  celebrated  Essay,  although  in  tlie  occasional 
idoption  of  quaint  conceits  he  appears  to  havc  foUowed  the  example  of  the  earlie^ 
poels.  Of  his  long  pieces,  perhaps  the  best  is  Enthusiasm,  which  he  published  in 
1/51',  and  which  is  distinguished  by  superior  animation  and  a  glow  of  vigorous  ńtncjf 
nited  to  the  subject.  He  depicts  the  classical  enthusiast,  and  the.  virtuoso,  with 
a  atraigth  of  colouring,  not  inferior  to  soiue  of  Popć's  happiest  porttaite  in  his 
Epistles. 

His  controYersial  and  critical  verses,  t  have  already  hińted,  ilre  rather  to  be  considered 
» literały  curiosities  than  as  poems,  for  what  can  be  a  poem  which  exoludes  the  powers 
of  mTention,  and  interdicts  the  exciir8ion8  of  fancy  ?  Yet  if  there  be  a  merit  in  versifying 
tenos  of  art,  some  may  also  be  allowed  to  the  introduction  of  ąuestions  of  grammari 
oitkasm  and  theology,  with  so  much  ease  and  perspicuity. 

Byroin^s  lines  On  the  Patron  of  England  are  worthy  of  notice,  as  having  excited  a 
cootroversy  which  is  perhaps  not  yet  dedded.  In  this  poem  he  endeavoured  to  prove 
thr  DOR-existence  of  St.  George,  the  patron  saint  of  England,  by  this  argument  chiefly^ 
that  the  English  were  converted  by  Gregory  the  First^  or  the  Great,  who  sent  over 
St  Austin  for  that  purpose:  and  he  conceives  that  in  the  ancient  Fasti,  Georgius  was 
erroDeously  set  down  fbr  Gregorius,  and  that  George  no  where  occurs  as  patron  untii 
the  rógn  óf  Edward  III.  He  concludes  with  requesting  that  the  matter  may  bć 
coońdered  by  Willis,  Stukeley,  Ames  or  Pegge,  all  celebrated  antiąuaries,  or  by 
tfae  society  of  antiąuaries  at  large,  stating  the  plain  question  to  be,  '*  Whether 
Eogland^s  patron  was  a  knight  or  a  pope  ?'' 

Thb  challenge  must  have  been  given  some  tłme  before  the  year  1759  when  all  thesc! 
lOtiąuaries  were  living,  but  in  what  publication,  if  printed  at  all,  I  bave  not  been  able 
to  discoTer.  Mr.  Pegge,  however,  was  living  when  Byrom^s  coUected  pdems  appeared, 
tod  jttdged  the  ąuestion  of  sufficient  importance  to  ba  discussed  in  the  society. 

*  In  1749  he  pnbliBhed  Au  Epistle  to  a  Gentleman  of  the  Tempie.  In  1755  a  pamphlet  wat 
pnblisbed,  entitled  The  Contest,  in  which  is  exhibited  a  preface  in  favour  of  blank  yerse:  with  an 
ciperinent  of  it  in  an  ode  upon  tbe  Bńtish  country  life,  by  Roger  (*jmberbach,  esq.:  an  epistle  froin 
Dr.  Byrom  to  Mr.  Combeibach,  in  del^oe  of  rhyme,  and  an  eclogue  by  Mr.  Comberbach,  in  reply  to 
Dr.  Bynim,  8vo.  Chester.  This  pamphlet  I  bave  nerer  seen.  It  was  ptiblished  by  Mr.  Comberbach, 
aad  is  probably  ałluded  to  in  our  author'8  Thoughts  on  Rhyme  and  Blank  Yerse,  Comberbach  was  a 
banisteri        C 
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Hi^  Ob9ervation8  on  the  Histoiy  of  St  George  were  printed  in  the  fiftfa  Tołame  of  tiie 
Archaeologia,  in  aDswer,  not  only  to  Byrom,  but  to  Dr.  Pettingal,  who,  in  176O, 
espressed  his  unbelicf  in  St.  George,  by  a  disseitation  on  the  eąuestrian  figurę  wom  bj- 
tbe  knigbts  of  the  garter ;  Mr.  Pegge  is  supposed  to  have  refiited  both.  The  cootro^eny 
was,  however,  revived  at  a^  much  Uiter  period  (1795)  by  Mr.  Mihier  of  Winchester, 
whO)  in  answer  to  the  assertions  of  Oibb(m,  tbe  historian*  bas  supported  the  reality  of 
the  person  of  St.  George,  with  nrach  ingenuity. 

It  only  lemains  to  be  noticed  that  The  Lancashire  Diaiect^  printed  in  Byrom^s  woria» 
u  here  omitted  as  unmtelligible  to  readers  in  generale  and  oneor  two  other  pieces  are 
likewise  rejected,  which  are  ofiensively  tinctured  with  political  prejudicea  long  and 
deseryedly  forgotten.  Our  poefs  yeraes  On  buying  the  Picture  of  F.  Malebiancfae,  a 
pleasing  jeu  d'esprit»  is  now  added  firom  Mr.  Nichols*  CoUection  of  Fugitive  Poetiy. 

Byiom^s  deyotionai  pieces  are  entireiy  presenred.  Those  composed  on  the  coliee(% 
and  on  subjects  connected  with  the  great  festivab  of  our  church,  will  not,  I  think,  mdh 
jDUch  by  a  comparison  with  those  of  Watts,  but  it  must  be  confessed  that  Cowper,  ia 
our  own  times,  bas  gi?en  a  peculiar  and  elegant  simpUcity  to  this  spedes  of 
which  nonę  of  his  predecessors  attained. 
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TO  THE  EDITIOM  FUBLISHED  IN  1773  IN  1^0  YOŁUHES  OCtAYOi 
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HE  pubtication  of  the  following  theett  is  in  compliancfe  wiih  the  reąnett  of  many  óf  Mr.  Bsrroiii'i 
ftkndS)  who  were  much  pleased  with  some  of  bis  poetical  compositioofl  which  had  casaally  circulated 
ii  his  life-time.  Much  might  berę  be  swd  of  tbe  ailthor^s  learned  and  poetical  talenti ;  but  it  does  not 
tal  to  be  the  buaineat  of  an  editor  to  endearonr  to  anticipate  tbe  readei^s  jadgment« — ^By  it^i  owa 
iatrimic  worth,  and  the  caodid  opinion  of  the  pnblic,  tbe  Ibliowing  work  it  leit  to  stand  or  fiill. 

A  deference  dne  to  the  poblic  may  howeTer  make  it  necestary  to  asaure  them,  that  the  poemt  bero 
preiented  are  the  geniiine  production  of  Ml*.  Byrom^    Tbey  are  carefiiUy  transcribed  from  his  ownl. 
mnoscripts;  bat  as  mady  of  them  were  written  ratber  for  priyate,  than  for  public  pemsal,  it  is  hoped 
tfast  all  frvourable  allowance  will  be  madę  for  smali  inaocuracies; 

Hie  reader  may  be  smprised  perhaps  tb  llnd  in  theae  Yolumes  so  many  learned  and  critical 
q«stioDS  discntaed  in  Terse.— Thit  is  indeed  ń  singularity  alihoat  peculiar  to  oat  authoi":  but  be  bad 
» tocostomed  himself  to  the  langoage  of  poetry,  that  he  always  fcnind  it  the  easiest  way  of  expre88ing 
lia  sentiidents  npon  all  occaiions.  He  himself  used  to  give  thłs  reason  to  his  friends  for  treating  su6h 
nlgects  m  so  nnconmion  a  methodj  and  it  is  presumed^  that  if  tbey  are  not  foiiiid  defićient  in  other 
itipects,  the  noTelty  of  tbe  illanner  will  be  rather  a  recommtedation  than  otherwlse. 

At  a  time  when  party  dispiites  are  so  happily  snbftided,  it  may  ttem  to  want  an  apology,  thdt  in  the 
fcOowiag  ooUection  tome  few  pieoes  are  łnserted,  which  iępear  to  be  tioctured  with  a  party  spirit  \  A 
msll  sttention  howerer  will  conyinćr  the  warmest  partizan,  that  what  Mr.  Byrom  bas  written  of  this 
cait  wu  iotended  to  śoften  the  asperity,  and  prevent  the  mischiefii  of  an  over-heated  2eal.  Since  thia 
wat  the  aathor's  chief  motiTe  for  writtng*  it  is  imagiaed  no  other  apology  will  be  necetsary  for  the 
poUication  of  such  piece& 

The  great  trutha  of  Christiauity  liad  mide«  from  hi^  earllest  years^  a  deep  impresaion  upon  tbe 
inOioi^s  mind}  and  as  it  was  his  manner  to  commit  his  sentimentl  of  e^ery  kind  to  rerse,  so  he  had 
a  peculiar  pleasure  in  employing  hia  pen  npon  serioos  subjectf  .^aTo  tbe  purpoaes  of  instructioo,  and 
the  iaterests  of  rirtae,  all  his  abilities  werd  cTer  madę  sUbserrient:  This  will  appear,  morę  particuiar- 
ly,  from  the  secondTolume  of  the  followin^  shects,  in  iłhich  it  wa:i  thought  proper  to  selectsuch 
pieces  as  trcat  on  ftubjects  of  a  deeper  and  morę  important  naturę.— The  reader,  it  Js  not  doubted^ 
aiU  be  pleased  to  find  that  the  author^s  natnral  talent  for  wit  and  humour  bai  so  often  girea  place  to 
loBKUuDg  morę  solid  and  snbstantial. 

'  flome  of  these  are  omitted  in  the  present  edition;       Ć; 
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POEMS 


OF 


JOHN  BYROM, 


A  PASTORAŁ. 

WAITRN  BTTBB  AirTHOR,  WHBN  A  BTUDElfT  AT 
TRIHITY  COŁŁB6B,    CAMBRIDGE,    AND    HEtT 

•  PBI1ITBD  IB  THB  BIOHTH  YOŁUMB  OF  THB 
SrBCTATOR. 

1LI Y  time,  O  ye  Muses,  was  happUy  spent, 
^^  When  Phcebe  went  with  me  wherever  I  went; 
Ten  thonsuid  sweet  pleasures  1  iełt  in  my  breast : 
Sore  nerer  fond  shepheid  Uke  Coli  o  was  blestl 
Bot  DOW  sbe  is  gone,  and  bas  left  me  behind, 
Wfaat  a  marrellcms  change  on  a  sudden  I  find ! 
Wben  thiugs  were  as  fioe  as  could  possibly  be, 
I  thougbt  'twas  tbe  Spring;  but  alas!  it  was  sbe. 

Witb  sncb  a  companion  to  tend  a  few  sheep. 
To  rise  up  and  play,  or  to  Ite  down  and  sleep: 
I  wts  80  good-humonr^d,  so  cbeerful  and  gay^ 
My  heart  was  as  ligbt  as  a  feather  all  day. 
But  now  1  ao  cross,  and  so  peevish  am.  grown; 
So  strangely  uneasy,  as  nerer  was  known. 
My  hit  one  is  gone,  and  my  joys  are  all  drown'd, 
And  my  heart        1  am  surę  it  weighs  morę  tban  a 
poond. 

The  foonUuD,  tbat  wont  to  nm  sweetly  along, 
Aod  dance  to' soft  murmurs  tbe  pcbbles  among; 
Thod  luiow*Bt,  little  Cupid,  if  Pbcebe  was  there, 
^wu  pleasore  to  łook  at,  twas  mnsic  to  heagr: 
But  now  she  is  absent,  I  walk  by  its  side. 
And  still,  as  it  murmars,  do  nothing  but  chide; 
Mast  you  be  so  cbeerful,  while  1  go  in  pain  ? 
Peaoe  there  with  your  bubbltng,  and  hear  me  com- 
plain. 

My  Isffibkins  anmnd  me  would  oftentimes  play, 
And  Pboebe  and  I  were  as  joyful  as  they, 
How  pkasant  their  sporting,  how  happy  tbeir 

time, 
Wbeo  Spring,  Lorej  and  Beauty  were  all  in  tbeir 

prime; 
Bot  now,  ID  tbeir  frolics  when  by  me  they  pass, 
I  fling  al  their  fleeces  an  baodfal  of  grass; 
Be  itill  then,  I  ery,  for  it  makes  me  qaite  mad. 
To  aec  you  so  merry  while  1  am  so  said. 


My  dog  I  was  eyer  well  pleased  to  see 
Come  wagging  his  taił  to  my  fair  one  and  me> 
And  Pboebe  was  pleased  too,  and  to  my  dog  said, 
"  Come  hither,  poor  fidlow;"  and  patted  his  beadL 
But  now,  when  he'8  fiłwning,  I  with  a  sour  look 
Cry  **  Sinah  ^"  and  give  him  a  blow  with  my  crook : 
And  1*11  giye  him  anotber ;  for  wby  should  not  Tray 
Be  as  duU  as  bis  master,  wben  Ph4Bbe's  away  ? 

Wben  walking  witli  Pbcebe,  what  sights  haye  I 
seen, 
How  foir  was  tbe  flower,  how  fresb  was  the  green  ! 
What  a  loyely  appearance  the  trees  and  tbe  shade* 
Tbe  com-fields  and  bedges,  and  ey*ry  thing  madę ! 
But  now  she  bas  left  me,  tbo'  all  are  still  there» 
They  nonę  of  them  now  so  delightfol  appear: 
'T  was  nonght  but  tbe  magie*  1  ftnd,  of  ber  ey«8» 
Madę  so  many  beaatifol  prospects  arise. 

Sweet  musie  went  with  us  both  all  the  wood 
thro\ 
Tbe  lark,  linnei,  throstle,  and  nigfatiągale  too; 
Winds  over  us  whispei^d,  flocks  by  ns  did  bleat. 
And  cbirp  went  tbe  grasshopper  under  our  feet.    . 
But  now  she  is  absent,  tho'  stiU  they  sing  on, 
The  woods  are  but  lonely,  the  melody*s  gone : 
Her  yoice  in  tbe  oonsort,  as  now  I  haye  fouod, 
Gave  ev*ry  thing  else  its  agreeable  sound. 

Rosę,  what  is  become  of  thy  delicate  hue  ? 
And  where  is  the  yiolefs  beautiful  blue? 
Does  ought  of  its  sweetness  the  blossom  beguile? 
Tbat  meadow,  those  daisies,  wby  do  they  not 

sniile  i 
Ab !  riva1s,  I  see  what  it  was  tbat  you  drest. 
And  madę  yourseWea  fine  for        a  place  in  het 

breast: 
You  put  on  your  colours  to  pleasure  ber  eye. 
To  be  pluck*d  by  ber  hand,  on  ber  bosom  to  die. 

How  tlowly  Time creeps,  till  my  Phcebe  return! 
While amidst  the  soft  Zephy  r^s  cool  breezes  1  bum ; 
Methinks  if  I  knew  wbereabouts  be  would  trcad, 
I  could  breatbe  on  his  wings,  and  't  would  melt 
down  the  lead. 
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Fly  svii%er,  ye  minutet,  bring  hither  my  dear, 
Adć  rest  9o  much  longer  for*!  wheo  sbe  is  berę. 
Ab  Colin !  old  Time  is  foli  of  delay,  [say. 

Nor  will  budge  one  fbot  fiuter  for  all  tbon  canst 

Will  no  pitying  pow^r,  tbat  bean  me  complain, 
Or  cure  my  disquiet,  or  soften  my  pain? 
To  be  cur*d,  thoumusŁ,  Colin,  tby  passion  remove ; 
Bat  what  swain  is  so  silly  to  liye  without  love2 
No,  deity,  bj^  the  dear  nympb  to  return, 
For  ne'er  was  poor  sbepherd  so  sadly  forlom. 
Ah !  what  shall  I  do  ?  1  sball  die  with  despair; 
Take  beed,  all  ye  swaina,  bow  ye  part  witb.your 
fair. 


3 


A  DESCRIPnON  OF  TUNBRIDGE, 

IM  A  ŁETTER  TO  P.  H.  E8Q. 

Dear  Peter,  whose  fitiendsbip  I  yalue  much  morę, 
Than  bards  tbeir  own  Yerses,  or  misers  tbeir  storę; 
Your  books,  and  your  business,  and  ev'ry  thing 

else, 
Łay  aside  for  a  while,  and  come  down  to  the  Wellf : 
The  country  so-  pleadant !  the  weather  so  fine! 
A  worid  of  fair  ładies !  and  delicate  winę ! 
The  proponl,  I  iancy,  you'!l  hardly  r^ect, 
Tfaen  hear,  if  you  come,  what  you  are  td  expect 

Some  8ev'n  or  eight  mile  off,  to  g\ve  you  the 

meetingy 
Barbers,  dippers,  and  lo  forth,  we  send  to  yon 

greeting. 
Soon  as  they  set  eyes  on  you,  off  flies  the  bat, 
Does  your  honour  want  this,  does  your  honour 

want  tbat? 
That  being  a  stranger,  by  this  apparatus     [at  us. 
You  may  see  our  good  manners,  before  you  come 
Now  this,  please  your  honour,  is  what  we  cali 

Tooting, 
A  trick  in  your  custom  to  get  the  first  footing. 

Conducted  by  these  civil  gen*men  to  towil 
You  put  up  your  horse,  lor  rhyme  sake  at  the 
Crown :  [word 

My  landlord  bids  welcome,  and  gives  you  hia 
F6r  the  best  entertainment  the  bouse  can  afford: 
You  taste  which  is  better,  his  wbite,  or  his  red, 
Bespeak  a  good  supper,  good  room,  and  good  bed: 

In  short just  as  trayellers  do  when  they  ligbt, 

So,  to  fili  up  the  stanza—- — I  wisb  you  good  night. 

But  then  the  nest  morning,  when  Phoebus  ap- 
pears,  cheere, 

And  with  his  bright  bcams  our  glad  hemisphere 
You  rise,  dress,  get  shav'd,  and  away  to  the  wałks, 
The  pride  of  the  place,  of  which  ev'ry  one  talks : 
There  1  woold  suppose  you  a  drinking  the  watcrs, 
Didn't  I  know  that  you  come  not  for  any  snch 

matters; 
But  to  see  the  fine  ładies  in  tbeir  dishabille, 
A  dress  thafs  sometimes  the  most  studied  to  kill. 

The  ładies  you  see,  ay,  and  ładies  as  feir, 
As  charminK,  and  bright  as  youll  see  any  where: 
You  eye,  and  examine  the  beautiful  throng, 
As  o'er  the  clean  a'alks  they  pass  loTely  along; 
And  if  any,  by  chance,  looka  a  little  demurer, 
You  fancy,  like  ev'ry  young  fop,  you  rould  cure 
hor; 


Till  from  some  pretty  nympb  a  deep  woand  yoa 

receWe, 
And  yourself  want  the  cure»  which  you  tbaaę^ 

you  could  giire. 

Not  so  wounded  howć^er,  aa  to  make  f  ou  foi^get, 
That  your  Jionour  this  mom  bas  m)t  break£Mted 

yet; 
So  to  Morley's  you  go,  look  aboot,  and  sit  down; 
Then  comes  the  sroung  lass  for  your  hoDOur*s  hałf- 

crown; 
Sbe  brings  out  the  book,  you  look  wisely  upcm  her, 
*<  Whafs  the  meaning  of  this  ?»..-.•<  To  subacribe, 

please  your  honour:"  »  .     [ye, 

So  you  write,  as  your  bettera  ha^e  all  done  before 
'Tis  a  ciistom,  and  so  there*s  an  end  of  the  story. 

Aad  now,  all  this  while,  it  is  forty  to  one 
But  ąome  friend  or  otber  youVe  happen'd  npon: 
You  all  gó  tochurch,  upon  hearing  the  beli,  [tell: 
Whether  out  of  derotion— — yonrselres  best  ran 
From  thence  to  the  tavern  to  toast  pretty  Nancy, 
Th'  aibresaid  bright  nympb,  tbat  had  smitten  your 
fancy;  [mandi, 

Where  winę  aod  good  yictuals  attend  your  com- 
And  wheatears,  far  better  than  French  ortolans. 

Tben,  after  youVe  din*d,  take  a  yiew  of  our 

groundy  [rtmnd. 

And  obserre  the  fine  momitains  that  compasa  as 

And,  if  you  could  walk  a  mile  after  yottr  eeting, 

Tbere*s  śome  comical  rocks,  tbat  are  woctk  con- 

tempUiting; 
Yon  may,  if  you  please,  for  their  oddness  and 
malce,  [<>'  ^^^t 

Compare  'em— let'8  see— to  the  De^elS  Arse 
TheyYe  ooe  like  the  other,  escept  that  the  wt>nder 
Does  here  He  above  ground,  and  tbere  it  lies  ander. 

To  the  wałks,  about  seven,  you  tnoe  back  yoor 

way,  [diy; 

Where  the  Sun  marches  off,  and  the  ladiea  make 

What  crowdłDg  of  charms!  gods!  or  rather  gad- 

desses!  [aiid  dresses! 

What  t»eauties  are  Ytere !  what  bright  looks,  ain, 

In  the  room  of  the  waters  had  Helicon  sprung. 

And  the  njonphs  of  the  place  by  old  po^fs  l>eeB 

suog,  [reaanif 

To  invite  the  gods  hither  they  woufd  hare  had 

And  Jove  łuid  descended  each  night  in  tlae  season. 

If  with  things  here  below  we  compare  thkaga  on 
high, 
The  walks  are  like  yonder  bright  path  nx  the  sky, 
Wlieie  heaveu]y  l>odie9  in  such  clusters  mingie, 
'Tis  impossible,  sir,  to  describe  'em  all  single: 
But  if  eirer  you  saw  that  sweet  creatorc  MitsK^-y, 
If  ever  you  saw  her,  I  say,  Ict  me  tell  ye, 
Descriptions  are  needless;  for  surely  to  yoo. 
No  beauty,  no  graces,  can  ever  be  new. 

But  when  to  their  gaming  tłie  ładies  witlidraw, 
Those  beautics  are  fled,  which  when  walking  yott 

saws* 
Ungrateful  the  scenę  which  you  tbere  S9edi8p1ay*d, 
Cliance murd'ring tłiose  featureswhicfa HeaT'n  had 

madę: 
If  the  iair  ones  tłieir  cłuums  did  snAciently  prias^ 
Tbeir  elbows  they'd  spare  for  the  sake  of  their  eyes{ 
Aod  the  men  too— what  work !  its  enough,  in  good 

&tth  is^t, 
Of  the  nonsenct  af  tfłwnce,  tt>  connnbe  any  atheisL 
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But  wnr  tis  high  time,  I  presoine,  to  bid  T»le, 
Łest  we  tire  you  too  long  with  our  Tunbridguile; 
Whicfay  if  the  fbur  criticB  preteod  to  onniTd, 
Or  at  tfaese  our  Tenee  should  stapidly  cavil; 
If  this  be  the  case,  tell  Łhe  critics  I  praiy, 
Tbat  1  care  not  one  farthing  for  all  tbey  can  say : 
Aod  80  1  cooclude,  with  my  senrice,  good  Peter, 
To  yourseif,   aod  all  friends— -forewell  Muse— 
fiireińll  Dietre. 


▲  roŁŁ  aud  tsub  Accomrr  op  ar  horrio  and 

BARBAROU8  ROBBERY,  COMMItTED  ON  BPPIN6 
fORSSTy  UFOR  THS  BODY  OP  THB  CAJf BRUMB 
CKkAGII.     Ul  A  ŁBTTBR  TO  M*  V.  BSQ. 

Anna  viramqae  cano. 

Dbar   Martin   Folkes,   daar  tehoJar,    brother, 

friend; 
And  wonb  of  like  inportance  withoot  end; 
Thit  comea  to  tell  y<Ni,  how,  in  Epping  Hondred, 
Łait  Wednedby  moroing  1  was  robb'd,  and  phin- 

dei'd. 
fwgnt  the  Moae,  who  linga  what,  I  nippose. 
Tamę  bat  already  trumpeted  in  prone ; 
But  Faine*8  a  lying  jadę :  the  tum  of  fiite 
Łet  poor  Melpomenę  herself  relate : 
Spare  the  sad  n3rinph  a  vacant  honr'8  reliefy 
To  rbyme  away  the  remnaots  of  ber  grie£ 

On  Toeiday  ni|^t,  yon  know  with  bow  much 
•onow 
I  bid  tbe  clob  fiarewd — **  I  go  to  morrow— i^ 
To  morrow  came,  and  ao  accordingly 
Unto  the  place  of  rendezTOUS  went  L 
Bali  was  the  house,  and  Bisbopsgate  the  street, 
Tbe  coach  as  fuli  as  it  could  cram ;  to  wit, 
Tvo  fellow^commonen  de  Aula  Trin. 
ind  eke  an  honest  bricklayer  of  Łynn, 
And  eke  two  Norfolk  dames,  his  wife  and  cousin, 
Aad  eke  my  worsbip^s  self  madę  half  a  dozen. 

Noir  then,  as  Fortune  had  contriy^d,  our  way 
Tbro'  the  wiM  brakes  of  Epping  Forest  lay : 
With  travellers  and  tninksi  a  hugeous  load. 
We  ba^d  along  the  solitary  road ; 
WhfTe  Dooght  but  thickets  within  thickets  grew. 
No  hoose  nor  barn  to  cheer  the  wand*ring  view ; 
Nor  lab*nug  bind,  nor  shepherd  did  appear. 
Nor  iportaman  with  his  dog  or  gon  was  there; 
A  drory  landscape,  bushy  and  forlom, 
Wboe  rogues  start  up  like  mushrooms  in  a  mom. 

Howerer,  sińce  we,  nonę  of  us,  had  yet 
Soch  roguesy  but  in  a  Sessions-paper,  met,  . 
Wejok*don  fiear;  tho',  as  we  passM  along, 
Bobbii^  was  still  the  burden  of  tbe  song. 
Witbttntry*d  courage  bravely  we  repell*d 
Tbe  rude  attacks  of  dogs— not  yet  bebeld. 
With  Tal^ous  talk  still  battUng,  till  at  last  - 
We  tbooght  all  danger  was  as  good  as  past. 
Says  one->too  soon  alas !  **  Now  lot  him  come, 
FaQ  at  his  bcad  Vi\  fling  this  botUe  of  rum.*' 
Scarce  had  be  spoken;  when  the  brickman'swife 
•  Cry'd out, "  Good  Lord!  he^s  here,  upon  my  life." 
Toith  from  behind  the  wbeels  the  villain  came, 
And  swore  sucb  words  as  1  dare  bai^ly  name; 
But  yoa  11  suppose  tbem,  brother,  not  to  dr«p 
from  mf*,  but  him—*"  G-d  d — ^o  ye»  coachman, 
•top: 


Your  money,  sounds,  detiTer  om  yonr  money, 
Quick,  d — ^n  ye,  quick;  must  1  stay  waiting  on  ye( 
Quick,  or  I  'II  send^o-^and  nearer  still  be  rodt) 
"  A  brace  of  bałls  amongst  ye  all,  ł^y  — s>* 

1  leave  yon,  sir,  to  judge  yourself  what  plight 
We  all  were  put  in,  by  this  cursed  wight. 
Tbe  trembling  iemales  into  labour  fell^ 
Big  with  the  sudden  fear,  tbey  pout,  tbey  swell; 
And  soon,  deliver'd  by  his  horrid  cufms,  [puraes: 
Brought  forth   two    strange   and  pretematural 
That  look'd  indeed  like  purses  madę  of  leather; 
Bot  let  tbe  sweet-tongued  Manningfaam'  say  wh^ 
A  common  purse  coidd  possibly  oonceal        [tber 
Sbillings,  haif-crowns,  and  balf-pence  by  pieoa- 
nieal. 

The  youth,  who  flung  the  bottle  at  the  knaT« 
Before  he  came,  wiw  thought  it  best  to  wm^a 
Such  resolution,  and  presenre  tbe  liqtior; 
Since  a  round  guinea  might  be  thrown  much 

quicker : 
So  with  impetuous  hastę  he  flung  him  that, 
Wbich  tbe  sharp  rascal  parried  with  his  bat. 
His  rigbt*hand  man,  a  brother  of  our  quill, 
Prudently  cbose  to  show  his  own  gOod  will 
By  the  same  token,  and  without  much  scruple 
Madę  the  red-rugg^d  collector's  ineome  dupie. 

My  heart— for  truth  I  alwajrs  must  confesa— 
Did.sink*— *  an  inch  ezactly—more  or  less*.' 
With  both  my  eyes  1  TiewM  the  thief 's  approach; 
And  read  tbe  case  of«— Bistol  Tersus  Coach. 
A  woeftil  case,  wbich  I  had  oft  heard  quoted; 
But  ne'er  before  in  all  my  practioe  noted. 
So  when  the  lawyers  brought  in  their  report, 
Guinea  per  Christian  to  be  paid  in  court, 
Weil  off,  thinks  I,  with  this  same  son  of  a  whore, 
If  be  prefers  his  action  fot*  no  morę. 

No  morę!  why  hang  him,  is  not  that  too  much. 
To  pay  a  guinea  for  his  rile  High  Dntch  } 
T  is  true,  he  bas  us  here  upon  the  bank, 
With  action  strong;  and  swears  to  it  point  blank: 
Yet  why  resign  the  yellow  one  pound  one  ? 
No,  tax  his  bill,  and  give  him  silver,  John. 
So  said,  so  done,  and  putting  fist  to  fob 
I  flung  th'  apparent  yalue  of  the  job, 
An  ounce  of  silyer,  into  his  receirer, 
And  mark*d  tbe  issue  of  the  rogue's  behaviour. 

He,  like  a  thankless  wretcb,  that  's  overpaid, 
Resents,  forsooth,  th*  aifront  upon  his  trade; 
And  treats  my  kindness  with  a — **  this  won*t  do, 
Look  ye  here,  sir,  1  must  ha'  gold  from  you." 
To  this  demand  of  the  ungrateiul  cur, 
Defendant  John  thought  proper  to  demdr. 
The  bricklayer  joining  in  the  wbite  opinioo, 
TendeHd  five  shillings  to  Diana'8  roinion; 
Who  still  kept  Łhreat^ning  to  pervade  his  buff, 
Because  tbe  payment  was  not  prompt  enougb. 

Before  tbe  womeu,  with  their  purses  each, 
Had  strength  to  place  contents  within  liis  reach, 


'Dr.  Manningham;  who  wrote  a  pamphtet  in 
defence  of  the  well-known  story  of  the  lUbbii- 
Womau. 

'  *  An  exprc8sion  used  by  —  of  the  Royal 
Society,  and  aflerwards  proverbially  adopted  in 
ridicule  by  the  author  ana  his  friends. 
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One  of  his  t^ieces,  fkWmfs  downwards,  dreir 
The  rogue*8  attention  hungrily  thereto. 
Stmight  he  began  todamn  the  charioteer:-^ 
'<  Come down, ye  dog,  reach  me  that  gutnea  there." 
pownjumps  th^affrigbted  coachman  on  the  saod, 
Ficks  up  the  gold,  and  puts  it  in  his  hand : 
Miesi og  a  rare  oocasion,  tim*rous  diistard,    - 
To  seize  bis  piitol,  aud  dismount  the  bastard. 

How,  while  in  deep  and  serious  ponderment 
I  watch*d  the  motions  of  his  next  intent, 
He  wheel'd  about,  as  one  fuU  bent  to  try 
The  matter  in  diapute  *twixt  him  and  I; 
And  how  my  ail^er  sentiments  would  hołd 
Against  that  bard  dilemma,  balls  or  goldi 
**  No  help!»>  said  I, "  no  tachygraphic  pow'r, 
To  Interpose  in  this  unequal  hoar ! 
1  doubt— I  must  resign— -there  's  oo  defending 
The  cauM  against  that  mucderous  flre-engine.'* 

When  lo!  descending  to  ber  cbampion'8  aid 
The  goddess  Short-han^  bright  celestial  maid, 
Clad  in  a  lettei^d  vest  of  silver  hue  \ 
Wrought  by  her  fav'rite  Phoebc^s  hand,  she  flew. 
Th*  unfolded  surface  fell  exactly  neat, 
In  just  proportions  o^er  her  shape  complete; 
Distinct  witb  lines  of  purer  flaming  whitc> 
Transparent  work,  intelligibly  brigbt; 
Form*d  to  give  pleasure  to  th*  ingenious  mind. 
But  puzzle  and  confouud  the  stapid  hind. 

Soon  as  the  wretch  the  sacred  writing  spy'd, 
^  What  coąjuratiun-sight  is  this,"  he  cry'd ! 
My  eyes  meanwhile  the  heav*nly  rision  clear^d, 
It  show'd  how  all  his  hcllisb  look  appear^d. 
(Heav'n  shield  all  traveUer8  from  foul  disgrace, 
As  1 6aw  Tybum  in  the  ruffian*8  face; 
And  if  aright  1  judge  of  human  mień, 
His  face  ere  long  in  Tybum  will  be  seen.) 
.  The  hostile  blaze  soon  seicM  his  miscreant  blood; 
He  star*d— turn^d  short— and  fled  into  the  wood. 

Danger  dismiss^d,  the  gentle  goddess  smilM, 
Łike  a  fond  parent  o*er  ber  feitrftil  child ; 
And  thus  began  to  drive  the  dire  aurpriaó 
Forth  from  my  anxious  breast,  in  jocund  wise. 
*•  My  son,"  said  she, "  this  fellow  is  no  Weston*, 
No  adversary,  child,  to  make  a  jest  on. 
With  ink  sulphureous,  upon  human  skin 
He  writes  indenting,  horrid  marks  therein ; 
But — tbou  hast  read  his  fate«-the  halter^d  słaire 
Shall  quickly  aing  his  pcnitential  stare, 

"  Pursue  thy  rout;  but  when  thou  tak*8t  another, 
Bestride  some  gcnerous  quadruped  or  other.  . 
Let  this  enchanted  vehicle  confine, 
From  this  time  fbrth,  no  yotaries  of  minę : 
Let  me  no  morę  see  honest  short-hand  men 
Coop'd  up  in  wood,  iike  poultry  in  a  pen. 
And  at  Trin.  Col.  whene^er  thou  art  enlarging 
On  Epping  Forest,  notę  this  in  the  margin : 
'  Let  Cambridge  scholara,  that  are  not  quite  bare, 
Shun  the  disbonest  track,  and  rtde  thro>  Ware.* 

^Alluding  to  some  short-hand  cbaractera  neatly 
cut  in  paper  by  the  authur*8  sister,  and  presented 
to  M.  F.  esq. 

*  Weston^  the  inyeiitor  of  a  method  of  short* 
band,  Mien  in  i»ome  vogue;  the  great  irregularity 
and  defects  of  which  our  author  had  often  hu- 
morously  ezposed. 


«  Adieu!  my  son — ^łpsuroe  thy  wonied  Jokes; 
And  write  account  herpof  %o  Milrtin  Fo!kes.»» 
This  said,  she  mount»— the  characters  divine 
Thro*  the  bright  path  immensety  brilliant  shioe. 
Now  safe  arriv'd--flrst  for  my  boots  t  wrote — 
I  tell  the  story— and  subjoin  the  notę— 
And  lastly,  to  fnlfll  the  dread  commands, 
These  hasty  lines  |}resume  to  kiss  yoar  handa. 
£xcuse  the  tedious  tale  of  a  disaster, 
I  am  yoor  humble  serrant  and  Grand  Master^ 


A  LETTER  TD  R.  L,  ES2. 

ON  HIS  OEPARTURE   FROM  ŁONDOIT. 

Dear  Peter  S  ^hose  abserice,  whate*er  1  may  do 
In  a  week  or  two  hence,  at  tbis  present  1  me; 
These  lines,  in  great  hastę,  I  convey  to  the  Mitrę, 
To  tell  the  sad  plight  of  tli'  unfortunate  writer: 
You  bare  left  your  old  friend  so  affectf-d  with  grid^ 
That  nothing  but  rhymiiig  can  give  him  reli^; 
Tho*  the  Muses  were  never  worse  put  to  tbeir 

trumps, 
To  comfort  poor  bard  in  bis  sorrowiu]  dumps. 

The  moment  you  Icft  us,  with  grief  be  it  spoken, 
This  poor  heart  of  mino  was  as  thoff  it  were 

broken: 
And  I  almost  ninf  still,  if  a  carriage  approach 
That  looks  Iike  »  Highgate  or  Bamet  stage-coach; 
And  really,  when  first  that  bid  vehicle  gap*d 
To  take  in  friend  Pcc    ao  the  fere  had  biat'8cap'd— 
If  I  did  not  half  wish  the  man  might  overtam  it, 
Aud  swash  it  to  pieces— I  am  a  sous^d  gumet. 

The  Khenish  and  sugar,  which  at  your  de- 

parture  [what  heartier; 

We  drank,  would  have  madę  me,  I  bop'd,  some- 

Yet  the  winę  but  morę  strongly  to  weeping  in- 

din'd. 
And  my  grief,  I  percciv»d,  was  but  double  refiQ'd: 
It  is  not  to  tell  how  my  breast  fell  a  throbbiog, 
When  at  the  last  parting  our  nosea  were  bobbing: 
Those  sad  larewęll  accents !  (I  think  on  'em  still) 
"  Yoy'll  remeniber  to  write  John  ?»^*«  Yes,  Peter, 
I  will.»' 

You  no  sooner  was  gone,  but  this  ftunoas  me- 

tropolis, 
That  8eem'd  just  before  so  cxceedingly  populoos; 
When  1  tum*d  me  towarda  it,  seem*d  all  of  a 

sudden 
As  i  fit  was  gone  from  the  place  it  had  stood  in: 
But  for  8quire  HazePs  brother,  sagacions  Jack, 
I  should  hardly  hare  known  how  to  find  my  way 

back; 
How  he  brought  me  from  Smitbfield  to  Dick's  I 

can^t  say. 
But  remember  the  Charter-house  stood  in  our  way 

At  Dick^s  I  repos*d  me,  ahd  call*d  for  some 

coflTec,  [of  ye; 

And  sweeten*d,  and  supt,  and  still  kept  thinking 

But  not  with  such  pleasure  as  when  I  eame  tbeie 

To  wait  'till  sir  Peter  should  chanceto  appear: 

'  A  title  usually  gtven  to  the  author  by  his 
short-hand  scholara. 

■R.  Ł.  esą.  generally  called  by  his  college* 
acąuaintance,  ńr  Peter, 
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Thoe,  whHe  I'wu  turning  you  o^w  Id  my  mind, 
^ppctpr,  how  do  yoo  do?''  says  a  yoioe  from  be- 
hM;  [organ — 

Tbougbt  I  to  myself  I  thould  kuow  that  same 
And  wfao  aboald  it  be  bot  my  fnend  doctor  Mor- 

Tbe  doctor  and  1  took  a  amall  walk,  and  tben 
He  went  somewbere  else,  I  to  Richard*s  again: 
AU  ways  bave  I  try>d  tbe  sad  łon  to  forget, 
I  hare  sauntet^d,  writ  sbort-band,  eat  custard, 

etoet. 
With  honest  Duke  Hiimphiey  I  pass  tbe  long  day, 
Toothen,  as  yet,  baving  little  to  say; 
For  mdeed,  I  must  own,  sińce  tbe  luss  of  my 

chum, 
I  am  grpwn,  as  it  were,  a  merę  gerund  in  domb. 

Bat  Miise !  we  for^t  that  our  grief  will  prerent 

w  [mentous. 

Frott  treatiug  of  matters  morę  high  and   mo- 
Poor  Jonathan  WUd!«<^lowes,   Peer  Williams, 

and  I 
Hare  jttst  been  in  waiting  to  see  him  pass  by: 
Good  law!  how  the  bouites  were  crowded  with 

mobs» 
Thatlook^d  like  leviatban'9  pictore  in  Hobh*8; 
From  the  Tery  ground-floor  to  the  top  of  the 

leads, 
While  Jonathan  past  thro>  a  Holbom  of  heads. 

From  Newgate  to  Tyburn  be  madę  bis  pro- 

cession, 
Snpported  by  two  of  the  nimbie  professiou: 
Between  the  unhepded  poor  wretches  he  sat, 
In  his  night-gown  and  wig,  but  withoot  e'er  a  hat; 
With  a  buok  in  his  hand  he  tirent  weeping  and 

praying, 
The  mob  ail  along,  as  he  pass^d  'em,  hnzzaing; 
While  a  parcel  of  yerses  the  hawkers  were  hollow- 

ing. 
Of  wbich  I  can  only  remember  these  following. 

**  The  cnnning  old  pug,  e7*ry  body  remembers, 
Thst  when  he  saw  chesnuts  a  roasting  i*  th*  em- 

bers. 
To  n^e  bis  own  bacon,  took  pnss^s  two  foots^ 
And  10  out  o*  th'  embers  he  tickled  bis  nuts. 
Thus  many  a  poor  rogoe  bas  been  bumt  iu  the  hand, 
Aod  *t  was  all  nuts  to  Jonathan,  you  understand^ 
Bat  he  was  not  so  cunning  as  iEsop's  old  ape, 
For  the  monkey  bas  brougbt  himself  into   the 

scrape." 

And  now,  Peter,  Pm  come  to  tbe  end  of  my 
tcther,  fther: 

Sq  i  wish  you  good  company,  jonmey,  and  wea^ 
When  Mends  in  the  country  inquire  after  John, 
Prsy  tender  my  servioe  t'em  all  every  one, 
To  the  ladies  at  Toft,  Mr.  Legh  of  High-Łegh, 
To  tbe  Altringham  Meeting,  tf  any  there  be, 
Dircy  Lerer,  Will  Drakę,  Mr.  Cattell,  and  Cot- 
tani—  [tom ! 

Ad  excdlent  riiyme  that,  to  wind  up  one's  bot- 

Bichard's,  Monday  night» 
May  S4,  1725. 

P.S.   What  news?  Wby  the  lords,  if  the  mi- 

notes  say  trae,  *  [two, 

Have  pasiPd  my  Lord  Bolingbroke's  bill  tliree  to 

Threeto  one  I  would  say;  and  resoIved  also 

That  tbe  Commons  have  madę  good  their  arti- 

des-^ho! 


ng 


And  to  morrow,  earl  Thoma8*s  ftte  to  determine, 
Their  lordships  come  arm^d  both  with  jndgment 
and  ermine :  [<^se, 

The  sorgeons,  they  say,  have  got  Jonathan'8  car- 
If  so-»l  »U  go  see  »t— orit  shali  be  a  haid  ca«e. 


VERSES^ 

BPOKEH  ^XTBMPORB  AT  THE  MBlTIlia  OF  A 
CLUB,  UPON  TUS  PRBSIDENT^S  APPBARIJfG  IM 
A  BLACK  BOB  WIO,  WUO  U8UAŁI.Y  WORS  A 
1VHITB  TTB. 

Our  President,  in  days  of  yore, 
Upon  his  head  a  caxen  wore; 
Upon  his  head  he  wore  a  caxeny 
Of  hair  as  white  as  any  ilaxen; 
But  now  he  cares  not  of  a  fig; 
He  wears  upon  his  poił  a  wig, 
iA  sbabbywig  upon  his  poll, 
Of  bair  as  black  as  any  coal, 

A  sad  and  dismal  change  alas  ? 
Choose  how  the  duce  it  camc  to  pass: 
Poor  President!  w|iat  evil  fate 
Rever8'd  the  colour  of  his  pate? 
For  if  that  lamentable  dress 
Were  his  own  choosing,  one  would  giiess^ 
By  the  deep  mouming  of  his  head. 
His  wits  were  ceitainly  gone  dead. 

Surę  it  could  ne'er  be  his  own  choosing 
To  put  his  head  in  such  a  housing: 
U  must  be  ominous,  I  fear; 
Some  misehief,  to  be  surę,  is  near: 
Nay,  shouid  that  black  foreboding  phiz 
Speak  from  that  sturdy  trunk  of  his. 
One  could  not  help  but  think  it  spoke 
Just  like  a  niven  from  an  oak, 

A  caxen  of  so  black  a  hue, 
On  our  afiairs  looks  plaguy  blue : 
We  do  not  meet  with  such  an  omen 
In  any  story,  Oreek  or  Roman: 
A  comet,  or  a  blazing  star, 
Were  not  so  terrible  by  far; 
No;  in  that  wig  tbe  Fates  have  sent  us 
Of  all  portents  the  moftt  portentous, 

Who  does  not  tremble  for  the  Club 
That  looks  upon  his  wig — so  scrub ! 
Without  a  knot !  without  a  tye  !-^ 
What  can  we  hang  togrther  by  ? 
So  scrub  a  wig  to  look  upon, 
How  can  the  dire  phenomenon 
Be  long  before  it  bas  ondone  us^ 
Oh !  't  is  a  cruel  bob  upon  us. 

The  President,  when  's  wig  was  wbite, 
He  was  another  morta]  quite; 
Nay,  when  he  sprinkled  it  with  powder» 
No  man  in  Manchester  taik*d  louder. 
How  blest  were  we !  but  now  alack! 
The  wearing  of  a  wig  so  black 
Such  a  disgraoe  bas  brougbt  about— 
Bum  it!  't  will  never  be  worn  out 

Thou  art  a  lawyer,  honest  Joe, 
I  prithee  wilt  thou  Ict  us  know 
Whether  the  black  act  wont  extend, 
So  as  to  reach  oor  worthy  friend. 
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Wfaat  i  «aii  be  wear  a  wig  ao  ihabby, 

When  folks  are  hang^d  from  Waitham  Abbey, 

For  lo?iDg  ven'8on,  and  appearing 

So  lik«  that  head  there,  ao  like  Feańng. 

You're  a  diTine  sir;  PU  ask  you, 
Is  that  a  Christian,  or  a  Jew, 
Or  Turk?  Aye,  Turk,  as  turę  as  hops, 
You  see  the  Saracen— in  his  cfaops: 
And  yet  these  chops,  tho'  now  sohomely, 
Were  Chrisdan-like  before»  and  corndy: 
That  wicked  wig!  to  make  a  hce 
So  i^soluteły  void  of  grace ! 

You,  master  doctor !  will  you  try 
Your  skill  in  physiognomy  ? 
Of  what  disease  is  it  a  symptom  ? 
Do  n't  look  at  me,  but  look  at  him,  Tom. 
Is  it  not  scuryy,  think  you  ? — Yes, 
If  any  thing  be  scunry,  >t  is: 
A  phrenzy  ?  or  a  periwigmanie 
Tijat  OTer-runs  his  pericnmie? 

It  seems  to  me  a  complication 
Of  ali  distempers,  o*  some  fojshion; 
'  It  is  a  coma,  that  is  plain, 
A  great  obstruction  of  the  brain: 
A  man  to  take  his  brains,  and  bury  *em 
In  such  a  wig!— ^  plain  deiiriftm: 
I  never  saw  a  human  face 
That  suffer^d  morę  by  such  a  case. 

If  you  examine  it,  you  '11  see  't  is 
Piss-bumt— that  showt  a  diabetes. 
Bad  weatber  bas  relax*d,  you  see, 
The  fibres  to  a  great  degree : 
Certes  tbe  head,  in  these  black  tunioan/ 
Is  ftiU  of  vitiated  bumours; 
Of  vitiated  humours  fuli, 
Whłęh  sbows  a  numbness  of  the  scull. 

So  of  the  lest^-But  now,  friend  Thomas, 
The  cure  will  be  expected  from  as; 
For  while  it  hangs  on  him,  of  course, 
It  will,  if  possible,  grow  worse: 
Habit  so  fouU  there  is,  in  shoit»  . 

Nothing  but  salivation  for  >t: 
But  what  can  salivation  do  ? 
It  bas  been  fluxt,  and  refluxt  too. 

But  why  to  doctors  do  I  nrge  on 
The  bu8*ne98  of  a  baiber-suigeon  ? 
Your  berbcr-surgeon  is  the  man 
It  must  be  cur*d  by,  if  it  can : 
Ri  ag  for  my  landlord  I^wronson ; 
Come  let  »s  e'en  try  what  can  be  done; 
A  remedy  there  may  be  found, 
Provided  that  the  brain  be  sound. 


TWE  ASTROLOGER. 

FbiXOW  citizens  al  I,  for  whose  safety  I  peep 
Ali  night  at  the  stars,  and  all  day  go  to  sleep ; 
Attcnd,  while  I  show  you  the  meaning  of  fatc 
In  all  the  stmnge  sights  we  have  seen  here  of  late; 
And  thou,  O  Astrology,  goddesf  di?ine, 
Celestial  decypheress,  gentiy  incline, 
Thiue  cars,  and  thine  aid,  to  a  lover  of  science, 
That  bids  to  all  Icaming,  but  thine,  a  defiance. 

For  what  leaming  else  is  there  half  so  engaging, 
A^  an  art  wherc  the  terms  of  themselYCs  are  pre- 
ba^Dg? 


Whioh  by  mottering  <^er,  atiy  gentie  cMchaaie 
May  put  his  whole  neighbouriiood  into  a  panic; 
Where  a  noddle  well  tum^d  fyr  prediction,  aad, 

shoes, 
If  it  can  but  remember  hattl  words,  cannot  ehooae, 
From  the  prince  on  his  throne,  to  the  dauryHDaid 

roiUcing, 
But  read  all  their  fortunes  in  yonder  blue  wdkiD.. 

For  tbe  sky  is  a  book,  where,  in  letters  of  gold, 
Is  writ  all  that  aimanacs  ever  ibretołd ; 
Which  he  that  can  read,  and  interpret  also— • 
What  is  there,  whieh  such  a  one  caonot  fereshowł 
When  a  tnie  son  of  art  ponders  over  the  stara, 
They  reflect  back  upon  him  the  foce  of  afbin; 
Of  all  things  of  moment  they  give  hun  an  inkliog, 
While  empires  and  kingdoms  depend  on  their 
twinkling. 

Your  transits,  your  comets,  eclipses,  coigimct- 

ions, 
HaTe  all,  it  is  cerUin,  their  nerenl  fonctions; 
And  on  this  globe  of  Earth  here,  both  joint- y,  sod 

singly, 
Do  influence  matters  moet  astoni^ingly.     [sion, 
But  to  keep  to  some  method,  on  tbis  same  occa- 
WeHl  give  you  a  fuli  and  true  interpretation 
Of  all  the  phenomena,  we  have  rebearst; 
Of  which,  in  their  order;  and  first,  of  the  flrst 

As  for  Mercury's  tiaTelling  over  tbe  Sun, 
There  *8  nothing  in  that,  sin,  when  all  's  ssid  aad 

done; 
For  what  will  be,  will  be;  and  Mercury^  tiaoat, 
I  'm  pomtire,  will  neither  retard,  nor  adTance  it: 
But  when  a  conjunction,  or  comet  takes  place, 
Or  a  total  eclipse,  that  's  a  different  case: 
They,  that  laugh  at  our  art,  may  here  see  tritfa 

their  eyes,  [skłcs. 

That  some  things,  at  least,  may  appear  from  the 

A  oonjunctioB  of  Jupiter,  <Satam,  and  Mart, 
You  may  tum,  if  you  please,  gentlemen,  to  merę 

farce: 
But  what  if  it  plainly  appear,  that  tfaree  men 
Are  foretold  by  three  planetfr— what  will  ye  ssy 

then?  fqaest, 

Now,'  to  prove  this,  I  Ml  only  make  one  smali  re- 
That  is,  that  you  *U  all  tum  your  fiices  to  th*  esst; 
And  then  you  sball  see,  Vre  1  '▼e  done  my  epistłe^ 
If  I  don*t  make  it  out,  aye,  as  elear  as  a  whistle. 

In  the  first  place,  old  Saturn,  we  yery  well  kno«, 
Ix»8t  his  kingdom  and  proYinces  some  while  sgo; 
Nor  was  it  long  aller  old  Saturn's  diagrace, 
That  Jupiter  mov'd  to  step  into  his  place; 
And  Mars  we  all  know  waa  a  quarrelsome  bally, 
That  beat  all  his  neighbours  moet  unmeroAilly; 
And  now,  who  can  doubt  who  these  gentlemen  sr^ 
Saturn,  Jupiter,  Mars^-Sophy,  Sułtan,  and  Czar. 

But  to  prove,  nearer  home,  that  the  stars  bsTe 

nottrifl»d,  [fidd*? 

Pray  have  we  not  lost,  cruel  star!  doctor  By* 

'  Dr.  Bjrfield,  a  chymist  of  an  eztraragant  ge- 
nius,  and  inwutor  of  the  salvolatile  oleosom: 
the  author  had  freąuent  skirmishes  of  wit  snd 
humour  with  him  at  R]chard's  Coffet^bouse,  and 
upon  his  death  wrote  the  fbUowing  short  epitapb 
impromptu. 

Hic  jacet  Dr.  By  field,  diu  Tolatitis,  tandem  Itni. 


DISSECnON  OF  A  BEAlTS  HEAD. 


AM  firiendi  at  Bachnd^  ahts!  wh»t  a  chaam 

If  iU  be  madę  ia  tbe  annals  of  entbuaasin ! 

Al  tooD  as  tbe  comet  appeai^d  i  a  the  sky, 

Pity  did  not  the  doctor  straight  fali  sick  and  die? 

1  wDoder  how  folk  could  discoyer  a  comet, 

Aod  jet  iiever  draw  this  plain  couseąaence  from  it. 

The  death  of  the  lejceat  migfat  ahow,  if  it  needed, 
Whj  tfaey  saw  it  in  France  80  niuc|i  plainer  than 

*«  did;  [princeS) 

Aad  how  well  it  foiebodes  to  oor  nobies  ond 
That  iu  taił  waa  here  ihorter  by-seyeral  inches: 
Bot  10  aear  to  tbe  eagle  this  oomet  appear*d, 
That  tometbing  may  bappen,  it  is  to  be  {ear>d: 
Oieat  men  hare  beea  loiown  by  the  arms  which 

tbey  borę, 
BnU-God  bless  the  emperor — I  say  no  morę. 

And  now  for  th*  eclipse,  which  is  such  an  ap- 


m 


pearanoe 


[hence: 


if  perhaps  will  not  happen  this  many  a  year 
Tbe  king  of  France  dy*d,  the  tast  total  eclipse, 
Of  a  mortification  near  one  of  bis  hips; 
From  whence  by  oar  art  may  be  plainly  roade  out, 
That  some  gieat  man  or  other  must  die  at  this 

bout: 
Bot  as  the  eclipse  is  not  yet,  nor  that  neither^ 
Voa  know  »t  1$  Dot  proper  to  say  morę  of  eitber. 

Yet  two,  that  are  safe,  I  sball  yenture  fb  name, 
Men  of  figurę,  and  parts,  and  of  unspotted  famę; 
Who,  all  parties  will  own,  are,  ai^  always  baye 

been 
Ottat  oraamenta  to  the  high  ttation  th^  're  in; 
Admir^d  of  all  sides;  who  will  tberefore  rejoice, 
When,  consulting  tbe  stars,  I  pronounoe  it  their 

voice,  » 

That,  finr  all  this  eclipse,  theie  shall  no  harm  befal, 
Those  two  boaest^-^ants,  that  are  in  Ouildball. 

So  Aach  for  great  men — 1  come  now  to  predict 
What  evil8,  iu  gen*ral,  will  Eorope  afflict: 
Nov  tbe  evils>  that  conjarers  tell  from  the  stars, 
Are  plague,  famine  and  pestilence,  bloodshed  and 

wara, 
Cootagioos  diseases,  great  losses  of  goods, 
Gietó  bumings  by  fire,  and  great  drownings  by 

floods;  [thunder; 

Hall,  iain,fro8t  and  snów,  storms  of  lightning  and 
Aad  if  uone  of  these  happei^— ^t  will  be  a  great 

wonder. 


COKTEKmEm': 


os,  THE   HAPPY  inrORKMAN'S  80NG. 

I  AM  a  poor  workman  as  rich  as  a  Jew, 
Ailiange  sort  of  tale,  but  however  t  is  trae, 
Come  lUten  awbile,  and  1  Ml  prove  it  to  you, 

So  as  no-body  can  deny,  &c. 

I  am  a  poor  workman,  yoi.  MI  easily  grant. 
And  1  *m  rich  as  a  Jew,  for  there  's  notbing  I 
want,  [and  cant, 

I  kafe  meat,  drink,  and  clotbes,  and  am  hearty 

Which  no>body  can  deny,  &c. 

I  tiTe  in  a  cottage,  and  yonder  it  stands. 
And  while  I  can  work  with  these  two  houest  hands, 
Tm  aa  happy  as  tbey  that  have  houses  and  lands, 
Which  BO-body  can  deny,  &c. 


I  keep  to  my  workmansbip  alT  the  day  long, 
I  sing  and  I  whistle,  and  this  is  my  song, 
Tbank  6od,  that  bas  madę  me  so  lusty  and  atrong, 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  ^ 

I  neirer  am  greedy  of  delicate  farę, 
If  he  gire  me  enoogh,  tho'  t  is  nerer  so  bare^ 
The  morę  is  his  love,  and  the  less  is  my  care, 

MThich  no-body  can  deny,  ^c 

My  dothes  on  a  working  day  looken  but  lean. 
But  when  1  can  dress  me— on  Sundays,  1  mean» 
Tho'  cheap,  they  are  warm;  and  tho*  coarae,  tbey 
are  clean, 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  &c. 

Folk  cry'n  out  bard  times,  bnt  I  ne^er  regaid, . 
For  I  ne'er  did,  nor  will  set  my  heart  up  o>  th' 

ward, 
So  t  is  all  one  to  me,  bin  they  easy  or  bard,       > 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  &c« 

I  envy  not  them  that  have  thousands  of  pounds^ 

That  sport  o'er  the  country  with   borses  and 

hounds;  [bounds, 

There  's  nought  but  contentment  can  keep  within 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  &c. 

I  ne*er  lose  my  time  o'cr  a  pipę,  or  a  pot. 
Nor  cower  in  a  nook  like  a  sluggardly  sot, 
Bnt  I  buy  what  is  wanting  with  what  1  ha?e  got,. 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  Abc. 

And  if  1  have  morę  than  1  want  for  to  spend, 
I  help  a  poor  neighbour  or  diligeut  friend;  [lend, 
He  that  gi^es  to  the  poor,  to  the  Lord.he  doth 

Wbłch  no-body  can  deny,  &c. 

I  grudge  not  that  gentlefolk  dressen  so  fine  ; 
At  their  gold  and  their  silver  1  never  repine, 
But  I  wish  all  their  guts  were  as  hearty  as  minę, 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  &c. 

With  quarrels  o*  th*  country,  and  •  mattert  of 
State, 
With  Tories  and  Whigs,  I  ne»er  puzzle  my  pate; 
There  's  some  that  I  love,  and  there  's  nonę  that 
1  bate, 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  &c 

What  tho'  my  condition  be  erer  so  cóarse* 
I  8trive  to  embrace  it  for  better  and  woi*se. 
And  my  heart,  I  thank  God,  is  as  light  as  my 
purse, 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  &c» 

In  sbórt,  my  condition,  whatever  it  be, 
*T  is  God  that  appoints  it,  as  far  as  I  see, 
Aod  Pitt  surę  I  can  never  do  better  than  be, 

Which  no-body  can  deny,  |&c« 


Tjfir^  DISSECTION  OF  A^EAITS  HEAD. 

PROHf  THE  SPECTATOR,  NO.  275. 

We  found  by  our  glasses,  that  what,  at  first  sight, 
Appcai^d  to  be  brahis  was  another  thing  quite; 
A  heap  of  strange  stuif  6IPd  the  holes  of  his  scuU, 
Which,  perhaps,  serv*d  the  ówner  as  weil  to  the 

fVill. 
And  as  Homer  snąuaintsus,  (who  certainly  knew) 
That  the  blood  of  the  gods  was  not  real,  and  true. 
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Only  something  that  was  Tery  like  ii;  just  so, 
Only  iiomething  like  brain  is  tlie  bram  of  a  beau. 

Tbe  pineal  gland,  where  the  sours  residence  it, 
Smelt  desperate  strong  of  perfumes,  and  essences, 
With  a  bright  horny  substance  eocompast  around, 
That  in  numberiess  iunns,  like  a  dlamopd,  was 

groand; 
In  so  much  that  tbe  soal*  if  tbtre  was  any  there, 
Must  have  kept  pretty  coostant  withia  its  own 
sphere;  [traces, 

HaTing  bu8'iie88  enough,  wttbont  seektng  new 
To  employ  all  its  time  with  its  own  pretty  faoes. 

In  the  hind  part  o'  th'  head  there  was  Brassels, 

and  Mecblin,  [ling; 

Jind  ribandsy  and  fringes,  and  snch  kind  of  tack- 

Bilłet-doux,  and  soft  ihymes  lin'd  the  whole  cere> 

bellum ;  [vellum. 

Op*ra  songs  and  prickt  dances,  as  't  were  upon 

Abrown  kind  of  lump,  that  we  ventur^d  to  8queeze, 

Disperet  in  płain  Spanish,  and  madę  us  all  sneeze. 

In  short,  many  morę  of  the  like  kind  of  fancies, 

Too  tedious  to  tell,  fiird  up  other  ▼acancies. 

On  the  sides  of  this  head  were  in  sereral  purses, 
On  the  ńght,  sighs  and  vowsj  on  the  left,  oaths 

and  carses: 
These  each  sent  a  duet  to  the  root  of  the  tongne, 
From  whence  to  the  tip  they  went  jointly  ałong. 
One  particular  place  was  observed  to  shine 
"With  all  sorts  of  colours,  most  wondcrful  fine ; 
3ut  when  we  came  nearer  to  vicw  it,  ia  tfoth, 
*  Upon  examinatlon  't  was  nothing  but  froth. 

A  pretty  large  Tessel  did  plainly  appear     [ear; 
In  that  part  of  the  scuU,  *twixt  the  tongue  and  the 
With  a  spongy  contrivance  distended  itwas, 
Wbich  the  French  virtuo808  cali  galimatias; 
We  Englishmen  nonsense;  a  matter  indeed 
That  most  peoples  heads  are  sometimes  ąpt  to 

breed; 
Entirciy  free  from  tt,  not  one  head  in  twenty, 
But  a  beau*8,  *tis  presumM,  always  bas  it  in  plenty. 

Mighty  bard,  thick,  and  tough  was  the  skio  of 
his  front, 
And,  what  is  morę  strange,  not  a  blood  ves8el  on't; 
From  whence  we  concluded,  the  party  deceast 
Was  ncTcr  much  troubled  with  blushing  at  lenst: 
The  os  cribriforme,  as  fuli  as  roułd  stuff,    [snuff : 
Was  crammM,  and  in  some  placett  damag'd,  with 
For  beaus  with  this  ballast  keep  stufiing  tlieircrib, 
To  preserve  their  light  heads  in  a  true  equilib. 

That  muscie,  we  found,  was  exceedmgly  plain, 
That  hcips  a  Dian's  nose  to  expreBS  his  dis<lain, 
If  vou  chanice  to  displease  him,  or  msike  a  demand, 
"Which  is  oh  the  beau*s  case,  that  lie  don't  under- 
stand.  [cle, 

The  reader  wcIl  knows,  't  is  about  this  same  mus- 
That  the  old  Latin  poets  all  make  such  a  bustle, 
When  they  paint  a  man  girina:  his  noddle  a  toss, 
And  cocking  his  nose,  like  a  rhinoceros. 

Looking  into  the  eye,  where  the  musculi  lay, 
Which  are  caird  amatorii,  that  is  to  say, 
Thosc  musdes,  in  English,  wherewith  a  man  ogles, 
When  on  a  fair  lady  iie  fixcs  his  go«;gles, 
We  found  *em  much  worn;  but  that  callM  th* 
elerator,  f  Na  turo, 

Which  liiU  tbe  eyes  up  tu\v*i-d8  the  summit  of 


Seem*d  so  litde  tuM,  that  the  hem,  I  dare  ny, 
Neyerdazzlad  bis  eyes  moch  with  locddog  tbat  vay« 

The  outside  of  this  head,  for  its  thape  and  its 
figurę. 
Was  like  other  heads,  neither  lesser  nor  bigger; 
Its  owner,  as  we  were  infbrm*d,  when  alire, 
Had  past  fur  a  man  of  aboat  thirty-Ave. 
He  eat,  and  be  diank,  just  like  one  of  the  crowd: 
For  the  rest,  be  drest  fioely,  laughtoUen,  taikt 

loud; 
Had  talents  in*s  way ;  for  sometimes  at  a  bsdl 
The  bean  show'd  his  parta,  and  oatcaper^d  'em  wSU 


Some  ladies,  they  say>  took  the  beau  for  a  wit. 
But  in  his  head,  truły,  there  lav— dence  a  bit; 
He  was  cut  oif,  alas !  in  the  flow*r  of  his  age. 
By  an  eminent  cit,  that  was  put  in  a  ragę : 
The  beau  was,  it  seems,  complimeoting  his  wil^ 
When  bis  extreme  cirility  cost  him  his  life ; 
For  his  eminence  took  up  an  old  paring  shovel. 
And  on  the  hard  giound  left  my  gem'man  to  grovcL 

Having  flnisbM  our  work,  we  began  to  replace 
The  brain,  such  as  »t  was,  in  its  own  proper  casCi 
In  a  fine  piece  of  scarlet  we  laid  it  in  state. 
And  resolv'd  to  prepare  so  extraordinary  a  pate; 
Which  wou*d  eas'ly  be  done,  our  anatomist  tboogfat, 
Havingfound  many  tubes,  that  already  were  fraught 
With  a  kind  of  a  substance,  he  took  for  mercfirisl, 
Lodg*d  there,  he  8uppos'd,  long  before  tbe  beaa*l 
barial. 

The  head  laid  aside,  he  then  took  up  tbe  beait, 
Which  he  likewisp  laid  open  with  very  greatart; 
And  with  many  particulars  truły  we  met, 
That  gave  us  great  insight  into  the  coąuet: 
But  having,  kind  reader,  already  transgrest 
Too  much  on  your  patience,  we  'U  let  the  hesrt 
rest:  [tioB, 

Having  gi^n  you  the  beau  for  to  day^s  specula- 
We*U  resenre  the  coąuet  for  another  oocasion. 


A  SONG. 

Why,  prithee  now,  what  does  it  ^ignify 

For  to  bustle,  and  make  such  a  ront? 
It  is  virtue  alone  that  cap  dignify, 

Whether  clothed  in  ermin,  or  clout. 
Come,  come,  and  maintain  thy  discretion; 

Let  it  act  a  more  generous  part; 
For  I  find,  by  thy  honest  coufession, 

That  the  world  bas  too  much  of  thy  heart 

Beware,  that  its  fatal  asccndency 

Do  not  tempt  tłiee  to  moap  and  repine; 
With  an  humble,  and  hopeful  dependency 

Still  await  the  good  pleasure  divine. 
Snccess  in  a  higher  beatitude 

Is  the  end  of  whafs  under  the  pole; 
A  philosopher  takes  it  with  gratitude. 

And  belieyes  it  is  best  on  the  whole. 

The  world  is  a  scrae,  ihon  art  sensible, 

Upon  which,  if  we  do  but  our  best, 
On  a  windom,  thafs  incomprebensible, 

We  may  safely  rely  for  the  rest: 
Then  trust  to  its  kind  distribution. 

And  hnM-ever  things  happcn  to  fali, 
Prithee,  pluck  up  a  good  resolutiou 

Ta  be  cheerfnl,  and  Uiankful  iu  aij. 


EKTEMPORE  VERSES. 
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BXTEMPORE  FEnSES, 

UPOR  A  TSIAŁ  OF  BKIŁŁ  BGTWEEN  THE  TWO 
GRBAT  MASTERS  OF  THG  NORi!.E  SCIENCE  OF 
HBFBIfCB,  MBS8H8.  PIOO  ANI)  SUTTON. 

L0M6  w«8  tbe  great  Figg,  by  tbe  prizc  fighting 

sirains, 
Sole  monarch  ackno«rtodgM  of  Marybone  plains; 
To  tbe  towna,  far  and  near,  did  his  va}our  extend, 
Aad  iwamdown  tbe  river  from  Tbame  to  Qrave^ 

end; 
Where  liv*d  Mr.  Sation,  pipe^maker  by  trade, 
Who,  hcaring  tbat  Figg  was  thought  sucb  a  stoot 

blade, 
ScsoIt^  to  put  ID  for  a  share  of  his  faine. 
And  so  seat  to  challenge  the  champion  of  Thame. 

With  alternate  advantage  two  triala  had  past, 
Wkeo  tbey  foaght  oat  the  rubbers  011  Wedoesday 

iast 
To  see  sucb  a  contest,  the  bouse  was  so  fuli, 
Uwrehardly  was  room  leit  to  thrust  in  yoar  skulL 
With  a  prelude  of  cudgels  we  first  were  saluted, 
Aiid  two  or  tbree  ahoalders  most  handsomely 

fluted; 
*11H  wearied  at  Iast  with  inferior  dtsasters, 
Ali  tbe  company  cr3r'd,  **  Come,  the  mastera,  the 

masters.** 

Wbereupon  tbe  bold  Sotton  first  mounted  the 

stagc,  [gage ; 

Madę  bis  honoors,  as  ntual,  and  yearnM  to  en- 

Tbtsn  Figg,  with  a  yisage  so  fierce  and  sedate, 

Came  and  enter*d  the  Ust  with  his  freA  shayen 

tlicir  arms  were  encircled  by  armigers  two, 
With  a  red  ribbon  Satton*8,  and  Figg's  with  a  blne. 
Thus  adomM  the  two  heroes,  >twixt  shoulder  and 
elbow,  [bilbo. 

Sbook  baods,  and  went  to%  and  the  word  it  was 

Sore  soch  a  concem,  in  the  eyes  of  spectators. 
Was  never  yet  seen  in  onr  amphitheatres : 
Oftr  commons,  and  peers,  from  their  8evcral  places, 
Tohalf  an  inch  distance  all  pointed  their  faces; 
Whilc  tbe  rays  of  old  Phoebus,  tbat  shot  thni'  the 

sky-ligbt,  [ligbt; 

SeeiD*d  to  make  on  the  stage  a  new  kind  of  twi- 
Aod  tbe  gods,  without  doubt,  if  one  could  but 

have  seen  *eni,  [*em. 

Were  peeping  there  thro*  to  do  justice  between 

Figg  struck  the  first  stroke,  and  with  sucb  a 

vait  fury,  [you; 

Thstbe  broke  his  fauge  weapon  in  twain,  I  assure 

And  if  bis  brare  nva1  this  blow  had  not  warded. 

His  head  from  bis  shoulders  had  quite  been  dis- 

carded; 
Figg  ann*d  him  again,  and  they  took  t^other  tilt, 
Aod  then  Sutton's  blade  run  away  from  its  hilt 
The  weapoDS  were  frightcd,  but  as  for  the  men, 
In  tnitb,  they  ne'er  minded,  but  at  it  again. 

Soch  a  force  in  their  blows,  you»d  havc  thought 

it  a  wonder,  [asunder; 

Every  stroke  they  receiv*d  did  not  c1eave  them 

Yet  80  great  was  tbeir  courage,  so  equal  their  skill, 

Tliat  they both  seem*tl  as  safe  as  a  thief  in  a  mili : 

While  in  doubtful  attention  damę  Yictory  stoud, 

And  wbicb  side  to  take  could  not  tell  for  her 

blood, 

▼OUXT. 


But  remainM,  iike  the  asa  *twixt  two  bottles  of  bay, 
Witboat  ever  moving  an  inch  either  way. 

Till  Jove,  to  the  gods,  signified  his  intention, 
In  a  speech  that  he  madę  them,  too  tedious  tO 

mentioii ; . 
But  the  upshot  on  *t  was,  that,  at  that  very  bout, 
Fram  a  wouiid  in  Figg^s  side  the  hot  blood  spouted 

out. 
Her  lady  ship  then  seemM  to  think  the  case  plain; 
But  Figg  stepping  forth  with  a  suUen  disdain, 
Show*d  the  gash,  and  appealM  to  the  compAny 

ronnd,  [wound  ? 

If  his  own  broken  sword  had  not  given  him  the 

That  bniłses  and  wounds  a  man*s  spirit  shonid 

touch) 
With  danger  solittlc,  with  honour  so  much!" 
Weil,  they  both  took  a  dram,  and  retum'd  to  the 

battle,  [rattle; 

Aod  with  n  fresh  fury  the^f  madę  the  swords 
While  Sotton*s  right  arm  was  obserredto  bleed. 
By  a  touch  from  his  rival;^so  Jove  had  decreed; 
Just  enough  for  to  show  that  his  blood  was  not 

icor,  [liąuor. 

But  madę  up,  Iike  Pigg^s,  of  the'  common  red 

Again  tbey  both.rash'd  witli  so  eqaal  a  fire  on, 
That  the  company  cry'd,— *<  Hołd,  enough  of  cold 

iron.  [dram'd  it, 

To  tbe  quarfeer-fitair,  now  lads."— iSo  first  ha^ing 
They  took  to  their  wood,  and  i*  fisith  never  sham'd 

it :  [s(xne, 

Tbe  first  bout  they  had  was  so  fair,  and  so  hand* 
That  to  make  a  fiur  bargain,  't  was  worth  a  king^s 

ransom; 
AndSutton sucb bangs to  his neighbottr  imparted, 
Would  hare  madę  any  fibres  but  Figg's  to  h«ye 

smarled. 

Then  afber  tbat  bout  they  went  on  to  another. 
But  tiie  matter  must  end  on  some  fashion  or  otber ; 
So  Jove  told  the  gods  he  had  mada  a  decree, 
That  Figg  should  hit  Sutton  a  stroke  on  ther  knee. 
Tho'  Sutton  disabled,  as  soon  as  he  bit  him, 
Would  still  havefought  on,  but  Jov6  would  not 
permit  him ;  [to  yield, 

T  was  his  fate,  not  his  faolt,  that  constrain^d  him 
And  thui  the  great  Figg  became  lord  of  the  fiełiL 

Now,  after  sucb  men,  who  can  bear  to  be  told 
Of  your  Roman  and  Greek  puny  heroes  of  old? 
To  compare  such  poor  dogs  as  Alcides  and  The- 
To  Sutton  and  Figg  would  be  very  facetious,   [seufl 
Were  Hector  himsęlf,  with  Apollo  to  back  him. 
To  encounter  with  Sutton — zooks,  how  fie  would 

tbwack  him ! 
Or  Achilles,  tho*  old  mother  Thetis  had  dipt  him, 
With  Figg — adds  my  life,  how  he  would  have  un- 

ripl  him! 

To  Cesar,  and  Pompey,  for  want  of  things 
j  rfster,  [pass  muster : 

We  compare  these  brave  boys,  but  *t  will  never 
Did  those  mighty  fellows  e»er  fight  band  to  flst  once  ? 
No,  I  thank  you;  they  kept  at  a  laudable  distanceu 
What  is  Pompey  the  Great,  with  his  armour  bc- 
girt,  (^sbirt? 

To  the  much  greater  Sutton,  who  fought  m  his 
Or  is  Figg  to  be  pa/d  with  a  cap-a-pee  Roman, 
Who  scornM  any  fcnce  but  a  joUy  abdomen? 

o 
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BYROMS  POEHS.    ' 


YSmBS  SPOKCK   AT  THE  BREAKING  C7P  OF  THE 
FREE  GRAMMAR  8CHOOL,  IN   MANCHESTER. 

THE  THREE  BLk  CK  CROWS. 

A  TALE. 

Tale — that  will  raisc  thc  quesŁion,  I  suppose, 

Wnat  can  the  mcaDing  be  of  thrce  biack  crows? 

It  is  a  LondoD  story,  you  must  know, 

Aiłd  happen*d,  as  they  say,  some  tinie  ago. 

The  meauing  of  it  custom  wouid  suppress, 

Till  at  the  end— but  come,  iiererthęleift, 

Th.o'  it  may  vary  from  the  use  of  oki. 

To  tell  the  morał  'till  the  tale  be  told, 

We  'irgi^'e  a  hint,  for  oncc,  how  to  apply 

Thc  meaning  first— and  hang  the  tale  thereby. — 

People,  fuli  oft,  are  put  into  a  pother, 
For  want  of  understanding  one  another : 
And  strange,  amusing  stories  creep  about, 
That  come  to  notbing,  if  you  tracę  them  out; 
Li«B  of  the  day»  or  month  perhaps,  or  year, 
That  serve  thcir  purpose,  and  then  disappear; 
From  whłch,  meanwhile,  disputes  of  ev'ry  size, 
That  is  to  say,  misunderstandings  rise; 
The  springs  of  iH,  from  brck'ring,  up  to  battle, 
From  wars  and  tumults,  down  to  tittle  tattle. 
Soch  as,  for  instance,  for  we  need  not  roam 
Far  off  to  find  them,  but  come  nearer  home; 
Such,  as  befall  by  sudden  misdiyining 
On  cuts,  on  coals,  on  boxe8,  and  on  signing, 
Or  (may  good  sense  avert  such  hasty  ills 
From  this  foundation,  this  assembly)  mills': 
It  may,  at  leąst  it  should,  correct  a  zeal 
That  huKs  the  public  or  the  private  weal. 
By  eager  giving  of  too  rash  assent, 
To  notę,  how  meanings,  that  were  never  meant, 
Will  fly  about,  like  so  many  błack  crows, 
Of  that  same  breed  of  which  the  story  goes. 

Two  honest  tradesmen,  meeting  in  the  Strand, 
One  took  the  other,  briskly,  by  the  band ; 
••  Hark-ye,**  sald  he,  "  *t  is  an  odd  story  this 
About  the  crows!"—"  I  don*t  know  what  it  is," 
Replied  his  friend.ta-"No!  I  *m  surpriscd  at  that  j 
-  Where  I  come  from  it  is  the  common  chat: 
But  you  shall  hear;  an  odd  affair  indeed! 
And,  that  it  happened,  they  are  all  agreed: 
Not  tó  detain  you  from  a  thing  so  st rangę, 
A  gentleman,  that  ]ives  not  far  from  Change, 
This  week,  in  short,  as  all  the  alley  knows, 
Taking  a  puke,  has  tbrown  up  three  black  crows." 

"  Impossible!"— **  Nay  but  it  *s  really  tnie; 
I  hare  it  from  good  hands,  and.so  may  you — " 
**  From  whosc,  1  pray  ?'*— Sohaving  nam'd  the  man, 
Straight  to  inąuire  his  curious  comrade  raii. 
**  Sir,  did  you  tell***— relating  the  affair— 
"  Yes  sir  I  did;  and  if  it  's  worth  your  care, 
Ask  Mr.  Such  a-oue,  he  told  it  me,    *  [three—- " 
But,   by  the  by,  't  was  two  black   crows,  no^ 

Re8olv*d  to  tracę  so  wond*rous  an  event, 
Whip,  to  the  third,  the  virtuoso  went* 
"  Sif**-— and  so  forth — .    "  Why  yes;  the  thing  is 

jbct, 
Tho*  in  regard  to  number  not  exa<9t; 


^  Alludtng  to  some  local  matters  then  in  agŃ 
tation  at  Manchester,  particularly  an  application 
to  parliament  to  destroy  the  custom  of  griudiog 
wheat  at  tbe  school  mlllsk 


It  was  not  two  black  crows,  *twas  ońly  one, 
The  truth  of  that  you  may  depend  upon. 
Thc  gentleman  himself  told  me  the  case — ^' 
"  Where  may  I  find  him?>'— "  Why  in  sach  t 
place." 
Away  goes  he,  and  haring  found  bim  out, 
"  Sir,  be  so  good  as  to  resolve  a  doubt — ** 
Tłien  to  his  last  informant  he  feferr*d, 
And  beg'd  to  know,  if  true  what  he  had  beaid; 
"  Did  you,  sir,  throw  up  a  black  crow?"— •*Not 
*'  Bieas  uie !  how  pcople  propagate  a  lie !        £1 — ** 
Black  crows  have  been  thrown  up,  three,  two,  snd 


Oiifi ; 


And  here,  I  find,  all  comes,  at  last,  to  nonę ! 

Did  you  suy  nothing  of  a  crow  at  all? — " 

*'  Crow— crow«— perhaps  1  might,  now  I  recall 

The  matter  over.** — "  And,  pray  sir,  what  was  t?* 

"  Why  1  was  horrid  sick,  and,  at  the  last, 

I  did  throw  up,  and  told  my  neighbour  so, 

Somcthiog  that  was—* as  black,  sir,  as  a  cnnr.* 


VERSRS 


8POKEN 

* 


OM  THE  SAME   OCCASION  WITH   TH9 
PREGEDING. 


'Tis  not  to  tell  what  yarious  miscbief  springs 
From  wrong  ideas  fixM  to  words,  or  things; 
When  men  of  hasty,  and  impatient  thought. 
Will  not  examino  matters  as  they  ougbt; 
But  snatch  the  first  appearance,  nor  suspect, 
What  is  so  oft  the  case,  their  own  dcfiect. 

Defect— which,  if  occasion  offers,  makes 
The  most  absurd,  ridiculous  mistakes. 
To  say  no  worse- — for  evils  to  recite 
Of  deeper  kind  is  not  our  task  to  night; 
But  just  to  versify  a  case,  or  two, 
That  gra ve  divines  relate;  and,  when  thcydo» 
Justly  remark  that,  in  efiect,  the  prone 
To  hasty  judgment  make  the  case  their  own. 

When  Martin  Luther  first  grew  into  feme. 
His  followers  obtain^d  a  double  name; 
Some  całlM  them  Martinists,  and  some  agaia 
£xpre«sM  by  Lutlierans  the  self  same  men; 
Meaning  the  same,  you  sec,  and  same  the  ground; 
But  mark  the  force  of  diiPrence  in  the  ^and: 
Two  zeaious  proselytes  to  his  reform, 
Which  then  had  rais*d  an  unitersal  storm, 
Meeting,  by  chance,  upon  a  public  walk, 
Soon  madc  rcligion  suhjcct  of  thcir  talk; 
irs  Iow  condition  both  disposM  to  own. 
And  bow  corrupt  the  chnrch  of  Romę  was  grown; 
In  this  preiiminary  point  indeed, 
Tho'  strangers  to  each  ottier,  they  agreed ; 
But,  as  the  tintcs  had  bred  soitie  other  chie^ 
Who  undertodk  to  cure  the  common  griefs, 
They  were  oblig'd,  by  farther  hints,  to  find, 
If  in  their  choicc,  they  both  were  of  a  mind: 
After  some  winding  of  their  words  about,  , 
To  seek  this  secondary  problem  out, 
"  ł  am,"  declar'd  the  bolder  of  the  two, 

A  Martinist and  so,  I  hope,  are  you."— ■ 

"  No:'' said  the  other,  growing  somewhat  bo^ 

"  But  Pil  assure  you,  sir,  that  I  am  ąpt; 
I  am  a  Luthcran;  and  livc.  or  die, 

Shall  not  be  anything  beside,  not  I.** 

"  If  not  a  Martinist," his  friend  reply*d, 

**  Truły— 1  care  not  what  you  are  heskie,"— 


DULCES  ANTĘ  OMNIA  MUS^. 


IPJ 


fbas  fraybegam;  irhtcb  cńtics  may  suppose, 
Batibr  specUtors,  would  have  coiue  tu  blowsj 
And  80  they  partcd,  mattei^s  half  <li8CUS8>d> 
AU  ia  a  hnff,  nrith  mutual  dis^ist. 

The  prose  accouot  in  Dr.  Morę,  I  Łhink, 
Kelates  tbe  story  of  two  clowna  ia  drink; 
The  rerse  bas  cIoth*d  it  in  a  different  strain; 
Bot,  either  way,  Łbe  gentle  bint  is  płain, 

Tbat *ti9  a  foolisb  business  to  comoience 

Difipiite  on  words  without  regard  to  sense. 

Siich  was  tbe  case  of  these  two  partizansi 
tliere  is  anothcr  of  a  single  inan^s 
5till  morę  absurd,  if  possible,  than  tbis,        [yes.'* 
MttsŁ  I  po  oo,  and  tł^I  it  you?   (Chonis)   "  Yes 

A  certain^Brtist,  I  forget  his  namift, 
Had  fdt  for  makiu{?  spectacles  a  iaoie,  , 

Otklfslonad as,  wbep  they  (Irst  were  sold, 

Was  vrłt,  opon  his  glaring  sign,  in  gold ; 

And,  for  all  uses  to  be  had  from  glass. 

His  vefe  aliowM,  bV  readers,  to  surpass: 

Thfre  came  a  man,  into  bis  shop,  one  day, 

«  Arc  yoo  tbe  t^tecŁade  eontrmer,  pray  ?" 

"  Yd,  sir,''  said  he,  '*  I  can,  in  that  afiair, 

Cąptiire  to  plcase  youj  if  you  wwit  a  pair.**     ■  ' 

"  Cin  Tou?  pmy  do  tben.** — So,  at  first,  he  cbose 

To  place  a  youngish  pair  upon  his  nose ; 

Aod  book  produc'd,  to  see  bow  they  would  fit,     . 

Ask'd  how  be  likM  »em "  Like  *ein  ? not  a 


"  Then  sir,  I  fańcy,  if  you  please  to  try,    [bit."- 
These  in  my  hand  will  better  suit  yoor  eye.** — — 
I  ■  No,  but  they  don*t-*»— ^*  Weil,  come,  sir,  if  you 
'  Berę  is  andtber  sort,  weMl  e'en  try  these;  [please, 
Stillsomeirhatmore  they  magnify  tho  letter; 

Howsir?" *"  Why  now Vm  not  a  bit  tbe 

betteri" 

*'  Ko!  Herę  take  these  that  nAgnify  still  morę; 
Hw  do  they  fit?" — "  Like  all  tbe  rest  before."— 

b  shoTt,  they^  tried  a  whole  assortment  thro'. 
Bat  all  in  vain,  for  nonę  of  'em  would  do : 
Tbe  operator,  mach  sarpris^d  to  find 
So  odd  a  case,  thought,  snre  tbe  man  is  blind ; 
*'  What  sort  of  eyes  can  you  bare  gotP'  said  He. 
"  Wby,  very  good  ones,  friend,  as  you  may  see.** 
"  Yes,  I  perceive  tbe  cleamess  of  the  bali. — 
Pray,  lei  me  ask  you— ^an  you  read  at  all  ?*' 
"  No,  you  great  blockbead  !  if  I  could,  what  need 
Óf  paying  yon  for  any  helps  to  read  ?" 
Aod  so  he  left  the  maker  in  a  beat, 
8esoh'd  to  post  him  for  an  arrarU  cheat. 


THE  APE  AND  TH£  '"0X, 

A  ^ABŁS.     SPOKBH  ON  THE  SAME  OCCA8ION. 

ULD^sop  SO  famous  was  certainly  right 
In  tbe  way  ttiat  he  took  to  instruct  and  delight, 
Bygiring  to  creatures,  bea^ts,  fishes,  and  birds, 
Naytothing8,tho>inanimate,  language  and  words. 
Heengag^d,  by  bis  fables,  th*  attention  of  youth| 
And  forc*d  even  fiction  to  tell  them  tbe  trtttb; 

Not  so  ąnickły  fbrgot,  as  the  itiind  is  morę  able 
T^  retain  a  tnie  hint  in  the  shape  of  a  fable; 
Andailusiona  to  naturę  insensibly  raise 
The  rrflection  su^:ested  by  fabular  pbrase, 
TThĄ aifords  less  exception  for  daiil  to  find, 
I^Hiile  the  mofal  morę  gentJy  slides  into  the  mind. 


Thus  to  hiat  that  a  kingdom  will  flocfrish  th*; 
most,  [post; 

Where  tbe  men  in  high  station  are  fit  for  theiif 
Anddisgraces  atteod,  both  on  person  aadstationj 
If  regard  be  not  had  to  due  qualification; 
He  iuvented,  t^ey  tell  us,  this  fable  of  old, 
Wbich  the  place  I  am  iu  now  reąuires  to  be  told« 

Ttie  beasts,  on  a  time^  when  tho  lion  was  dead. 
Met  together  in  council  to  cboose  them  a  head; 
And,  to  give  to  their  new  constitution  a  shape 
Most  like  to  the  human,  they  fix*d  on  the  Ape; 
They  crowriM,  and  proclaim'd  him  by  parliament 
And  never  was  monkey  so  like  to  a  man.      [plan,  . 

The  Fox,  being  fiim'd  for  his  cunning  and  wit, 
Was  propos'd  to  their  choice,  but  they  did  not 

think  fit 
To  elect  such  a  sharper,  lest,  watching  his  hour, 
He  should  ćunningly  creep  into  absolute  pow»r; 
No  fear  of  kirfg  Apej  or  of  bting  so  rid; 
He  would  mind  his  ditersion,  and  do  as  tbey  did, 

Sly  Reynard,  on  tbis,  was  resolv'd  to  expose 
Poor  Pug,  wbom  tbe  senatc  so  formally  cbose; 
And  having  obRen'*d,  in  his  rambles,  a  gin, 
Where  a  delipate  morsel  was  nicely  bung  in, 
He  let  the  king  know  what  a  prize  he  ha4  found, 
Aod  the  waste,  where  it  lay,  was  his  majesty'g 
ground. 

"  Show  me  where,'*  said  the  Ape;  so  the  treasure 
was  shown,  [own  ) 

Which  he  sćiz*d  with  paw  royal,  to  make  it  his 
But  the  gin,  at  same  time,  was  dispos>d  to  resist. 
And  clapping  together  caught  Pug  by  the  wrist; 
Who  perceiY^d,  by  his  flngers  laid  fast  in   the 
stocks,  [Fox. 

What  a  trick  hśd  been  p]ay'd  by  his  subject  th^ 

"  Thou  traitor!'*  said  he— "  but  1*11  make  thee 

anon, 
An  example  of  yengeance*^ — and  so  he  went  on, 
With  a  r&ge  most  moitarchical.—Reynard,  whd . 

ey'd  [piy»d, 

The  success  of  his  scheme,  gave  a  sigh,  and  r&^ 
"  Weil !  adieu  royal  sir!  'twasa  cruel  misfaap, 
That  your  maje8ty's  grace  did  not  understand 

trapr 


DULCES  ANTĘ  ÓMNIA  MUS/E. 

8P01LEN  ON  THE  SAME  OCCASION. 

Of  all  companions,  tliat  a  man  can  cboose, 
Methinks,  the  sweetest  is  an  honest  Musei 
Ready,  the  subject  proper,  and  the  time, 
To  cheer  occasion  with  harmonie  rhyme; 
Of  all  the  Muses  (for  they  teU  of  nine) 
Melpomenę,  sweet  flowing  M^I.  be  minę. 

Her'8  the  judicious,  and  the  friendly  part, 
To  elear  tbe  head,  to  animate  the  beart; 
Their  kindrcd  forces  tempering  to  unite^ 
Orare  to  instruct,  and  witty  to  delight; 
With  judgmcnt  cool,  with  passions  rightly  wirm, 
She  gives  tbe  strength  to  numbers,-  and  the  chluflL 

Her  lines,  whatever  the  occasion  be, 
Fiow  witbout  forming,  natural  and  free : 
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No  stifi^ning  of  em  With  poetic  starch, 
Whether  her  bard  w  to  be  fcraye,  or  arch : 
Of  diflPrent  topics,  wbich  the  times  produce, 
3be  prompts  the  fittest  for  thc  preseot  ase. 

Sbe  deckSy  when  calPd,  whcn  bonour*d  tó  attend 
On  sacred  Piety,— ber  best  lóv'd  fńend,— 
t)erk8  with  a  jBrace,  and  arms  witb  a  defencc, 
I^eligion,  Tirtue,  móral.s,  and  good  sense; 
Whatever  tends  to  better  human  mind. 
Seta  Mel.  at  work,  a  friend  to  all  mankind. 

A  foe,  bat  vołd  of  any  rancour,  foe 
To  all  the  noisy  bustlings  here  belon^; 
To  all  contention,  clamoury  and  debatę, 
That  plagoes  a  constitution,  churcb,  or  state ; 
That  plagues  a  ipan's  ownself,  or  makes  him  will 
His  other  self,  bis  neigbboar,  any  ill. 

Life,  as  McL  thinksy  a  sbort,  uncertain  lease» 
Demands  the  Ihiits  of  friendsbip  and  of  peace; 
Anns  and  the  man  her  sister  Clio  sings, 
To  her  she  leayes  your  beroes  and  your  kings; 
Tó  sound  the  present,  or  to  act  the  past, 
And  tread  the  stage  in  buskin,  and  bombast 

With  nymphs  and  swains  fond  Mel.  woilłd  strow 
the  fields,  .  [shields; 

.ynth  flocks  and  herds,   instead  of  spears  and 
Recall  the  scenes  that  blest  a  golden  age, 
£*er  mutual  lorę  gave  way  to  martial  ragę ; 
And  bards,  high  soaring  above  simpler  phrase. 
To  genuine  light  preferr'd  the  glaring  blaze. 

Sbe  scoms  alike,  ignobly  to  rehearse 
The  spiteful  satire,  or  the  vena]  verse ; 
Free  in  her  praise,  and  in  her  censure  too, 
But  raerit,  but  amendment  is  her  riew^ 
A  rising  wortb  still  higher  to  exalt, 
Or  8ave  a  culprit  from  a  futurę  fault. 

No  sour,  pedantical,  abu8ive  rag^c, 
No  viciou8  rant  defiles  ber  fireest  pagc; 
No  Tile  indecent  aally,  or  prophane. 
To  pleasure  fools,  or  give  the  wise  a  pain ; 
Her  mirtb  is  aiin'd  to  mend  us,  if  we  heed. 
And  what  tłic  chastest  of  ber  sex  may  read. 

She  looks  on  yarious  empires,  yarious  men, 
As  all  one  tri  be,  when  she  dirccts  the  pen ; 
*She  loves  the  Briton,  and  sbe  Ioycs  the  Oaul, 
Swede,  Russ,  or  Turk,  she  wi Aes  well  to  all : 
They  allare  men,  ail  sons  of  the  same  sire, 
And  most  be  all  beloT'd,  if  Mel,  inspire;. 

U  would  rejołce  her  votaries  to  see 
All  Europę,  Asia,  Africa  agree; 
**  But  the  new  world,  new  England»8  dire  alarms! 
Sbould  not  Melpomenę  now  si  ng  to  arms  ? »*— 
No,  she  must  ever  wish  all  war  to  cease, 
While  fblks  are  fighting,  she  must  hołd  ber  peace. 

Content  to  bope  that,  what  erents  are  doe 
Will  bless  new  Ensrland,  and  old  England  too; 
Friend  to  fair  traders,  and  frec  navigation, 
And  friend  to  Spain,  but  foe  to  depredation: 
And  friend  to  France,  but  let  beroic  Clio 
Demolish  Frencb  encroachments  at  Ohio. 

.Safe  from  all  foreign  and  domestic  foes 
Be  all  your  liberties  in  terse  or  prose : 
Be  safe  abroad  your  colonles,  your  trade, 
From  guarduKoslaSf  and  from  gasoonode : 


At  home,  your  liires,  yoor  acres,  and  your  \np^ 
And  plots  against  ye  vanish  all  to  ragi). 

But  much  of  safęty,  let  concluding  linę 
ObserY^,  depeiids  upon  yoursdycc    in  fine, 
Home  or  abroad,  the  world  is  bat  a  school, 
Where  all  tbinga  roli  to  teach  one  central  nile^ 
That  is,  if  you  would  prosper,  and  do  wdl, 
Love  one  another,  and  remember  M^. 


THE  COUNTRY  PELL0W8  AND  THE  ASS. 

A  FABŁB.     8POKEM  ON  THE  SAME  OCGA9I0M. 

A  COUNTRY  fellow  and  his  son,  they  tell 
In  modem  fables,  had  an  ass  to  sell: 
For  this  intent  tbey  tum*d  it  out  to  play. 
And  fed  so  well,  tbat  by  thc  destinM  day, 
They  brought  the  creature  into  sleek  repair. 
And  droTe  it  gently  to  a  neigbb'ring  fiiir. 

As  they  were  jogging  on,  a  rural  class      [asf 
Was  heard  to  say:  '*  Look!  look  there,  at  tluit 
And  those  two  blockheads  tradging  on  each  nie, 
That  have  not,  either  of  *em,  sense  to  ride; 
Asses  all  three!** — And  tbus  the  country  folki 
On  man  and  boy  b^^n  to  cnt  their  jokes. 

Th*  old  fellow  minded  nothing  that  they  said, 
But  ey'ry  word  stuck  in  the  young  one*s  bead; 
And  thus  b^an  their  comment  there  upoo: 
"  NCer  heed  *em,  lad."—"  Nay ,  feither,  do  get  on.* 
"  Not  I  indeed."— "  Why  then  let  mc,  Ipnry." 
"  Weil  do;  and see  what  prating  tongoes  will oy.** 

The  boy  was  mounted ;  and  they  had  not  goC 
Much  farther  on,  before  another  knot, 
Just  as  the  ass  was  pacing  by,  pad  pad, 
Cried,  "  O!  tliat  lazy  looby  of  a  lad! 
How  uuconcernedly  the  gaping  brute 
Lets  the  poor  agod  fellow  walk  a  foot** 

Down  came  tbe  son,  on  hearingthis  acconnt, 
And  bc£rg*dand  pray'd,  and  madę  his  father  mounti 
Till  a  tbird  party,  on  a  farther  strc-tch, 
"  See !  see!"  exclaim'd,  "  that  oU  hard  hctrte4 

wretch ! 
How  like  a  justice  there  be  sits,  orsquire; 
Whitó  the  poor  lad  kceps  wading  thro'  tbe  mirę.** 

*'  Stop,*'  cried  the  lad,  still  deeper  vex'd  in  oind, 
"  Stop  father;  stop;  let  me  gct  on  bebind." 
Thus  done,  they  thought  they  certainly  sboaM 

please,     ^^^; 
Eseape  reproacbes,  and  be  both  at  ease; 
For  having  tried  each  practicable  way, 
What  could  be  left  for  jokers  now  to  say? 

Still  disappointcd,  by  succeeding  tonę, 
"  Hark  ye,  you  fełlows!  Is  tbat  ass  your  own? 
Oet  off,  for  shame !  Or  one  of  you  at  lea^ 
You  both  deserve  to  cariy  the  poor  beast; 
Ready  to  drop  down  dead  upon  the  road, 
With  such  an  buge,  unconscionable  load.^ 

On  tbis,  they  both  dismountod ;  and  sonie  say, 
Contriv*d  to  carry,  Uke  a  truss  of  hay, 
Tbe  ass  between  *em ;  prints,  they  add,  are  «ecn 
With  man  and  lad,  and  slinging  pss  between; 
Others  omit  that  fancy  in  the  print, 
As  overstraining  an  ingcnious  hint 
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■riie  eopy  that  we  fullow ;  says,  The  man 
Rubd'd  down  the  ass,  and  took  to  his  i^rst  plan  j 
Waik'd  to  the  fair,  and  sold  bim,  got  his  price, 
inipne  his  son  this  pertinept  advłce: 
*  Lrt  talktrs  taik;  stick  thou  to  what  is  best ; 
To  thiok  of  pleasing  al!— is  ail  a  jest" 


I 


•POKEN  ON  THE  BAMB  OCGASION. 

Id  iiova  fert  animus  mutatas  dicere  fonnas 
Corpora.-^ 

PnHAGORAS,  an  ancient  sagę,  opin*d 

11)at  furm  and  shape  werc  indexes  uf  niiiid ; 

iodminds  of  men,  when  they  departt^d  heoce, 

Wuuld  all  be  forniM  according  tu  this  sense: 

SooBf  animal,  or  human  sha[^  a^ain, 

Wuaki  diow  the  miuds  of  all  the  fornier  men. 

Łet  us  adopt  this  transmigration  plan,  • 

ADdmark  how  animal  exhibits  man: 
l^iaoUi,  for  instance,  (to  begin  with  those 
Wiwmake  the  greatest  noise,  tbe  greatest  woes:) 
Of  iheir  dominion  lious  are  the  key, 
That  reign  in  deserts  now,  and  bunt  their  prey; 
Sometimes  dethronM,  and  brought  upon  a  stage, 
Orcoop'd,  like  Bajazet,  within  a  cage; 
for  siipenoe,  safe  from  all  tyrannic  hanns, 
ODemay  lee  kings,  perhaps,  at  the  King*s-anns. 
See  ssTage  monarcha,  who  had  shown  before 
Tbe  tusl^  temper  of  the  wildest  boar, 
Vested  in  proper  shape,  when  tbey  arc  dead, 
Keviv*d  and  caught,  and  shown  at  the  Boar^s-head. 

In  nme  tam'd  elephants  oor  eyes  may  scan 
Tbeooce  great,  rich,  o*ergrown,  half-reas*ning  man : 
lU  lord  had  sense  to  wind  into  his  maw 
Ali  irithin  reacb,  that  lay  within  the  law; 
Wbat  woald  have  fed  a  thousand  mouths  was  sunk 
To  fili  bis  own,  by  hugeous  length  of  trunk, 
Hf  ^w  to  monstrous  grandeur,  IiyM  a  show ; 
AnA  rtooes  high  rais'd  told  where  be  was  laid  Iow : 
By  transmigration  it  appears  at  least, 
litatsocb  2rcat  man  is  really  a  great  beast. 

From  animals,  that  once  were  men,  to  pass 
To  men,  of  now  almost  ambiguous  class: 
Players,  and  Har1cquins,  and  pantomimes, 
Wbo  sell  their  shapes,  to  mimie  men  and  times; 
With  all  tbe  servile,  second-handed  tri  be 
Of  imitators,  endless  to  describe, 
lo  their  own  figures  when  they  come  to  rangę, 
Witbsmail  transition  into  monkeys  change: 
For  oow  Dten-moukeys  have  not  in  their  view 
Wbflt  shonld  be  done  by  men,  but  what  they  do. 

Of  tcmpers,  by  inferior  forms  express'd. 
And  seen  for  nothing,  something  may  be  guess^d. 
When  the  sly  fox  ensnares  the  silly  geese, 
Wliodoes  not  see  that  mind  is  of  a  piece 
With  fbmier  lawyers,  who  devour'd  by  far 
The  allier  clients  drawn  into  the  bar  ? 

**  Why  not  pbysicians?"  Hear  the  lawy  er  say ; 
**  Are  not  they  too  as  wiły  in  their  way?** 
**  Wby  yra,  dear  barrister ;  but  th«n  they  own 
The  shapes  in  which  their  cunning  arU  are  shown 
Serpents  confess,  around  the  rod  entwinM, 
Wiły  or  wise  Ihe  Esculapiau  kind." 

"Wby  notdiviiies?'*    The  doctor  may  object 
"They  havc  dcYourers  too  in  every  seet;" 
"  True :  but  if  one  devour,  there  is  for  hira 
A  tnuumigratiou  morę  upoA  tbe  grim; 


In  human  shape  when  he  has  speat  his  years, 
Stript  of  sheep*s  clothing,  real  wolf  appears.** 

Plain  in  four  footed  animals,  let's  try 
Instance,  that  firist  occurs,  in  such  as  fly : 
The  parrot  shows,  by  its  unineaning  prate. 
Fuli  many  a  talkcr'8  metamorphos'd  feite, 
Whose  tongue  outstrips  the  elapper  of  a  mill^ 
And  still  keeps  saying  the  same  nothing  still: 
As  fuli  the  city,  and  as  fuli  tbe  court, 
As  India's  woods,  with  creatures  of  this  sort* 
If  rightly  the  gay  feather^d  bird  foretels 
The  futurę  shape  of  eloquenter  beiles, 
Or  beaux,  transmigrated,  the  human  dolls 
Will  talk,  and  shine  careS6*d  in  pretty  Polis, 

Beiles,  you  may  see,  pursue  a  butterfly 
With  painted  ytin^s  ttiat  flutter  in  the  sky ; 
And  sparkling  to  tbe  solar  rays,  unfold 
Red  mix'd  with  purple,  green  with  shining  gold; 
Nor  wonder  at  the  ft>nd  purauity  for  know 
That  this  same  butterfly  was  once  a  l>eau; 
And,  dressM  according  to  tbf  newest  whim. 
Ran  after  thero,  as  tbey  run  after  him. 

Footed  or  flying,  all  decypher  men : 
Enough  to  add  one  other  instance  then, 
One  from  a  courtier,  a  creeping  thing ; 
He  takes  new  colours  as  there  comes  new  kingj 
Liyes  upon  airy  promises,  and  dies; 
His  tranwiigration  can  be  nq  surprise; 
Cameleon-shape  by  that  he  comes  to  share; 
Still  changes  colours,  and  still  feeds  on  air. 
'  By  his  ingenioUs  fiction,  in  the  end,' 
What  could  the  wise  Pythagoras  intend? 
Too  wise  a  man  not  to  intend  a  clue 
To  cliange,  bereafter,  literally  true. 
The  solar  system  of  our  boasted  age 
Was  known  of  oid  to  this  enliglitenM  sagę : 
So  might  his  thoughts  ou  man's  immortal  sou^ 
Howe'er  express'd,  be  right  upon  the  whole: 
He  meant,  one  need  not  sornple  to  aiflrm, 
This  real  truth,  by  transmigration  term. 

Our  tempers  here  must  point  to  the  degree 
In  which  bereafter  we  design  to  be, 
From  vice  in  minds,  undoubtcdiy  will  grow 
Morę  ugly  shapes  than  any  here  bdow; 
But  sacrcd  virtuo,  piety,  and  love, 
What  beauteous  forms  will  they  produce  aboyel 


niE  POND. 


At  qui  tantnio  egct,  quanto  est  opns,  isncque  limo 
Turbatam  haunt  aquam,  ne<]ue  vitam  amittit  in 
undia.  Hor. 

Once  on  a  ^me,  a  rcrtain  man  was  found 
That  had  a  pond  of  water  in  bis  gmund  : 
A  fiue  large  pond  of  water  fresh  and  ciear, 
Eaough  to  serve  his  tum  for  many  a  year. 
Yet  so  it  was— a  strange  unhappy  drcad 
Of  wanting  water  seiz'd  the  fellow's  hcad: 
When  he  was  dry,  he  was  afraid  to  drink 
Too  much  at  oiic^,  for  fear  his  pond  should  sinfc. 
Perpetually  toimeiited  with  this  thought, 
He  never  ventur'd  on  a  hearty  draught; 
Still  dry,  still  fcaring  to  exhanst  his  storc, 
When  half  rcfreah^d,  he  frugally  gave  o'er; 
Reviviiig  of  himself  revivM  his  fright, 
"  Better,"  quoih  he,  "  to   be  half  chok*d   than 
quitc." 


IS* 


BYROM'S  POEMS. 


Upon  his  pond  continiiany  intent, 
In  cares  and  pains  his  anxious  life  he  spent; 
Consuming  all  his  timc  and  strength  away, 
To  make  tbe  pond  rise  higher  every  day : 
He  uorl^M  and  ^-lay^d,  and— oh!  how  slow  it  fills! 
IfourM  in  by  pail-fulls,  and  took  out — by  gills. 

In  a  wet  season — he  would  skip  about, 
Placing  his  buckets  under  ev*ry  spout; 
Frum  felling:  showYs  coIlecŁinsę  fresh  supply. 
And  grudginsr  ev'ry  cloud-— Łhat  passed  by ; 
Cursing  the  dryness  of  the  times  each  hour, 
Ałtho'  it  raia'd  as  fiist  as  it  could  pour. 
Th€n  he  would  wadę  thro'  ev*ry  dirty  spot, 
Wheoe  any  1ittl«'  moisture  could  be  got; 
And  whcu  he  had  done  draininj:  of  a  bog, 
Still  kept  himsclf  as  dirty  as  a  hog: 
And  cry^d,  whene^er  folks  blam'd  him,  "  What 

4*ye  mean  ? 
It  rosts-^^  world  of  water  to  be  dean !" 

If  some  poor  neighbour  crav'd  to  slake  his  thirist, 
^  WLat!— rob  my  pond!  Til^see  tbe  rogue  hangM 
A  buming  shame,  these  Termin  of  the  poor  ffirst: 
Should  creep  unpunishM  thifs  about  my  door! 
As  if  I  had  not  ffogs  and  toads  enoo, 
That  suck  my  pond  whatcvcr  I  can  do." 

The  Sun  sttli  found  him,  as  he  rosę  or  set, 
Always  of  ąuest  iil  matters — that  wore  wet: 
Betimes  he  rosę  to  sweep  the  mornin^  dew. 
And  rested  late  to  catch  the  ev*niug  too. 
With  soughs  and  troughs  he  labour'd  to  enrich 
The  rising  ppnd  from  ev^  neighb^ring  ditch; 
With  soughs,  and  troughs,  and  pipes,  and  cuts, 

and  sluiccB, 
,  From  growing  plants  he  drainM  the  vcry  juices; 
Madę  ev'ry  stick  of  wood  upon  the  hedges 
Of  grK»d  behaviour  to  deposit  pledges; 
By  somc  conveyance  or  another,  still 
I>evisM  recruits  from  cach  declining  hilł: 
He  Icit,  in  short,  for  this  be1oved  plunder 
Nu  stone  untum'd— that  could  have  water  under. 

Sometimes — ^when  forc'd  to  quit  his  awkward 
toil, 
And-^sore  against  his  will — to  rest  awhile; 
Then  straig ht  he  took  his  book,  and  down  he  sat 
To  c  ilculato  th'  exi>enses  he  was  at; 
Hb^  much  be  suffer'd,  at  a  mod*rate  guess, 
From  all  tbose  ways  by  which  the  pond  grew  less; 
For  as  to  those  by  which  it  still  grew  bigger, 
Forthem  he  reckon*d^not  a  single  figurę: 
He  knew  a  wise  old  saying,  which  maiotainM 
That  't  was  bad  łuck  to  count  what  one  had  gainM. 
'  "  First,  for  myself— my  daily  charges  here 
Cost  a  prodigious  quanti(y  a  year: 
Altbo%  tbapk  Heaven,  I  never  boil  my  meat, 
Nor  am  I  such  a  sinnćr  as  to  sweat: 
But  things  are  come  to  such  a  pass,  indecd 
We  spend  ten  times  the  water  that  we  need; 
People  are  grown  w^ith  washing,  cleansing,  rinc> 

injf* 
So  finical  and  nice,  past  all  oomńnring; 
So  many  proud  fantastic  modes  in  short 
Are  introducM,  that  my  poor  pond  pays  fort. 

**  Not  but  I  could  be  well  cnough  contmt 
With  what,  upon  my  own  account,  is  spent; 
Bot  those  large  articles,  from  whcnce  1  r^ap 
No  kind  of  profit,  strike  mę  on  a  heap: 
What  a  vast  deal  each  moment,  at  a  sup, 
This  ever  thirsty'£artfa  itsolf  drinks  up  \ 
^ch  holes !  and  gaps!     A(as  I  my  pond  proyidcs 
Sc^rce  for  iis  own  unconscionablc  sidt^ : 


Nay,  how  can  one  imagine  it  should  thrire, 

So  many  creatures  as  it  keeps  alire ! 

That  creep  from  ev*ry  nook  and  corner,  marryf 

Filching  as  much  as  ev(T  they  can  carry: 

Then  all  the  birds  that  fly  along  tho  air   ' 

Light  at  my  pond,  and  come  in  for  a  share: 

Item,  at  ev'ry  puffof  wind  that  blows, 

Away  at  once — the  surface  of  it  goes: 

The  rest,  in  exhaIations  to  the  Sun*^ 

One  month'$  fair  weathcr*r4.ud  1  am  undone.'* 

This  life  he  led  for  many  a  ycar  togethcr; 
Grew  old  and  grey  in  watching  of  his  weatber; 
Meagre  as  Death  itsclf,  till  this  same  Death 
Stopt,  as  the  saying  is,  his  vital  breath; 
For  as  th'  old  fooi  wąs  carrying  to  his  field 
A  heavier  burthen  than  hc  well  could  wield, 
He  missM  his  footing,  or  somc  how  he  fumbPd 
In  ounbling  of  it  in— >but  in  he  tumbled: 
Mighty  desirous  to  get  out  again, 
He  screamM  and  sctambPd,  but  't  was  all  ioTain: 
The  place  was  grown  so  very  deep  and  wide, 
Nor  bottom  of  it  could  hc  feel,  nor  side. 
And  so^i*łhe  middle  of  his  pond — he  dy'd. 

What  think  ye  now  from  this  imperfectskeicb| 
My  friends,  of  such  a  miserable  wretch?— 
"  Why,  *tis  a  wretch,  we  think,  of  your  ovn  mak< 
No  Tool  can  be  8uppos*d  in  such  a  takiog:    [ior;, 
Your  own  warm   fancy''— *Nay,   bat  wann  or 

cool, 
The  world  abounds  with  many  such  a  fool: 
The  choicest  ills,  the  greatcst  torments/sure 
Are  those,  which  numbcrs  labour  to  cudune.— 
"  What!  for  a  pond?" — Why,  cali  it  an  ataU; 
You  change  the  name,  but  realizc  the  hte. 


THE  NIMMERSl 


Two  foo^  companions  once  in  deep  discoon^ 
**  Tom,'»  says  the  one—;"  let*s  go  and  stcal  a  honc" 
**  Sleal!"  says  the  other,  in  a  huge  surprise, 
"  He  that  says  Pm  a  thief— ;I  say  he-ties." 
"  Weil,  well,"  replies  hisfiriend, — no  such  affirout, 
I  di<i  but  ask  ye— if  you  won*t— lyou  wDn'L" 
So  theyjoggM  on— till,  in  another  strain, 
The  querist  movM  to  honest  Tom  again; 
•*  Suppose,"  says  he,.^or  supposition  sake,»- 
'Tis  but  a  suppoi^ition  that  I  make,— 
Suppose — that  we  should /A:;*  a  horse,  I  say?" 
**  Filch!  filch!"  quoth  Tom,-— demurring  by  the 


way; 


i 


"  That^s  not  so  bad  as  downright  /Acfl— I  own— 
But— .yet— methinkjł— 'twcre  better  lot  oIodc: 
It  sbuńdetb  something  pitiful  andjow; 
Shall  we  gojikh  ą  horse,  you  say— why  no- 
rii filch  no  filching;— and  PU  tell  no  Ile: 
Honesty^s  the  best  policy— say  I." 

Struck  with  such  vast  integrity  quite  dumb 
His  comrade  paus*d— at  last,  says  he,— "  Come, 
Thou  art  an  honest  fellow— I  ogree —         [come; 
Hunestand  poor; — alas!  that  should  not  be: 
And  dry  into  the  bargain — and  no  drink! 
Shall  we  go  nim  a  horse,  Tom,— what  dost'  tbink?" 

How  elear  things  are  when  liquor'8  in  the  casc? 
Tom  auswers  qiuck,  with  casuistic  grace, 
"  Kim  f  yes,  yes,  yps,  lefs  mm  with  all  my  heart, 
I  seo  no  harm  in  mmminąj  for  my  part ; 
Hard  is  the  casc,  now  I  look  sharp  intot, 
That  honesitf  should  trudge  i*tb'  dirt  a  foot; 


ON  PATTENCE. 


ft>  miny  empty  hones  roiud  about, 
lliat  bonesty  sbould  wear  its  bottoms  out; 
Betides— shall  honesty  be  chok'd  with  Łhint? 
Werę  it  my  lord  mayor^s  hone — Pd  fińt  it  fint. 
ind— by  Łhe  by — my  lad — ^no  scrubby  tit— 
Tbere  is  the  best  tbat  ever  wora  a  bit,       [friend, 
Not  fiir  from  hcnce"— -**  I  take  ye,"  ąuoth  his 
"  IiDot  yon  stable,  Tom,  ourjourney»8  end." 

Oood  wits  will  jump---both   roeant  the  vcry 
steed; 
The  top  o'th»  country,  both  for  shape  and  speed: 
So  tot  they  went — and,  with  an  halter  round 
His  fcatber*d  ne<*,  they  BwimWhim  offthe  ground. 

And  now,  good  people,  we  shouJd  next  relate 
Of  these  admenttirers  the  luckless  fiitc: 
Pwr  Tom ! — ^but  here  the  sequel  is  to  seek, 
N«t  being  yet  translated  from  the  Greek: 
Some  say,  tbat  Tom  would  honestly  have  peach*d. 
But  by  his  blabbin^  friend  was  over-reach'dj 
Others  insist  upon*t  tbat  both  the  elvos 
Werę,  in  like  manner,  haUer-nimm^d  themsekes. 

It  nntters  not — the  morai  is  the  thing, 
For  which  our  purpose,  neighbours,  was  to  sing. 
]f  it  should  hit  some  few  amongst  the  throng, 
Łet  'em  not  lay  the  fault  upon  the  song 
Ftir  warning  all:  be  that  hąs  got  a  oap, 
Now  pnt  it  on— or  else  beware  a  rap : 
Tis  but  a  short  one,  it  is  true,  but  yet 
Has  a  lonjł[  reach  with  it-^videlicet, 
Twist  ri^ht  and  wrong  how  many  gentle  trimmers 
Will  Dcither  steal  nor  filch,  but  will  be  plaguy 
Nimmcrs ! 


^99 


CARELESS  CONTENT, 

Iax  content,  I  do  not  care, 
Wa;  as  it  will  the  world  for  me; 

Whea  fu»  and  iret  was  all  my  farę, 
U  got  DO  gronnd  as  I  coold  seeT 

Sovhen  away  my  caring  went, 

I  counted  cost,  and  was  content. 

With  morę  of  thanks  and  less  of  thonght, 
I  strive  to  make  my  mątters  meet; 

To  kA  wbat  aiicient  sages  sought, 
Physic  and  food  i  a  sour  and  sweet  ^ 

To  take  what  passes  in  good  part, 

Aod  keep  the  biccups  from  the  heart. 

With  good  and  gentle  humour'd  hearts, 
1  chuose  to  chat  where  e*er  1  comc, 

WbaŁe^er  the  subject  be  tliat  starts ; 
fii\t  if  1  get  ąmong  the  glum, 

Iboldniy  tongue  to  tell  the  troth, 

koi  kecp  my  breath  to  cool  my  broth. 

For  chance  or  change  of  peaCe  or  pain; 

For  FoTtnnc*s  favour  or  her  frown  j 
Forlack  or  pjut,  for  loss  or  fain, 

I  iie\'cr  dod{^,  nor  up  nor  down : 
But  swing  what  way  the  ship  shall  «wim,, 
Or  tack  about  with  equal  trim. 

I  snit  not  where  I  i^all  not  speed, 
Nor  irace  the  turn  of  ey*ry  tidej 

Usimpłeseose  will  not  succeed 
I  make  no  bustling,  but  abidc:* 

For  shiaing  wealth,  or  scaring  woe, 

1  force  no  fiiend,  •!  fear  do  foe. 


Of  ups  and  downa,  of  ins  and  outs, 

Of  they're  i*th»  wrong,  and  we're  i*th*  right,* 
I  shui^the  rancours  and  the  routt. 

And  wishing  well  to  every  wight, 
Whateyer  tum  the  matter  takes, 
I  deem  it  all  but  ducks  and  drakes, 

With  whom  I  fisast  I  do  not  fawn, 
Nor  if  the  folks  should  flout  me,  fiunt;  * 

If  wonted  welcome  be  withdrawn, 
I  cook  no  kind  of  a  complaint: 

With  nonę  disposM  to  disagree, 

But  like  them  best  who  best  like  me. 

Not  that  I  ratę  myself  the  mle 
How  all  my  betters  should  behave; 

But  famę  shall  find  me  no  man*s  fool,  . 
Nor  to  a  set  of  men  a  slave ; 

I  love  a  friendship  fwje  and  frank, 

And  hate  to  hang  upon  a  hank.  ■ 

Fond  of  a  true  and  trusty  tie, 

.1  never  loose  wherc'er  I  link; 
Tho*  if  a  business  budges  by, 

I  talk  thereon  just  as  I  thinks 
My  word,"  my  work,  my  heart,  my  band, 
Still  on  a  side  togetlier  stand. 

If  names  or  notions  make  a  noise, 

Whatevcr  hap  the  question  hath, 
The  point  impartially  I  poise^ 

And"  read  or  write,  but  without  wrath; 
For  should  I  bum,  or  break  my  brains, 
Pray,  who  will  pay  me  for  my  pains? 

I  lorę  my  neighbour  as  myself, 
Myself  like  him  too,  by  his  ieave; 

Nor  to  his  pleasure,  povv*r,  or  pelf, 
Came  I  to  crouch,  as  I  conceive: 

Damę  Naturę  doubtless  has  design*/! 

A  man  the  monarch  of  hik  mind. 

Now  taste  ond  try  this  temper,  sirs, 
Mood  it  and  brood  it  in  yonr  breast; 

Or  if  ye  ween,  for  worldly  stirs, 
That  man  does  right  to  mar  his  rest^ 

Łet  me  be  deft,  and  debonair, 

I  am  content,  I  do  not  care. 


ON  PATIENCE. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  REQUEST  OF  A  FRIEWB. 

PART  I. 

**  A  VER9B on  patienoe  ? "  Yes  ;--4>ut  then  prepave 
Your  mind,  friend  T— ^-^t,  with  a  reading  share  j 
Or  else  *twiJl  give  you  ratherless  than  morę, 
To  hear  it  mention^d,  than  you  had  before: 
If  minę  to  write,  remember,  't  is  your  task' 
To  beat  the  łines,  which  you  are  pleas^d  to  ask. 


Patience  the  theme  ?«-«a  blessed  inmate  this ! 
The  nursing  parent  of  our  bosom  bliss : 
Abroad  for  bliss  she  bidstis  not  to  roam^ 
But  cultivate  its  real  fund  at  home: 
A  noble  trcasure — whcii  the  patient  soul 
Sits  in  the  centrę,  aud  sur^vys  the  whole. 

The  bustling  world,  to  fetch  her  out  from  theqc^> 
Wili  urge  the  various,  plausible  pretence; 
Will  praise  perfections  of  a  grander  name, 
Sound  great  e]U>lołt8,  aud  cali  her  out  to  i^ąkf^ 


too 


BYROM'S  POEMS. 


Amuse  and  flaUcr,  tUl  Łhe  8Qu1,  too  proiie 
To  self-actłvity,  deserts  ber  tbroiie. 

Be  on  your  guard— the  business  of  a  nian 
Is,  to  be  surę,  to  do  what  good  be  can ; 
But  first  at  borne;  let  patience  rule  withm 
Wbere  cbańty,  you  know,  must  first  begiu: 
Kot  monied  Iovey  as  fondly  underatood, 
But  calin,  sedate  propensity  to  goód; 

The  genuine  product  of  the  virtue,  friend, 
Which  you  oblige  me  here  to  recommend ; 
The  trial  this  of  all  the  rest  beside, 
For  without  patieuce  they  are  all  but  pride: 
A  strong  ainbition  shines  within  its  sphere. 
But  proves  its  weakness^-wben  it  cannot  bear. 

There  lics  the  test;  bring  ev'ry  thing  to  that; 
It  showB  U8  plainly  what  we  would  be  at : 
Of  gen'rous  actions  we  may  count  the  sum. 
But  scarce  the  worth,  tiil  disappointments  come: 
Hien  oft  are  then  most  geD'rou8iy  absurd, 
Tbeir  own  good  actions  bave  their  own  bad  word. 

Impatience  hates  ingratitude,  forsootb ; 
l\'hy?»-itdiscover8  an  ungrateful  truth; 
That  having  done  for  interest  or  famę 
Such  and  such  doings,  she  has  lost  her  atm; 
Wbile  tbankSess  people,  really  in  ber  debt, 
Have  all  got  theirs— «nd  put  her  in  a  fret. 

Possest  of  patienpe,  a  right  humble  mind, 
At  all  evcnts,  is  totaily  resign*d; 
Does  good  for  sake  of  good,  not  for  tb*  event, 
Lcaves  that  to  Heav*n,  and  kceps  to  its  content: 
Good  to  be  done,  or  to  be  sufferM  ill, 
It  acts,  it  bears  with  nieek  8ubmissive  will — 

"  Enough,  enough.— 'Now  tell  me,  if  youplease, 
How  is  it  to  be  had,  this  mental  ease?*' 
God  knows,  I  do  nót,  how  it  is  acquir-d— 
But  this  I  know— if  hcartily  desirM, 
We  shall  be  thankful  for  the  donor's  leave 
To  ask— to  hope-i»and  wait  till  we  reccive. 

PART  II. 

**  Virtucs,"you  say,"  by  patience  must  be  tried— 
If  that  be  wanting,  they  are  all  but  pride, 
Of  rule  so  strict,  1  vant  to  have  a  clue." 
Weil,  if  ybuMl  have  the  same  indulgence  too, 
*  And  takc  a  fresh  compliance  in  good  part, 
ni  do  the  best  I  can  witb  all  my  heart. 

Pride  18  the  grand  distemper  of  the  mind; 
The  source  of  ev*ry  vice  of  ev*ry  kind: 
That  love  of  self»  wheretn  its  essence  lies, 
Give8  birth  to  vicious  tempera,  and  suppliea: 
We  coin  a  world  of  names  for  them,  but  stili 
All  comes  to  fbndness  for  our  own  dear  will. 

We  see,  by  facts,  upon  the  triple  stage 
Of  present  life,  youth,  manhood,  and  old  age, 
How  to  be  płeas^d— be  bonour*d — and  be  rich-- 
These  three  conditions  commonly  bewitch: 
From  young  to  old,  if  human  iault»you  weigh, 
Tis  telfish  pride,  that  giows  from  green  to  grey. 

Pride  is,  indeed,  a  morę  accustom'd  name 
For  quest  of  grandeur,  eminence,  or  famę; 
But  that  of  pleasure,  that  of  gold  betrays 
What  inward  principle  it  is  that  sways: 
The  rake*8  young  dotage,  and  the  miser'8  old, 
One  famę  insbiYing  love  to  seif  nnfold. 


If  pride  be  tbttt  tbe  fotutain  ofall  vice; 
Whence  must  we  say  tbat  virtue  bas  its  rtsc^ 
But  from  humility  ?  and  what  tfae  lure. 
And  certain  sign,  tbat  even  this  is  pnre? 
For  pride  itself  wili  in  its  dress  appeAT^ 
W  hen  nothing  toucbes  that  same  self  too  near. 

But  when  provok'd,  and  say  unjustly  too, 
Then  pride  disrobes;  then  wbat  a  boge  ado! 
Then  who  can  blame  the  passion  of  a  pride 
That  has  got  reason,  reason  of  its  side; 
"  Ue^s  in  the  wrong— -and  I  am  in  the  right— 
Resentment  come,  Humility,  good  night!" 

Now  the  criterion,  I  apprehend, 
On  which,  if  any,  one  may  best  depend, 
Is  patience;— is  the  bear  and  the  forbear; 
To  which  the  truły  virtuous  adhere; 
Resolv'd  to  tuffer,  without  pro  and  eon, 
A  thousand  evil8,  rather  thkn  do  one. 

Not  to  hare  paticnce,  and  yet  not  be  prou^ 
Is  contradiction  not  to  be  ailow'd: 
All  eyes  are  open  to  so  plain  a  cheat, 
But  of  the  blinded  by  the  self-deceit ; 
Who,  with  a  Uke  consistency,  may  tell 
That  nothing  ails  them,  tho'  they  are  not  wdh 

Strict  is  tbe  rule;  but  notwitbstanding  irue; 
However  /  &I1  short  of  it,  oryou: 
Best  to  increase  our  stock,  if  it  be  smali, 
By  dealing  in  it  with  our  neighbours  all; 
And  then,  who  knows,  but  we  sball  in  the  end, 
Learn  to  have  patience  mih  ouruhes — and  meal 


RE  MARKS 

UPON  DR.  AKENSIDE'8  AND  MR.  wmTEnEAn'S 
YERSBS  WHICB  WERĘ  PUBŁ1SHED  AND  AO- 
DRESSED  TO  THE  PEOPŁE  OF  ENGŁAMD,  IN  THK 
YEAR  1758. 

"  Whither  is  Europe's  ancient  spirit  flod'?" 
How  came  this  query  in  the  doctor's  bcad  ? 
Whither  is  Britain's— one  had  soi>ner  gucss^d, 
In  ode  to  his  owo  countrymen  address*d : 
But  as  outlandibh  rivers  soon  infer  it, 
(Six  in  three  lines)  it  must  be  E«irope*s  spirit 

Of  "  valiant  teuants  of  her  shore,"  'tis  sald, 
*'  Who  from  the  warrior  bow  the  stroug  daii 

spcd" — 
Let  bow  be  warrior,  and  let  dart  be  strong; 
Verse  does  not  speed  so  speedily  along; 
**  llie  strong  dart  spęd"— ^loes  but  go  tlniin^ 
thump,  thump,  [piump. 

That  quick  as  tbrown  thould  pierce  tbe  liter 

*'  And  with  firm  band  the  rapid  poleak  borę"-* 
If  it  had  been  the  ra/mf  dart,  bdbre, 

I  — msticorum  mascula  militnm 


Proles,  SabcMs  docta  ligouibos 

Ycrsare  glebas.  Hor, 

Whither  is  £urope's>  ancient  spirit  fled? 
Wbere  are  the  valiant  teuants  of  her  shore? 
Who  from  the  warrior  bow  the  strong  dart  spcd, 
Or  with  firm  band  the  rapid  poIeax  bons? 

Sec  an  Ode  to  the  Coi;ntry  Genticmen  of  Eos* 
land  by  Dr.  Akensido. 


TO  LADY  B- 

AoA  ihe  stfOHg  p^Ieaz,  here,  it  had  a^reed 
With  «  firm  hołd  as  well,  and  darting  spced : 
Whitber  are  fled  fi-om  ode-versification, 
The  aacieot — Pleasurcs  of  Imaginatioo*? 

Really  thew  flghting  poets  want  a  tntor. 
To  teacb  Łhei]]»-^ltra  crcpidam  ne  sutor; 
To  tMch  the  doctor,  aiid  to  teach  the  laureat, 
Ex  Helicone  aanguinem  ne  hattriat: 
Tbo*  blood  aod  wounds  infect  its  iimpid  stream, 
It  shoukł  run  elear  before  they  sing  a  tbeme. 

Y^— **  Britons  rouse  to  deedf  of  death  !»*— says 
one<3, 
«  Whither,"  the  neict,  "  is  Eorope^s  spirit  goiie>>' 
While  real  warriors  think  it  all  a  iarce 
For  tbem  to  bonnce  of  either  Mors  or  Marsi 
Safe  as  ooe  sacka  it,  under  bloodless  bay ; 
Aad  surę  as  fother  even  death  must  pay. 

Bot you shall  hear  what captain  *****  said, 
When  be  bad  heard  both  ode  and  yerses  read : 
Od  iiioitos-«VerRibus  eicacuit*- 
And— Prołes  militum— be  musM  a  bit; 
Tben  baring  cast  his  bunting  wits  about 
bi  q|uest  of  rbymes,  be  tbus  at  last  broke  out  :— 

^  Pob !  let  my  serjeant,  when  bis  dose  is  taken, 
BńtODS  strike  home !  with  moi8ten'd  pipę  rchearse, 
To  d«eds  of  death  'twill  sooner  much  awaken, 
Than  a  cart  load  fuli  of  such  ode  and  verse.'> 

If  these  two  bards  will,  by  a  tuneful  labour. 
Show,  witbout  sham,  their  love  to  killing  life, 
Let  Akenside  go  thump  upon  the  tabor; 
Aud  Whłtehead  grasp  th'  exacuating  fife. 


W- 
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A  HINT  TO  A  YOUNG  PERSON, 

POR  RI8  BSTTBR  IMPROYEMENT  BY  REABIN6  OR 
C01IVBR8ATI0N. 

Iji  readingp-autbors,  when  you  find 

Bright  passages  that  strike  your  mind, 

And  wbich  perhaps  you  may  have  reason 

To  Łhink  on  at  another  season, 

Be  not  conteoted  with  the  stght, 

But  take  tbem  down  in  blach  wtA  whiićj 

Sach  a  respect  is  wisely  shown 

That  makes  another^s  sense  one's  own« 

When  you*re  asleep  upon  your  bed 
A  thougbt  may  come  into  your  head, 
Whic&  may  be  of  good  use  if  takcn 
B«e  notice  of  when  you^re  awakćn; 
Of  midoight  tboughts  to  take  no  beed« 
Betrays  a  sleepy  soul  indeed; 
It  is  butdreaming  in  the  day 
To  throw  our  nightly  hours  away. 

In  conyersation,  when  you  meet 
With  persons  cheerful  and  diacreet, 

^  Alluding  to  a  oelebrated  poem,  written  by 
Dr.  AkeiLside,  entitled  The  Pleasures  of  the  Ima* 
giution. 

*  -Animos  in  martia  bella 

yersibus  cxacuit.  Hor, 

Britons,  rouse  to  deeds  of  death ! — 

See  Ymes  to  the  Pegple  of  Eugland,  1753,  by 
Wifliam  Whiiehead,  esq.  poet  laureat. 


That  speak  or  quate  in  prose  ot  rhyme 

Things  or  facet iuus  or  siihlime, 

Observe  what  passes,  and  unon, 

When  you  come  home  think  thereupon; 

Write  what  occurs,  forget  it  not, 

A  good  thing  6av*d*s  a  good  thiog  got, 

Let  noremarkable  event 
Pass  with  a  gaping  wonderment, 
A  fooPs  devic©— "  Lord  wbo  would  think  I >? 
Commit  it  safe  to  pen  and  ink 
Whate'er  deserves  attention  now. 
For  when  'tis  pass'd,  you  know  not  bow^ 
Too  late  youUl  find  it  to  your  cost 
So  much  of  human  life  is  lost 

Werę  it  not  for  the  written  letter, 
Pray  what  were  liying  men  the  better 
For  all  the  labours  of  the  dead. 
For  all  that  Socrates  e*er  said? 
The  morals  brougbt  firom  Heav'n  to  men 
He  would  have  carried  back  again : 
Tis  owing  to  bis  short-hand  youth 
That  Socrates  docs  now  speak  truth« 


TO  LADY  B' 
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UPON  HER  PKESENTING  THE  AUTHOR  WITH  THB 
MOI  ETY  OB  A  IA>TTERY  TICKET. 

Thi8  tickct  is  to  be  divided— well; 
To  lady  Betty  let  these  presents  tell 
How  much  I  value,  cbanres  all  apart, 
This  gentle  token  of  her  friendly  heart;  • 
Witbout  regard  to  prizes  or  to  blanks, 
My  obligation  is  immediate  thanks; 
And  heie  they  come  as  hearty  aud  as  free 
As  this  unlookM  for  favour  came  to  me. 


Five  thou&and  pounds  perhaps— a  handsome 
Ay,  but  in  specie  five  may  never  come.—-  [sum-^ 
That  as  you  please,  damę  Fortune,  in  my  mind 
I  have  already  taken  it  in  kind; 
Am  quite  contented  with  my  present  lot, 
Whcther  you*re  pleas*d  to  second  it  or  not: 
C bance  is  but  chance,  however,  great  or  small« 
The  spirit  of  a  loving  gift  is  all. 

"  Three  tickets  ofiTe^d  to  make  choice  of  teie,. 
And  write  tbe  memorandum  thereupon'*— 
Spread  in  8uccessive  order,  as  they  He, 
May  all  be  prizes  for  ber  sake,  thought  I ! 
That  upon  which  my  fanćy  chose  to  fix. 
Was  (let  me  see)  four  hundred  fifty-siK: 
Four,  five,  and  8łx — they  are,  if  I  can  read, 
Numbers  that  regularly  should  succeed. 

Thou  backward  Fortune,  that  in  days  of  yor« 
Hast  read  from  six  to  five,  from  five  to  four, 
Once,  for  the  ]ady*s  sake,  reverse  thy  spite. 
And  tracę  a  luckier  circle  to  the  right, 
If  thou  art  an^rry  that  I  should  despise 
Thy  gifts,  which  never  dazzlM  moeb  my  eyes; 
Now  speak  me  fair,  nor  let  the  occasion  slip 
Of  such  an  honourable  partncrship. 

Stand  still  a  moment  on  thy  bridge's  pier. 
And  the  conditions  of  success  let^s  hear; 
Say  what  the  band  shall  of&st  at  thy  sbrine, 
Any  thing  less  than  worship,  and  'tis  tbine. 
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I  r  not  80  quite  (as  they  relate  thee)  blind, 
See  both  our  names,  which  Łhus  together  join^a, 
}'d  rather  ^tare  ten  thousand  pounds,  1  own, 
7'han  court  tbee  for  ten  millions  (done, 

f<  Thousands  and  miliions,  sir,  are  pompous 
•otinds 
For  poets,  scldom  conycrsant  in  pounds.''^^ 
Yes;  but  Fm  oniy  looking  on  th'  event 
As  corresponding>to  a  kind  intent. 
Should  it  tom  out  its  thousands  morę  or  less, 
1  should  be  somewhat  puzzPd  I  pTofess, 
i^nd  ipust  wpon  a  case  so  ncv,  so  nice, 
Fly  to  my  benefactress  for  advice. 

What  shąll  I  do  ińth  such  a  monstrous  prize  ? 
Sat^we*ll  postpone  the  questłon — till  it  rise.— 
IjBt  it's  to  morrow  manage  tbat,— To  day 
Accept  the  thanks  which  1  am  bound  to  pay; 
£nrich'd,  if  |ou  permit  me  still  to  share 
Your  wish  ot  welfere,  and  your  gen'rous  care: 
ITie  greatest  biiss,  if  I  have  any  skill, 
Of  human  lifę,  is  mutual  good-will. 

This,  without  question,  bas  your  hand  confestj 
This,  without  flatfry,  warms  awilling  breast; 
So  much  good  naturę  shown  with  so  much  ease; 
BłStow  your  sums,  damę  Fortune,  wbcre  you 
That  kind  of  satisftwition.  which  I  feel        [please; 
Comes  not  within  the  compass  of  your  wheclj 
No  prize  can  he^ghtęn  the  unpurchas'd  grace, 
^or  blanks  the  iprateful  sęntiments  eiface^ 


They  cannot  reconcile  to  senous  tbougfai 
God^s  cburch  and  state—with  life  to  come,  oki 
With  law  or  gospel  cannot  make  ta  suit  [taught; 
Yiigin  of  Sion  sinking  down  to  brute. 

Zeuxi8  the  new,  they  argue,  takes  a  pride 
In  shapes  so  incompatible  a1Iy'd; 
And  talks  away  as  if  be  had  pourtray*d 
A  real  creature  mixt  of  marę  and  maid ; 
AU  who  deny  the  existence  of  th'  pad, 
He  centaurizes  into  fool  and  mad*. 

If  one  objected  to  a  maiden  faoof; 
«*  Why,  *tis  an  animal;** — ^was  all  his  proof: 
If  to  an  animal  with  buman  bead; 
"  O!  'tis  a  beauteous  woman ;''«-Zeuxis  said. 
**  What!  animal' and  woman  both  at  once?" 
**  Yes,— that's  essential  to  the  whole,  ye  donoe." 

His  primary  and  secondary  scnse, 
Lłke  marę  aąd  maid^  support  his  fond  pretence:  • 
From  joining  spot  he  skips  to  eadi  extreme; 
Orstrides  to  both,  and  guards  the  motley  schemcj 
Solving,  with  like  centauriformal  ease. 
Law,  prop,bets,  gospel,  ąuotcd  as  you  please. 

ThuB  botb  went  od,    long  labour^d  voliimei 
thro'— 
Now  what  must  fair  impartial  readers  do* 
Must  they  not  grieve,  if  either  of  them  treat 
On  law  or  grace  with  rjdeness  or  with  heat^ 
Of  either  Zeuxis  thcv  allow  the  skiU : 
But  that — the  Centaur  is  a  fable  stiil. 


THE  CENTAUR  FABULOUSK 

ZeuxI8  of  old  a  female  Centaur  drew, 
To  show  his  art;  and  then  expo8'd  to  yiewj 
The  human  balf,  with  so  exact  a  care, 
Was  join'd  to  limbs  of  a  Thessałian  mars, 
That  secing  from  a  different  point  the  piece, 
Some  prais'd  the  maid  and  some  the  marc  of  Greece. 

Like  to  this  Centaur,  by  his  own  relation, 
Is  doctor  WaTburton»8  Divine  Legation: 
Which  superficial  writers  on  each  hand, 
Christians  and  deists  did  not  understand; 
Because  they  both  observ»d,  from  partial  views, 
Th»  incorporated  church  and  state  of  Jews. 

Th»  ingenious  artist  took  the  pains  to  draw, 
Fuli  and  entire,  the  comiwund  of  the  law; 
The  two  societics,  the  civ  i  I  kind 
And  the  rcligious,  perfectly  combin'd; 
With  God  Almighty,  as  a  temp'ral  prinoe, 

GoTcrning  both,  as  all  his  proofs  «vince; 

* 

Without  the  doctrine  of  a  futurę  state  ?— 
Herę  with  opponcnts  lies  the  main  debatę: 

■  Tlie  delicate  poignancy  of  the  wit  with  which 
thisallegorical  piece  is  enlivened,  will  beobvious  to 
the  reader  who  is  acquainted  with  the  wntings  of 
the  celebrated  author  of  the  .Divine  Legation;  and 
thereforc  any  extracts  to  illustrate  the  epithets 
and  allusions  which  refer  to  them  in  the  following 
verses,  would  onIy  łłerve  to  swell  the  notes  into  a 
tedious  prołixity :  however  one  quotation  is  an- 
nexed  in  order  to  justify  a  charge,  which  might 
be  suspected  of  exaggeration  by  thosc  who  are 
strangors  to  the  leamed  writer^s  manoer  of  treat- 
ing  his  opponcnts. 


THOUGUTS  ON  THE  CONSTITUTION  OF 
HUMAN  NATURĘ, 

AS  REPRESENTED  IN  THE  SYSTEMS  OF  MODEBI 

PHILOSOPIIERS. 

Strong  passions  draw,  like  horses  that  are  stroi^^ 
The  body-coach  of  flesh  audblood  along; 
While  subtle  rcason,  with  each  rein  in  hand, 
Sits  on  the  box  and  bas  them  at  commuud; 
Rais'd  up  alofi  to  see  and  to  hę  seen^^ 
Judges  the  track,  and  guides  the  gay  machinę. 

But  was  it  madę  for  nothing  else-^beside 
Passions  to  draw,  and  reason  to  be  guide? 
Was  so  mueh  art  employ*d  to  drag  and  driw, 
Nothing  within  the  vęliicle  alive? 
No  seated  mind  th^t  claims  the  moTing  pew. 
Master  of  passions  and  of  reason  too  ? 

The  grand  contrivance  why  «o  well  eqnip 
With  strengtb  of  passions  rul'd  by  rcason's  wbip? 
Yainly  profuse  had  apparatus  been, 
Did  not  a  reigning  spirit  rest  within ; 
Which  passions -carry,  and  soimd  reason  means 
To  render  present  at  pre-orderM  scenes. 

*  Who  bas  not  signalised  himself  against  tbe 
Divine  Legation?  Bigots,  Hutchinsonians,  me- 
thodists,  answerers,  free-thinkers,  ^d  fenatics, 
have  in  their  turns  been  all  up  in  anns  against  it, 
The  sccne  was  opened  by  a  false  zeałot,  and  at 
present  seems  likely  to  be  closed  by  a  BchmenisŁ 
A  natural  and  easy  progress  from  folly  to  mad- 
ness.  See  tbe  dedication  prefi^ed  to  the  ht  t.  of 
the  2d  part  of  tbe  D.  U, 
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Tbef  vlio  are  loud  in  human  reason^s  praise, 
4Dd  ceiebrate  the  driyers  tff  our  days, 
Seem  to  soppose  by  tbeir  continual  bawi, 
That  passioDS,  rea^n,  and  macłiine,  is  all; 
To  tbem  tbe  windows  are  dravirn  up,  and  elear 
Nothing  tbat  does  not  outwardly  appear. 

MaŁter  and  motion,  ąnd  snperior  man 
By  head  aad  sboulders,  form  their  rea^^ning  plan; 
View'd,  and  demurely  ponder*d,  as  tbcy  roli; 
iod  scoriag  tracea  on  tbe  pa^  er  soul,  . 
Blaak,  shaven  wbite,  tbey  fili   th'   onfumish^d 

plate, 
With  new  ideas,  nonę  of  tbem  innaŁe, 

When  tbese  adepts  are  got  npon  a  box, 
Away  they  gallop  thro*  tbe  gazing^  flocks; 
Trappings  adinir'd,  and  tbe  bigb  mettrd  brute, 
And  reason  balancing  its  eitber  foot; 
While  seeing  eyes  disccm  at  their  approacb, 
Fuloess  of  skiUy  and  cuiptiocss  of  coacb. 

Ti*  very  well  that  li^ely  pasfiions  drew, 
That  sober  reason  keeps  tliem  ail  in  awe; 
Tbe  one  to  ran,  the  other  to  control, 
Aad  drire  directly  to  tbe  destinM  goal :  [gin ; 

"  Wbatgoal?"«^Ay,  there  tbe  question  should  be- 
Wbat  apirit  diires  tbe  wilłing  mind  witbin  ? 

Senie,  reason,  paaaions,  and  tbe  like  are  siill 
One  aełf-same  man,  whose  actton  is  his  will ; 
Whose  will,  if  right,    will  aoon  renounce  tbe 

pride 
Of  an  own  reason  lor  an  only  guide; 
A»  God's  unerring  apirit  shall  iuspire. 
Will  stilt  dlrect  the  tirjft  uf  bis  deaire. 
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0X  THE  PATRON  OF  ENGLAND, 

IX  k  ŁE1TBR  TO  LORD  WIŁLOUGHBT,  PRE8IDENT 
OF  TME  ANTIQUARIA.N  SOCIĘTY. 

WiŁŁ  you  please  to  permit  me,  my  very  good 

lord, 
Some  nigbt  when  you  meet  upou  ancient  record, 
FttU  worthily  fiUing  Antiquit5''s  throne, 
To  propose  to  your  sages  a  doubt  of  my  own, 
Acertain  moot  point  of  a  natioiial  kind; 
Fqr  it  touches  all  England  to  have  it  defin*d 
Witb  a  little  morc  ć«et,  by  wbat  kiud  of  a  riglit 
Her  patron,  ber  saint,  is  a  Cappadaz  knightf 

1  know  wbat  our  songs  and  our  stories  advance, 
Tbat  SŁ.  George  is  for  Euglaad,  Sit,  Denys  for 

France; 
Bat  the  French,  tho*  micertain  wbat  Denys  it  was, 
Ali  own  be  convertcd  and  taught  'em  their  mass; 
Aud  most  other  nationa,  i  fancy,  remount 
To  a  saiot  whom  they  cbose  upon  some  such  ac- 

oount. 
Boi  I  iiever  could  leam,  that  for  any  likc  notion, 
The  English  madę  choice  of  a  knight  Cappadocian. 

Their  conversion  was  owing  (event  one  would 
hope 
Worth  remembring  at  least)  to  a  saint  and  a  pope, 
to  a  Gwgory  known  by  the  First,  ąnd  the  Great, 
Wboscnt,  to  relieve  them  fi-om  Pagan  deceit, 
SL  Austin  the  monk ;  and  both  sender  and  scnt 
Had  their  days  in  old  Fasti  that  noted  th'  evcnt : 


Now,  my  lord,  1  would  ask  of  the   leam'd  an4 

laborious, 
If  Gś-or^otu  ben^t  a  mistake  for  Gregoriousf 

In  names  so  like  letter*d  it  would  be  no  wonder 
If  hasty  transcribers  had  madę  such  a  blunder; 
An4  mistake  in  the  names,  by  a  slip  of  their  pen, 
May  perbaps  have  oceasionM  mistake  in  the  meu. 
That  this  bas  been  madę,  to  omit  all  the  rest, 
Let  a  champion  of  yoors,  your  own  Selden,  attest ; 
See  his  books  npon  titles  of  honoui^o-tbat  quarter 
Where  be  treats  of  St.  George,  and  the  knights  of 
the  garter. 

There  be  qaotes  from  Froissart,  bow  at  first  on 
Of  a  lady^s  bine  garter,  blue  order  began  [the  pian 
In  on  '  thousand  three  hundred  and  forty  and  four. 
But  tbe  name  of  the  saint  in  Froissart  is  Gregorep 
So  the  chronical  writer  or  printed  or  wrote  [notę : 
For  George,  without  doubt,  aays  the  marginal 
Be  it  there  a  mistake— bot,  my  lord,  Vm  afraid 
That  the  same,  vice  versa,  was  anciently  ipada 

For  tho*  much  bas  been  said  by  the  great  anti- 

ąuarian 
Of  an  orthodox  Geoiye— ^^rCappadocian        and 

Arian; 
**  Hov^  the  soldier  first  came  to  be  patron  of  old, 
I  baTe  not,''  says  be,  "  light  enougb  to  bebold:" 
A  soldier-like  nation  be  guesses  (for  want  [saint; 
Of  a  proof  that  it  did  so)  would  choose  bim  for 
For  in  ail  his  old  writings  no  fragment  occnrr^d 
That  saluted  bim  patron,  till  Edward  tbe  TbinL, 

His  reign  be  had  guessM  to  have  been  the  first 
time,  [rhyme. 

But  for  old   Saxon  prose  and  for  old   English 
Which  mention  a  George,  a  great  maftyr  and 
saint,  [want; 

Tho'  they  say  not  a  word  of  the  tbing  that  we 
They  tell  of  his  tortures,  his  dcath,  and  bis  pray'r, 
Without  the  least  hint  of  tbe  quC8tion'd  afiair; 
That  light,  1  should  guess,  with  submission  tą 

Selden, 
As  be  was  not  the  patron,  be  was  not  beheld  in* 

The  name  in  French,  Latin,  and  Saxon,  'tis 

fainted,  [ed ; 

Some  three  or  four  times  is  mis-writ  or  mis-prinU 

He  renders  it  George— but  allowing  the  hint. 

And  the  justice  of  change  both  in  writing  aud 

print, 
Some  Geoi*r;e,  by  like  errour  (itaddsto  the  doubt) 
Has  tnm'd  our  converter  St.  Gregory  out: 
He,  or  Austin  the  monk,  bid  the  fairest  by  far 
To  be  patron  of  Engiand — till  garter  and  star. 

In  the  old  Saxon  custom  of  cruwning  our  king5, 
As  Selden  has  told  us,  amongst  other  things 
They  namM  in  their  pTay*rs,  'which  his  pagea 

transplant, 
The  Yirgin — St.  Peter— and  on©  other  aaint; 
Whose  connection  with  Engiand  is  also  exprest; 
And  yields  in  this  case  such  a  probable  test, 
That  a  patron  supposM;  we  may  fairly  agree, 
Such  a  saint  is  the  person  whoever  it  be. 

Now  with  Mary,  and  Peter,  when  monarcha 
were  crownM, 
There  is  only  a  Sanctus  Grcgorious  fbund; 
And  his  titlc— Anglorum  Apostolus— too; 
With  which  a  St.  George  can  haye  nothing  to  ófi: 
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Wł^ile  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  and   France  and 

Spain  claims 
A  St.  Andrenr,  Si.  Patrick,  St  Denys,  St.  James, 
Both  apostle  and  patron — ^for  saint  so  uuknown 
Wby  should  £ugland  reject  an  apostle  her  own? 

Thłs,  my  lord,  is  the  matter — tbe  plain  simple 

rhymes  [times: 

Lay  no    fault,    you  perceiTe,    upon   protestant 
I  impute  the  mistakc,  if  it  sbould  be  one,  solely 
To  the  pontiffs  succeeding,  who  christen'd  wara 

holy. 
To  monarchs,  who,  madding  around  thcir  round 

tables, 
Prefer^d  to  conversion  their  fighting  and  fables: 
Wben  Boldiers  were  many,  good  Christians  bat 

few, 
St  George  was  adTanc'd  to  St  6r^K>ry'8  dne. 

One  tinay  be  mistaken.— and  therefore  would 

beg 
That  a  Willis,  a  Stukely,  an  Ames,  or  a  Pegge, 
In  short,  that  your  lordship,  and  all  the  fam*d  set 
Who  are  under  your  auspiccs  happily  met 
In  perfect  good  bumour — whicb  you  can  inspire, 
As  I  know  by  experience — would  please  to  en- 

quire, 
To  search  this  oue  question,  and  settle  I  Ko\>e, 
Was  old  £figland's  old  patron  a  kniglU  or  a  jiapef 


ON  SPECIOUS  AND  SUPERFICJAL 

WRITERS, 

How  rare  the  case,  tho'  common  tbe  pretence^ 
To  write  on  subjects  from*a  rt^l  sense! 
Hi  is  many  a  celebrated  author*s  tatę, 
To  print  eifusions  just  a^  paiTots  prate: 
He  moułds  a  matter  that  he  once  was  taugbt 
In  various  shapes,  and  thinks  it  to  be  thought. 
Words  at  command  he  inarshals  iu  array. 
And  proves  whatever  he  is  p1eas'd  to  soy; 
Wbile  leaming  like  a  torrent  pours  atong, 
Apd  sweeps  away  the  subject,  right  or  wrong: 
One  follows  for  a  while  a  rolling  theme, 
1  oss'd  iii  the  mlddle  of  the  rapid  strcam ; 
Till  out  of  sight,  with  like  impetuous  force, 
Torn  froni  its  roots,  anuther  takcs  the  course; 
While  fruŁh  and  bubble  gluze  tbe  tiowing  mud. 
And  the  man  thinks  all  elear  and  understood; 
A  shining  surface  and  a  transient  view, 
Makes  the  slight-witted  reader  think  so  too: 
]t  entertainH  hira,  and  the  book  is  bought, 
Read  aud  admir*d  without  expen8e  of  thought: 
No  tax  imposM  upon  his  wits,  his  cash 
Paid  without  scruple,  be  enjoys  the  trash. 


THE  PAS8IVE  PARTICIPLES  PETJTION, 

TO  THE   PKIMTER  OF  THE  GENTŁEBfAN'S  MAGA- 

ZIME. 

Urban,  or  Sy1van,  or  whatever  narae 
Deligbt  thee  lupst,  thou  foreniost  in  the  famę 
Of  magazining  cbicfs,  whose  rival  page 
With  monthly  medley  courtł  the  curious  age; 
Hear  a  po<ir  pa8sive  Partie iple's  rasę. 
And  if  thou  cau^st^  restore  mc  to  my  place. 


Till  just  of  late,  good  English  has  thought  fit 
To  cali  me  tmiUen,  or  to  cali  me  writ; 
But  what  is  writ  or  wiitten,  by  the  rotę 
Of  writers  now,  hereafter  must  be  Torote: 
And  what  is  spohen  too,  hereafter  spoke; 
And  measures  never  to  be  broken,  broke, 

I  nerer  could  be  drhen,  but,  in  spite 
Of  grammar,  tbey  bave  dnme  me  fhMn  my  right 
Nonę  oould  have  ńun  to  become  my  foes; 
But  what  a  world  of  cnemies  bave  rou! 
Who  have  not  gontf,  but  they  have  wen/  about| 
And,  tom  as  I  have  been,  bave  tort  me  out 

PassiTc  I  am,  and  would  be,  and  implore 
That  sucb  abuse  may  be  hencefoTth,/!iM')6orv, 
If  not /or6om,  for  by  all  Spdling  Book, 
If  not  mistaken,  they  are  all  mkłook : 
And,  in  plain  English,  it  bad  been  as  well 
If  what  had/atf'n  upon  me,  bad  natfelL 

Since  this  attack  upon  me  bas  b^an, 
Who  knows  what  lengths  in  language  may  be  rwif 
For  if  it  once  be  gm>  into  a  law, 
You'lI  see  such  work  as  never  has  been  saw; 
Part  of  our  speech  and  sense,  perhaps  beside  . 
Shakes  wben  Pm  shook,  and  dies  when  I  am  ifd, 

Then  let  the  preter  and  impeiiecŁ  tense 
Of  my  own  wonJs  to  me  remit  the  sense; 
Or  sińce  we  two  are  oft  enough  agreed, 
Let  all  the  learned  take  some  better  heed; 
And  leave  the  vulgar  to  cunfound  the  dne 
Of  preter  tense,  aud  participle  too. 


THE  BEAU  AND  THE  BEDLAMJTE. 

A  PATiENT  in  Bcdlam  that  did  pretty  well, 
Was  pcrmttted  sometimcs  to  go  out  of  his  celi : 
One  day,  when  tticy  gave  him  that  frecdom,  be 

spy*d 
A  beauish  young  spark  with  a  sword  by  his  side; 
With  an  hugc  silver  liilt,  and  a  scabbard  for  sted, 
That  swung  at  due  length  from  his  hip  to  his  hed. 

When  be  saw  him  .advance  on  the  gallery 

ground, 
The  Bedlamite  ran,  and  sur\'ey'd  him  all  round; 
While  a  waiter  supprest  the   young   captsjii'i 

alarm, 
With — ^''  You  need  not  to  fear,  sir,  hcUl  do  you  do 

harm.** 
At  the  last  he  broke  out—"  Aye,  a  very  fine  shov? 
May  1  ask  himonequestion?" — *'  What*s  that  ł'* 

said  the  beaud — 

*'  Pray  what  is  that  long,  dangliDg,  cumbersome 
thing, 
That  you  seem  to  be  ty'd  to  with  ribband  and 

string?" 
"  Why,  that  is  my  sword." — ««  And  what  is  it  to 

do?' 
"  Kill  my  enemies,  master,  by  running  them 
tbro\» 
Kill  your  enemies ! — Kill  a  fooPs  head  of  yoai 


<i 


own; 


They  Ml    die    of  thcmsclvcs,  if  youMl   let  tbera 
alone»*' 


ANSWER  TO  A  LETtER. 
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ASSWER  TO  THE  FOLLOWIKG  LETTER, 

XBQUSSTING  THE  AUTHOR^S  SOLUTION  OP  A  RE- 
BUS, COBf  HONŁY  ASCRIBED  TO  LORD  CHESTBR- 
FIEŁD. 

Good  Mr.  Diapbanus, 

I  have  a  vcry  ereat  opinion  of  your  ingenaity, 
tnd  I  lmoqr  you  love  to  omploy  it:  if  you'l]  not 
think  the  asking  the  favoar  to  unrarel  the  follow- 
ing  rebus  too  great  an  impertinenoe^  you  will  by 
the  discorery  very  mach  oblige 
yonr  friend, 

Chwter,  and  most  ol>edient  senrant, 

March  22,  1765.  APHANUS. 

Yoall  please  to  direct  to  yonr  old 

acqoaintance,  Benj.  N s. 

THE  REBUS. 

Thb  noblest  object  in  the  works  of  art, 

Tbe  bnghtest  some  that  Naturę  can  impart, 

The  well  known  signal  in  tbe  time  of  peace, 

Tbe  point  essential  in  the  tenanfs  lease, 

The  fanner*8  comfort  when  he  holds  the  plough, 

The  soldier^s  duty  and  the  lover*^  tow, 

A  contract  madę  before  the  nuptial  tie, 

A  bkssing  ńches  never  can  snpply, 

A  spot  that  adds  new  charms  to  pretty  faces, 

An  engine  ns'd  in  fundamental  cases, 

A  planet  seen  between  the  Earth  and  Sun, 

A  prize  which  merit  never  yet  bas  won, 

A  lois  which  prudence  seldom  can  retrieye, 

The  death  of  Judas  and  the  faolt  of  Ere, 

A  part  between  the  ancie  and  the  knee, 

A  patTiot*s  toast  and  a  phy8ician'6  fee, 

A  wifc'8  ambition  and  a  parson's  dues, 

A  iniser*s  idol  and  the  badge  of  Jews. 

If  DOW  yonr  happy  genius  can  divine 

The  correspondent  words  to  every  linę, 

Bjrthe  fint  letters  wifl  be  plaialy  found 

An  ancient  city  that  is  much  renown'di 

THE  ANSWER. 

PAcas,  friend  Aphanus,  abhrnc  diebus, 
With  no  smali  plcasure  I  receiv'd  a  rebosi 
Not  that  tbe  rebus  gave  it  understand. 
Bat  old  acquaintance  Benjaniin*s  own  band: 
For  all  the  blessings  due  to  niortal  men. 
Rebus  in  omnibu^  I  wish  to  Ben. 

At  his  reque8t  I  songht  for  ancient  city 

Thatlay  conceaPd  in  cabałistic  ditty; 

So  did  we  a11— 4br  when  his  letter  came 

S(Hne  frieods  were  chair'd  around  the  focal  flame ; 

But  rebus  ont  not  one  of  all  could  make ; 

Diaphanns  hiroself  was  quite  opoike, 

Tho'  pleas*d  with  płeasing,  when  he  can  do  so. 
His  ingennity  he  love8  to  show ; 
If  soch  a  thing  falls  ont  to  be  his  lot; 
He  ia  as  free  to  own  when  it  does  not: 
Herc  he  had  nonę,  nor  any  snccedaneam, 
That  could  discorer  this  same  Herculaneum. 

AItho*  it  seemM  to  ask  when  it  appearM, 
No  great  Hcrculean  labour  to  be  clear*d ; 
So  many  different  wits  at  work,  no  doubt 
Tbe  city's  name  would  quickly  be  fbund  out ; 
But,notwithstanding  yariorum  lecture, 
The  namc  lay  saug  withoutthe  least  detecture. 


You  stand  entit!>d  herenpon  to  langh 
At  hapless  genius  in  your  friAd  Diaph. 
But  in  excnse  for  what  he  must  confess, 
Nor  men,  nor  eren  ladies  here  could  goess  | 
To  yariorum  seen,  or  yariarum. 
No  morę  of  ancient  city  than  old  Sarum. 

One  thing  howeyer  rosę  from  this  occasion, 
It  put  an  end  tó  fears  of  French  inyasion; 
And  wits,  quite  frightenM  out  of  dames  and  men, 
When  rebus  came,  came  into  'em  again  : 
Tho'  littlc  skill»d  to  judge  of  eithcr  matter^ 
Yet  tłie  morc  pieasing  puzzle  was  tbe  latter« 

You'll  think  Pm  thinking,  upon  second  thought- 
That  tho*  we  mist  of  city  that  was  sought, 
We  might  have  told  you  somewhat  of  the  gaesses 
Of  luckless  neighbours  and  of  neighbouresses  • 
So  let  us  try  to  giye  you  just  an  item :  * 

For  it  would  take  a  yolume  to  recite  'em. 

**  I  can't  divine,"  said  Chloe,  "  for  my  part, 
What  the  man  means  by  '  noblest  work  of  art,'— 
From  clock  to  tempie,  pyramid,  and  ship, 
And  twenty  diff»rent  handyworks  you  skip; 
Now,  I  dare  say,  when  all  your  votes  are  past. 
City  or  work— 'tis  Dresden  at  the  laaU" 

"Nor  !,'»  said  Phłllis, "  what  the  man  can  mean 
By  his  next  hint  of— '  NaturCs  brightest  scenę—' 
Amongst  so  many  of  ber  scenes  so  briębt, 
Who  can  deyise  which  of  'em  is  the  right  > 
To  name  a  word  where  brightest  scenę  must  lie, 
And  speak  my  own  opinion,  sirs,— 'tis  eye.»' 

"  Peace,»^  said  a  third,  of  I  fotget  what  sex, 
*  Has  well  known  signal  that  may  well  perplex| 
It  shouM  be  oliye-branch,  to  be  well  known, 
But  rebus,  unconfin'd  to  that  alone, 
May  mean  abundance,  plenty,  riches,  trade,— 
Who  knows  the  signal  that  is  berę  display  *d?» 

Thus  they  went  o&-.but,  tho'  I  stir  its  emberą, 
It  18  not  much  that  memory  remembers: 
Two  ladies  had  a  long  disputing  match, 
Whether  charm-adding  spot  was  mole  or  patch ; 
Wbile  nonę  would  yenture  to  decide  the  vole— ' 
One  had  a  patch  and  t^other  liad  a  mole 

So  « wife's  ambition'  madę  a  parted  scliool ; . 
Some  said— to  please  ber  husband — some  to  r i/e.— 
On  this  moot  point  too  rebus  would  create, 
As  you  may  guess,  a  pretty  smart  debatę/ 
Till  one  proposM  to  end  it  thus,  with  ease ; 
"  The  only  way  to  rule  him— is  to  please.*'* 

Hołd !  I  ibrgot — One  said,  a  parson*8  dues 
Was  the  same  thing  with  rhyming  « badge  of  Jcws,* 
And  tithe  was  it— hut  corn,  or  pig,  or  goose  • 
What  earth  or  animals  of  earth  produce, 
From  calf  and  lamb,  to  turnip  and  potatoe, 
Might  be  the  word— which  he  hadnought  to  say  to. 

Madę  for  excuse,  you  see,  upon  the  whołe 
The  too  great  nnmber  of  tbe  wonds  that  i>oll 
For  correspondency  to  cy»ry  linę; 
And  make  the  meant  one  tedions  to  dińne: 
But  we  suspect  that  other  points  ambiguous, 
And  eke  onfair,  contribat6  to  fatigne  us. 

For  6rst,  with  due  snbmission  to  my  betters, 
What  ancient  city  could  have  eigbteen  letters?  • 


.&QŚ 


bYROMS  POEMŚ. 


Or  more?-^for,  in  the  latter  timei,  ihc  duo  . 
May  hąye  oue  correspondent  word,  or  iwo : 
Clue  should  have  said,  if  only  one  occurt''d, 
Not  correspondent  words  to  eoch,  but  word. 

From  some  suspirions  of  a  bite,  we  guess 
The  numbcT  of  the  letters  to  be  less; 
And,  from  expre8sion  of  a  certain  cast, 
Somejoke,  unequai  to  the  pains  at  last: 
Coułd  you  have  eatd  that  all  was  right,  and  clever, 
We  shoald  have  try'd  morę  furtuiiate  endeavour. 

U  should  contain,  should  this  same  jen  de  mots, 
Cłean-pointed  tum,  short,  fiiir,  and  a-propos ; 
Wit  withottt  straining;  neatpess  without  starch ; 
Hinted,  tho'  hid;  and  decent,  tho*  »tis  arch; 
No  vile  idea  should  disgrace  a  rebus — 
Sic  dicunt  Muss,  sic  edicit  Phoebus. 

This,  Aphanns,  tho*  short  of  satisfiiction, 
Is  what  account  occurs  of  the  transaction, 
Impertinent  enough— but  you  'II  excuse 
What  your  Qwii  postscript  half  enjoin'd  the  Musc: 
She,  when  she  took  the  suddrn  łask  upon  ber, 
Believe  me,  did  it  to  oblige  your  bonour. 


THOUGHTS  ON  RHYME  AND  BLANK 

FERSR 

What  a  deal  of  impertinent  stufT,  at  this  time« 
Comes  outabout  verses  in  blank  or  in  rhyme! 
To  determine  Iheir  mcrits  by  chtical  prose, 
And  treat  the  twó  partics,  as  if  they  were  foes!— - 
It  's  allotting  so  gravely,  to  settJe  their  runk, 
AH  tbe  bondage  to  rhyme,  all  the  freedom  to 
blank,  -{repress 

Has  provok'd  a  few  rbymes  to  step  forth,  and 
The  perlantical  whim,  grown  to  such  an  excess: 

Not  to  binder  tbe  dupes  of  this  fanciful  wit 
From  retailing  its  maxims,  whene'er  they  thiok 

fitj 
But  to  caution  young  bards,  if  in  danger  to  waste 
Any  genius  for  verse  on  so  partial  a  taste; 
That  (allowiog  to  blank  all  the  real  pretence 
To  what  freedom  it  has)  if  supported  by  sense. 
For  words  without  any,  they  may  not  neglect 
Of  as  free  flowing  rhyme  the  delightful  effect. 

Herę  are  two  speCial  terms  which  the  sophisters 
mingle^ 
To'be  sauce  for  the  rest,  to  wit,  fetters,  and  jingic; 
And,  because  a  weak  writer  may  chance  to  expose 
Very  iU-chosen  words  to  such  phrases  as  those, 
The  unthinking  reflecters  sit  down  to  their  rotę, 
And  pronounce  against  rhyme  th*  undislinguishing 
Sole  original  this,  in  the  petulant  school,    [vote: 
Of  Lts  idle  objections  to  metre,  and  rule. 

For  to  what  other  fetters  are  vetses  con6n'd, 
Whether  madę  up  of  blank,  or  of  metrical  kind  ? 
If  a  man  has  not  taste  for  poetical  lines, 
Cant  he  let  them  alone;  and  3ay  what  he  designs,. 
Upon  somc  other  points,  in  hi«  unfetter^d  way; 
And  contemn,  if  he  will,  all  numerical  lay  ? 
But  the  fashłon,  forsooth,  must  aflect  the  sublime, 
The  grand,  the  pathetic,  and  raił  against  rhyme. , 

Blank  Yerse  is  the  thing— tho\  whoerer  tries 
Will  find  of  its  fetters  a  plentiAil  growtb;    [botb. 


Many  chains  tó  be  needful  to  measdre  his  groundi 
And  keop  the  sublime  within  requi8ite  bound: 
If  a  laudable  product  in  rh3rme  should,  perhaps,  ' 
Extoi*t  an  applause  from  these  exquisite  chaps, 
They  express  it  so  shily,  for  fear  of  a  fettcr — 
"  Had  the  rh3rme  been  neglocted,  it  would  ha^e 
becn  better."— 

And  80  they  begin  with  their  jingle  (or  rattie^ 
As  some  of  them  cali  it)  tbe  delicate  battle; 
"  The  sense  must  be  crampM,**  they  ery  out,  "  to 

be  surę. 
By  the  naturę  of  rhyme,  and  be  rendeT'd  obscure:** 
As  if  blank,  by  its  grandeur,  and  magnifiM  pause. 
Was  secure  in  its  fneedom  fi-om  any  such  flaws; 
Tho*  so  apt,  in  bad  hands,  to  give  readers  offence^ 
By  tbe  ratUing  of  sound,  and  the  darkuess  of  sense. 

All  the  arguments  formM,  a«  they  prose  it  along, 
And  twist  them  and  twine,  against  metrical  song, 
Presitppose  the  poor  maker  to  be  bot  a  dunce; 
For,  if  that  be  not  tnie,  they  all  vanish  at  ooce: 
I  fit  be,  what  advantage  has  bUink  in  tbe  case^ 
From  countin^*"  bad  yerses  by  unit,  or  brace? 
Nothing  eise  cau  rcsult  from  the  critical  rout, 
But,— a  blockhead  's  a  blockhead,  with  rhyine,  or 
without. 

It  came,  as  they  tell  tis,  from  ignorant  Moors, 
And  by  growth  of  fine  taste  will  be  turn'd  out  c^ 

doors: 
Two  insipid  conceits,  at  a  venture  entwin*d, 
And  void  of  all  proof  bf^th  before  and  behind: 
Too  old  its  reception,  to  tdł  of  its'age; 
Its  downikll,  if  taste  couid  but  fairly  presage, 
When  the  bees  of  the  country  make  honeyno 

morę, 
Will  then  certainly  come»-not  a  moment  bcfdre. 

Till  theD  it  will  reign,  and  while,  here  and  there 
spread, 
Blank  verse,  liko  an  aloe,  rears  up  its  'head ; 
And,  fresb  fh)m  the  hot-houie,  successfnlly  tow^ 
To  make  people  stare  at  the  hcigbt  of  its  flow*rs; 
The  Tariety,  sweetness,  and  smoothness  of  rhyme 
Will  flourish,  bedeckM,  by  its  natura!  clime, 
With  numberless  beauties;  and  frequeotly  sboot, 
If  ch(Tish'd  aright,  into  bloasom  and  firtut 

But  stufBog  their  heads,  in  thesc  classical  days, 
Fuli  of  Homer,  and  Vii^il,  and  riorace,  and  playsj 
And  finding  that  rhyme  is  in  nóne  of  the  four, 
T  is  enough,  the  finetasters  have  gotten  their  lorę: 
And  away  they  run  on  with  their  words  in  a  strin^, 
^hich  they  throw  up  at  rhyme  with  a  flnical  fling; 
But  to  reach  its  fuli  sweetness  nor  willing,  nor  able, 
They  talk  about  taste,  like  the  fox  in  the  &hle. 

To  the  praise  of  old  metre  it  quitted  tbe  stage, 
In  abhorrence  of  tregical  ranting  and  ragę; 
Which  with  heights^  and  with  depŁbs  of  distresses 
enrich^d,  [witch'd; 

Yerse  and  prose,  art  and  naturę,  and  morals  be* 
Ali  the  native  agreemeńts  of  language  disgiac^d, 
That  theatrical  pomp  might  intoxicate  taste; 
Stiil  retainlng  poor  blank,  in  its  fetters  beld  fiut, 
To  bemoan  its  bard  iate  in  romantic  bombast 

'T  is  the  snbject,  in  iine,  in  the  matter  of  sonjr,  * 
That  makes  a  blank  verse,  or  a  rhyme  to  be  wrong: 
If  unjust,  or  improper,  uncbaste  or  prophanCi 
It  dlsgraccs  alike  all  poetical  stiain: 


if  not,  the  possessor  of  tunable  skill 
Unfettcr»d#  unjingled,  may  take  wbich  be  will: 
Anyplan,  to  wbich  freedom  and  judgment  impcl— 
Ali  the  bus'nes8  he  knąj^s,  is  to  execute  well. 


At)VlCE  ON  P&EACHma 


ST.  PHIUP  NERl  AND  TlTE  YOUTH. 
Sr.  Philip  l^eri,  as  old  readings  say, 
Mrt  a  youDg  stranger  io  Roine>s  streets  one  day  i 
And,  being  ever  courteously  inclin*d 
To  giTC  young  folks  a  jwber  tum  of  mind, 
He  fell  into  discourse  witb  him;  and  thuś 
The  dialogae  they  beld  comes  down  to  ns, 

&.  Tell  me  what  brings  you,  gentle  youth,  to 
Romę? 

Y.  To  make  mysclf  a  scbolar,  sir,  I  come. 

St,  And,  when  you  are  one,  wbat  do  you  intend? 

r.  To  be  apriest,  1  bope,  8ir,  in  the  end. 

&  Sappofi^  it  so^what  have  you  next  in  View? 

F.  That  I  may  get  to  be  a  canon  too. 

SL  Wdl;  and  bow  then? 

,       . .       ^  Wby  'hen,  for  aught  I 
maybemadeabishop.  [,iow, 

—      .      .  iSP.  Be  it  80-* 

What  then? 

.   ,    ^      ^-  Why>  eardinal  »s  a  high  dcgree— . 
And  yet  my  lot  it  possiblymay  be. 

&.  Sappofle  it  waa— what  then?  * 

*..  ,,^      -  y*  ^^y»  wbo  can  say 

JJui  rte  a  chance  for  being  pope  one  day  ? 

&  WeU,  having  wom  the  mitrę,  and  red  bat. 
And  tnple  crown,  wbat  follows  after  that? 
y.  Nay,  there  is  notbing  furtber,  to  be  surę, 
Upon  this  Earth,  that  wisbing  can  procure: 
when  Pve  eojoy«d  a  dignity  so  high, 
Af  long  as  God  shall  please,  then— I  must  die. 

S.What!   must  yon  die?  fond  youth!   and  at 

tbebest 
Bnt*i»h  and  hope,  and  may  be  all  the  rest ! 
Tatę  my  adyice— wbatever  may  betide. 
For  that  wbich  must  be,  first  of  all  provide; 
Tten  think  of  that  wbich  may  be^  and  indeed, 
When  wdl  prepart,  who  knows  what  may  soc- 

cecoj 
Bat  you  may  be,  as  you  are  pleas'd  to  hope, 
irrmt,  canon,  biahop,  eardinal,  and  pope. 


ADFICE  TO  THE  REV,  MMSSkS.  B^ 

AND  H TO  PREACH  SLOW. 

BfttTHREN,  this  comes  to  let  you  know 
jMt  I  would  have  you  to  preacb  slow: 
To  pve  the  words  of  a  discourse 
Tbcir  proper  time,  and  life,  and  force  * 
To  nr^  what  you  think  fit  to  say, 
|naiedate,pathetic  wayj 
Gra«  md  delłb'rate,  as  »t  is  fit 
To  comtnent  upon  holy  writ. 

Many  a  good  sermon  gives  distaste, 
Wk-    "^  »Poke  in  too  much  basie; 
whłch.  had  it  bcen  pronouncM  with  leisure, 
Wo^ld  hAve  been  lifeten'd  to  witb  pleasure: 


And  thus  the  preacfaer  often  gahls. 
His  labour  only  for  his  pains; 
As  (łf  you  doubt  it)  may  appear 
From  ev»ry  Sunday  In  the  ycar. 

For  how  ind/sed  can  one  expect 
The  best  discourse  shotild  take  efiect, 
Unless  the  maker  thinks  it  worth 
Somo  care  and  pains  to  set  it  fortb? 
What!  does  he  think  the  pains  be  took 
To  write  it  feirly  in  a  book, 
Will  do  the  business?  not  a  bit— 
It  must  be  spoke  as  well  as  writ 

What  is  a  sermon,  good  or  bad, 
If  a  man  reads  it  like  a  lad  ? 
To  bear  some  people,  when  they  preścłu 
How  they  run  o*er  all  parts  of  speech. 
And  neitber  raise  a  word,  nor  sink, 
Our  learned  bishops,  one  would  thiiifc, 
Had  takeu  school-boys  from  the  rod, ' 
To  make  ambassadors  of  CJod* 

So  perfect  is  the  Christian  dcheme 
He  that  from  thence  shall  take  his  theme. 
And  time  to  hare  it  understood. 
His  sermon  cannot  but  be  good : 
If  he  win  needs  be  preaching  stuff. 
No  time  indeed  is  short  enough: 
E'en  let  him  read  it  like  a  letter, 
The  sooner  it  is  done,  the  better. 

But  for  a  man  that  bas  a  head, 
Like  yours  or  mine,  I M  like  to  ba^e  said, 
That  can  upon  oćcasion  raise 
A  just  remark,  a  proper  phrase* 
For  such  a  one  to  run  along, 
Tumbling  his  accents  o»er  his  tonguc, 
Shows  only  that  a  man,  at  once, 
May  be  a  scholar  and  a  dunce. 

In  point  of  sermons,  »t  is  confest, 
Our  English  clei^y  make  the  best: ' 
But  this  appears,  we  must  confess, 
Not  from  the  pulpit,  but  the  press: 
They  manage,  with  disjointed  skill, 
The  matter  well,  the  mąnner  ill  • 
And,  wbat  seems  paradox  at  first, 
They  make  the  best,  and  pieacb  the  worst. 

Would  they  but  speak  as  well  as  write 
Both  excellencies  would  unitę,  * 

The  outward  action  being  taught. 
To  show  the  strengtb  of  inward  thought  i 
Now,  to  do  this,  our  sbort-hand  scbool 
Laya  down  this  plaiti  and  generał  nile, 
«  Take  time  eiiougb»'--all  otber  graces 
Will  soon  fili  up  tbeir  proper  pkices. 


TO  THE  SAME, 

OM  PREACHING   ESTEMPORE. 

The  bint  I  gare,  some  time  ago, 
Brethren,  about  your  preaching  slow, 
You  took,  it  seems  j  and  thereupon 
Could  make  two  sermons  out  of  one  ; 
Now  this  regard  to  former  lines, 
PaW  so  suooesgfuUy,  inclines 
To  send  advice  the  second  part: 
I  Try  if  jrou  cannot  preach  by  h^rt**> 


W 


sos 

Be  not  at«trm*d,  M  i(  regard 
*ro  this  wovL\d  prove  ao  very  hard; 
The  first  admoniahment  you  fearM 
Would  8o  tum  out,  till  it  appear'd 
That  custom,  only,'  madę  to  seem 
So  dif&cult  in  your  esteem, 
Wbat,  upon  trial,  now  procures 
Your  hearers  ease,  and  also  yours. 

Do  but  consider  how  thc  caw 
Now  stands  in  fact,  in  every  place, 
Ali  Christendom  almost,  around, 
Except  on  our  reformed  ground: 
The  greatest  part,  untaught  to  brook 
A  preacher*8  reading  from  a  book, 
Would  scarce  advance  within  his  reacbj 
Or,  then,  acknowledge  him  to  preach. 

Long  after  preaching  first  began, 
How  unconceiv*d  a  reading  plan ! 
The  rise  of  which,  whatever  datę 
May  be  assign^d  to  it,  is  late: 
From  all  antiąuity  remote 
The  manuscriptal  reading  rotę: 
No  need,  no  reason  prompted,  theni 
The  pulpit  to  consult  the  pen. 

However  well  preparM  before, 
By  pond'ring,  or  by  writing  o'er 
Whathe  should  say,  still  it  was  said 
By  him  that  prcachM;  it  was  not  readt 
Could  ancient  memory,  then,  better 
Forbear  the  pońng  o'er  the  letter, 
Brethren,  than  yours?  if  youll  buttry, 
Thatfect  1 11  Ycnture  to  deny. 

Modems,  of  late,  give  proofs  enoo 
(Too  many>  as  it  seems  to  you) 
That  matters  of  religious  kind, 
Stor'd  up  within  the  thoughtftil  mind, 
With  any  care  and  caution  storM, 
Sufficient  utterancc  afford, 
To  tell  an  audience  what  they  think, 
.  Without  the  help  of  pen  and  ink. 

How  apt  to  tbink  too,  is  the  throng, 
A  preacher  short,  a  reader  long! 
Claiminic,  itself,  to  be  the  book 
That  should  attract  a  pastor's  lookt 
If  you  lament  a  carele ss  age 
Aversc  to  hear  thc  pulpit  page, 
Speak  from  within,  not  from  without, 
And  heart  to  bfeart  will  turn  about. 

Try  it;  and  if  you  cant  Bucceed, 
T  will  then  be  right  for  you  to  read; 
Altbo*  the  heart,  if  that  's  your  choice, 
Must  still  accompany  the  vołce ; 
And  tho'  you  should  sucoeed,  and  takc 
The  hint,  you  must  not  merely  make 
Preaching  extcmpore  the  view, 
But  ex  etemitate  too. 
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But  whcn  they  tcase  lis  with  it  Crom  the  pulpie 
I  own,  sir  Peter,  that  I  cannat  gulp  it 

If  on  their  rules  a  justioe  should  intiench, 
And  preach,  suppose  a  sermon,  from  the  beodi, 
Would  you  not  think  your  brother  magistrale 
Was  touch'd  a  little  in  his  binder  pate? 
Now  which  is  worse,  sir  Peter,  on  the  total 
The  lay  wagary,  or  tbc  sacecdotal  ? 

In  ancient  times,  when  preachers  pteachM  in- 
deed 
Their  sermons,  ere  the  learned  learnt  to  read, 
Anothor  spirit,  and  another  lifc, 
Shut  the  ohurch  doors  against  all  party  strife: 
Since  then,  h.ow  often  heard,  from  sacred  rostnimi, 
The  Ufeless  din  of  Whig  and  Tory  nostrums! 

'T  is  wrong,  sir  Peter,  1  insist  upon  H; 
To  common  sensc  »t  is  plainly  an  affront: 
The  parson  leayes  the  Christian  in  the  lunh, 
Wbene*er  he  brings  his  politlcs  to  church ; 
His  cant,  on  either  side,  if  he  calls  pi^chin;, 
The  man'8  wrong-headed,  and  his  brains  want 
bleaching. 

Recallthe  timefrom  conquering  William»s  rdgn, 
And  guess  the  fruits  of  soch  a  preaching  v«n: 
How  oft  its  nonsense  must  have  veer'd  about, 
J ust  as  the  politics  were  in,  or  out: 
Thc  pulpit  govem»d  by  no  goapel  data, 
But  new  success  still  mending  old  errata. 

Were  1  a  kiiig  (God  bless  me)  I  should  bate 
My  chaplains  meddling  with  affairs  of  sUtc; 
Nor  would  my  subjects,  I  should  think,  be  food, 
Whenevcr  theirs  the  Bibie  went  beyond. 
How  well,  methinks,  we  both  should  livc  togcthe, 
If  thesc  góod  folks  would  keep  within  their  tetheil 


qy  CLERGYMEN  PREACHING  POUTICS. 

TO  R— T"  *• »  ^^^' 

Tmdeed,  sir  Peter,  I  could  wish,  I  owu, 
That  parsons  would  let  jriolitics  alone; 
Plead,  if  they  w»ll,  the  custoroary  plea. 
For  such  like  talk,  whcn  o*er  a  dish  of  tea: 


MOSES^S  VIS  I  ON. 

MosES,  to  whom,  by  a  peculiar  grace, 
God  spake  (the  Hebrew  phrase  is)  facctofac^ 
CalPd  by  an  heav'nly  voice,  the  rabbins  say, 
Ascended  to  a  mountain's  top  one  day,      [««<». 
Where,  in  some  points  perplex'd,  his  miad  to 
And  doubts,  concerning  Providence,  appeart. 

Duńng  the  colloquy  divi!ie,  say  they, 
The  prophet  was  commanded  to  surrcy. 
And  mark  what  happen'd  on  the  plam  belo*: 
Therc  he  perceiv»d  a  fine,  elear  spnng  to  flow, 
Just  at  the  mounUin'8  foot;  to  which,  anon, 
A  soldier,  on  his  road,  came  ridmg  cnj 
Who,  teking  notice  of  the  fountain,  stopt, 
Alighted,  drank,  and,  in  remounting,  dropt 
A  purse  of  gold;  but  as  the  precious  load 
Feli  unsuspected,  he  pursuM  his  road: 
Scarce  had  he  gone,  when  a  young  lad  came  by, 
And,  as  thc  puree  lay  just  before  his  eye, 
He  took  it  up;  and,  fioding  its  content, 
Secur*d  the  treasure;  and  away  he  went: 
Soon  after  him,  a  poor,  infirm  old  man, 
With  age,  and  travcl,  weary  q«»5e'  f^.T"'     . 
Came  to  the  spring,  to  ąucncb  his  thirst,  au 

And  then  sat  down,  to  rest  him,  on ^bebmk: 
There  while  hc  sat,  Uie  soldier,  on  bis  tracK, 
Miasihg  his  gold,  returtfd  dircctly  back; 
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tjgbt  olThis  borse,  beg«n  to  swear,  and  carse. 

And  iskM  tbe  poor  old  fellow  for  his  purse: 

He  loictniily  protested,  o*er  and  o*er, 

Witb  huds  and  eyes  uplifted,  to  implore 

Heiv>08  attestatioD  to  the  truth,  that  he 

Nor  purse,  nor  gold,  had  everchanc'd  to  see: 

Sut  all  in  Tain;  the  onan  believ'd  him  not. 

And  dre«r  his  hword,  and  8tab'd  him  on  the  spot. 

Moses,  włth  boTRiur  and  annazement  seiz*d, 
td\  oa  his  fac^— the  vołce  diriue  was  p1eas*d 
To  gire  the  prophefs  anxioas  mlnd  relief, 
Aod  thtts  prevent  eirpostuJating  grief-— 
**  Be  DOt  Kurpris^d ;  nor  ask  bow  such  a  deod 
The  vorld's  just  Jadpre  oonid  sufler  to  succeed : 
The  child  bas  causM  the  passion,  it  is  true, 
ThatmAde  the  soldier  nin  the  old  man  thro'; 
But  know  one  fact,  tho*  nevcr  yet  found  out, 
Aod  judge  ho  w  that  won  Id  banish  ev'ry  doiibt— . 
Thii  same  old  man,  thro»  passion  once  as  wild, 
Morder^d  the  father  of  that  vcry  child." 


ON  THE  AimiOIfS  COAT  OF  ARM& 

« 

The  hedge^hog  for  his  arms,  I  would  siipposc, 
Some  sire  of  oiirs,  beloved  kiniSfolk,  chose, 
With  sim  to  hint  instruction  wisc,  and  good. 
To  n  descendants  of  his  Byrom  błood; 
t  «OQkl  iufer,  if  you  be  of  this  mind, 
Tbe  very  lesson,  that  our  sire  deśign'd. 

He  had  obsenrM  that  Naturę  gare  a  sense, 
ToerYjr  creature,  of  its  own  defence ; 
Down  from  the  lion,  with  his  tearing  jaws. 
To  the  poor  cat,  that  scratches  with  ber  paa-s; 
Ali  showM  their  force,  when  put  upon  tha  proof, 
Wherein  it  lay,  teeth,  talona,  hom,  or  hoof« 

PleasM  with  the  porcopine,  whose  natłve  art 
Is  said  to  distauce  danger  by  his  dart; 
To  nut  his  foes,  befbre  they  come  too  near, 
f  rooi  erhy  hurt  of  close  encounter  elear — 
This,  had  not  one  thing  bated  of  its  price, 
Had  beeo  ouV  wortby  ancestof  s  device. 

A  Ibe  to  Done;  but  er^ry  body'8  friend; 
Aod  łoath,  although  ofiended,  to  oflfend; 
He  iffogbtto  find  an  instance,  if  it  could. 
By  aay  creature^s  art,  be  understood, 
Thtt  might  beioken  safety,  when  attack*d; 
Yetwhere  ali  hurt  sbóuld  be  a  foe'8  own  act 

At  hst  tbe  hedge-hog;  came  into  his  thonght, 
And  gaTe  the  prrfect  emblcm  that  he  sought : 
This  little  creature,  all  offence  aside, 
Kollsap  itself  in  its  own  prickly  hide, 
Wheo  daoger  comes;  and  they  that  will  abuse  ■ 
Do  it  themselves,  if  their  own  hurt  ensnes. 

Methinks  1  bear  the  Tenerable  sage-^ 
**  ChiUren !  descendants  all  thro*  ev'ry  age ! 
Lam,  from  the  prudent  urcbin  in  yoiir  arms, 
Hov  to  secnre  yourselTes  from  worldly  harms: 
6ive  no  ofience^ — ^to  you  if  others  will, 
Tiraiły  wrapt  op  within  yourselyes,  be  still. 

*|  This  animal  is  giT^n  for  ontward  sign 
Of  iawaid,  true  security  divine : 
Sharp,  <Mk  your  minds,  let  pointed  virtues  grow, 
That,  without  injorijig,  resist  a  foe ; 
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^rround  with  these  an  honest,  hannless  heart, 
And  he,  that  dwells  in  it,  will  take  your  part, 

"  Whatfiver  illś  your  cbństian  peace  molest. 
Tum  to  the  source  of  grace,  within  your.breustc 
There  lies  your  safety — O  that  all  my  kin 
May  ever  seek  it— ^where't  is  found — within! 
That  R«ul  no  ills  can  ever  long  annoy, 
Which  makes  its  God  the  centrę  of  itsjoy.*' 
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TERSES, 

intendeh  tó  itave  bebr  spokrk  at  thb 
breaking  up  of  the  free  grammar-8chooł 
in  manchester,  in  the  year  1748,  when 
łauder*8  charge  of  płagiarism  upon  luł- 

TON  ENGAGED  THE  PUBUC  ATl^BNTION. 

THE  MASTER'S  SPEECH. 

OuH  worthy  founder,*gentIemen,  this  day,. 
Ordcrs  the  youtji  an  bonr^s  poetie  play:  " 
Me,  on  its  annual  return,  to  choose 
One  single  subject  for  their  %'arious  Muse:, 
That  you  may  see  how  Fancy  will  create 
Her  di  flf  rent  image  in  each  youngster*s  pate, ' 

Now,  sińce  our  Milton,  a  renowned  nnme, 
Had  been  attack^d  for  stealing  into  famę; 
I  told  'em — "  Lads,  now  be  upon  yourguard; 
Exert  yourseIve«,  and  save  your  famous  bard : 
He  *s  calPd  a  pla^iary— »t  is  your*s  to  show 
The  vain  reproach,  and  silence  Milton^s  foe. 

"  The  point,»»  said  I,  «  at  which  ye  now  take . 
aim, 
Remember,  as  ye  rhyme,  is  Mi1ton's  fome; 
Famę  as  a  poet  only,  as  attack*t 
For  plund'ring  ▼erses-^ne'er  contesŁ  tbe  fact; 
Defend  your  bard,  tho*  granted  •  and  confine 
To  three  times  8ix,  at  most,  your  eager  linę.'* 

Tben  lend  a  &v*ring  ear»  whilst  they  .rehearse 
Short,  and  almost  extemporary  rerse: 
A  thought  work*d  up,  that  came  into  the  mind, 
With  rbymes  tbe  first,  and  fittest,  they  coukl  find. 
Such  was  their  tank— the  boys  bare  done  their  best; 
Take  what  you  like,  sirt, — ^and  excu8e  the  rest 

FIRST  LAD. 

Milton  pursuM,  in  numbers  morę  sublime, 
Things unattempted  yet  in  prose,  or  rhyme: 
T  is  sakłj^he  bard  did  but  pretend  to  soar. 
For  snchy-— and  such— attempted  them  befbre. 

*T  is  now  an  age  ago  sińce  Milton  writ; 
The  restr^-Are  sunk  into  Obli?ion'8  pit:  . 
A  critic  diring  to  their  wreCks,  perhaps, 
HaSf  now  and  then,  bro^t  up  some  loo8en*d  scraps.  . 

We  11  not  dispute  the  value  of  them  now—* 
But,  say  one  thiog  which  critics  must  allow ; 
Which  all  the  nations  round  us  will  confega— 
Milton  alone— attempted  with  snccess. 

SECOND  LAD. 

When  Milton's  ghost  into  Elysinm  came, 
To  mix  with  claimants  for  poetie  famę. 
Same  rosę,  the  celebrated  bard  to  meet; 
Welcom^d,  and  laid  their  laurels  at  his  fieet 
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"  Immortal  Shades,**  said  hc,  "  if  aught  be 
due 
Tó  my  attempts — ^*t  is  owing  all  to  you;|' 
Then  took  the  laurels,  fre8h'ninjc  from  his  hand, 
And  crown'd  the  tempies  of  the  sacred  baad. 

Othen,  in  crowds,  stood  muttering  bebind, 
"  Who   is    the   guest?— He   loolts  as  he  were 

blind 

O !  this  18  Milton,  to  be  giire— the  man 

That  stole,  from  others,  all  his  rhymeless  plan ; 

«  From  those  conceited  gentleraen,  perchance, 
That  rush  to  hail  him  wJth  such  complaisaiice; 
Ay — that's  the  reason  of  this  fawning  fii»s; 
I  iike  htm  not — he  never  stole  from  us/' 

THIRD  LAD. 

Crime  in  a  poet,  sirs,  to  steal  a  tftought? 
No,  that  't  is  not ;  if  it  be  good  for  aught : 
»T  is  lawful  theft;  't  is  laudable  to  boot ; 
T  is  want  of  genius  if  he  does  not  do  *t: 
The  fool  admires — the  man  of  sense  alone 
Lights  on  a  happy  thought — and  makes  it  all  his 
own; 

Flies,  Iike  a  bee,  along  the  Muses*  field, 
Peeps  in,  and  tastes  wbat  any  flow'r  can  yield, 
Free,  from  the  vańous  blossom  that  he  meets. 
To  pick,  and  cull,  and  cany  home  the  sweets; 
While,  saunfring  out,  the  heavy,  stingless  drone 
Amtdst  a  thousand  sweets — makes  nonę  of  *em 
his  own. 

FOURTH   LAD. 

A  CRITIC,  once,  to  a  Miltonian,  madę 

Of  Milton*«  plagiarisms  a  long  paradę; 

To  prove  his  work  not  owing  to  his  geuiws. 

But  to  Adamus  Exul,  and  Masenius; 

That  he  had  8tol'n  the  greater  part,  by  much, 

fioth  of  his  plan,  and  matter,  from  the  Dutch: 

His  Abdiel,  his  fine  characters,  he  took. 
And  heav'nly  scenes,  from  such  and  such  a  book; 
His  hellish  too  the  same;  from  such  a  one 
He  stole  his  Pandemonium, — and  so  on— 
Till  Milton's  friend  cri'd  out,  at  last,  quite  giddy, 
**  Poh !  hołd  thy  tongue — \ie  stole  the  Devil,  did 
hfi?'» 

FIFTH  LAD. 

When  Oxford  saw,  in  ber  Radclivian  dome, 
Greek  skill,  and  Roman  ri%'al'd  here  at  home; 
Wond*ńng  she  stood;  'till  onejudicious  spark 
Addres8*d  the  crowd>   and  madę  this  fage  re- 

mark— 
"  The  most  unlicens'd  płagiary — ^this  Gibba— 
Nothing  in  all  his  pile,  but  what  he  cribs. 

"The  ground  he  builds upon  is  not  his  own — 
I  know  the  ąuarry  whence  he  had  his  ston^-- 
The  forest  too  where  all  his  timber  grow'd — 
The  forge  wherein  his  fused  mctals  flow^ik— 
In  short,  surrey  the  edifice  entire, 
n*  is  all  a  borrowM  work,  from  base  to  spire.'' 

Thus,  with  our  epic  architect,  he  deals, 
Who  says  that  Milton  in  his  poem  steals: 
Steals,  if  he  will— 4>ut»  without  licence?  no; 
Pedlars  ro  rerse,  unmcaningly,  do  so : 
Him  PhcebuB  Ucens*d;  and  the  Muset  Ninę 
QelpUl  ihe  nre  ikief  to  r^ise  up^a  design. 


S1XTH  LAD. 


Lauder, — ^tiiy  authors  Dutch,  and  German^ 
yhere  is  no  need  to  disinter,  man : 
To  search  the  mould»ring  anecdote. 
For  source  of  all  that  Milton  wrote: 
We  Ml  own— from  tbese,  and  many  morę, 
The  bard  enrich'd  his  ample  storę. 

Phoebus  himself  could  not  escape 
The  tricks  of  this  poetic  ape; 
For,  to  complete  his  daring  vole ', 
From  his  enliven*d  wheels  he  stole, 
Prometheufi-like,  the  solar  my, 
That  animated  all  his  clay. 

Prometbcus-like*  then  chain  him  down^ 
Prey  on  his  vitals  of  renown ; 
With  critic  talons,  and  with  beak, 
Upon  his  famę  thy  vengeance  wreakt 
It  grows  again  at  cv*ry  hour, 
Fast  as  the  vulture  can  devour. 

SEYENTH  LAD. 

Mil/TONUM,  Tir,  O  facinus  nefarium! 
F.xagitaYit  tanąuam  plagiarinm: 
Miramur,  hanc  qui  protulisset  thesin, 
Quid  esse,  Momus,  crederet  poesin. 
Num,  ąuieso,  vult  ut,  hic  obstetricante, 
Dicendum  sit  quod  nemo  dixit  antę  ? 

O  admirandam  hominis  Tersuti 
CallidiUtem,  qua  Yolebat  utj ! 
Dixis8et  ipse,  nimium  sccurus, 
Quod  nemo  dicet  pneseiis,  aut  futurus. 
Dum  felis  ungnes  persequentur  murem, 
Miltonnm,  scilicet,  friisse  furem. 

Exulent  ergo,  (gus  ex  effatis)  ^ 
3uicunque  nomen  usnrparint  yatis; 
NuUum  Yocemus,  prorsus,  ad  examen 
Eonim  sensum,  vim,  aut  modulanien; 
Furantur  omnes— habcamus  venim 
Poetam,  exhinc,  unicum  Lauderum ! 


A  DIALOGUE  ON  CONTENTNEST 

J.  What  ills,  dear  Phebe,  would  it  not  prcrent, 

To  leam  this  one  short  leason— "  be  content!" 

No  very  hard  prescription,  in  effect, 

This  same  content;  and  yct,  thro*  its  neglect, 

What  mighty  evils  do  we  human  eWes, 

As  Prior  calls  us,  bring  upon  oursehes ! 

Evils  that  Naturę  nerer  mcant  us  for, 

The  vacuums,  that  she  really  does  abhor: 

Of  all  the  ways  of  judging  things  amiss. 

No  instance  shows  our  weakness  morę  thaa  tius, 

That  men  on  Earth  won»t  set  thdr  hearts  it  rest, 

When  God  in  Heaven  does  all  things  for  the  besu 

What  strange,  absurd  per^enenesi!-^ 

P,  Hołd,  good  broUier, 
Don*t  put  yourself,  I  pray,  in  such  a  potber; 
IT  is  a  fine  thing  to  be  content^  wby,  true; 
*T  is  just,  and  right,  we  know,  as  well  as  ywi; 
And  yet,  to  be  so,  after  all  this  roqt» 
Sometimes  has  puzzled  you  yoarself,  I  doubt 

«  From  the  French  woid  w/,  signifying  theft. 


TOM  THŁ  SORTER. 


l^olbiathe  rigoitr  oftheirhealth,  and  streagth, 
Jilay  nil  at  discontenti  in  words  at  length; 
Wbo  yet,  when  disapijointcd  of  their  wishes. 
Will  pat  you  off  with  sorly  humphs,  and  pishes; 
"  Leff  be  coDt<nit  and  casy;" — generał  staff! 
Your  happy  people  are  content  enough; 
Kyoo  wouid  reason  to  Łhe  pnrpose,  show, 
Hov  tbey  who  are  unhappy  may  be  bo; 
Hov  tbey  wbo  an;  in  sickness,  want,  or  pain, 
May  get  tbeir  health,  i»tate,  and  eaee  again: 
aowtber— 

J.  Nay,  P.hebe,  doii't  go  on  so  fart; 
Yoar  jost  rebuke  now  suita  yonrself  at  last; 
Metbioks  you  waoder  wideły  fr(Hn  the  fiu:t--^ 
^713  not  how  you,  or  I,  or  others  act, 
TbaŁ  we  are  talking  of,  but  how  we  shou'd^ 
A  roie,  tbo*  iłl  obsenr^d,  may  still  be  good: 
Nordid  1  say  that  a  content<!d  will 
Wott4  binder  alł,  bat  many  sorts  of  iU : 
Tbif  it  will  do;  and,  give  me  leave  to  say, 
Jlocb  lessea  s&ch  as  it  can't  take  away ; 
Yousaid  yonrself,  't  was  j ust,  1  think  you  did — 

F.  Ycs,  ycs;  1  don*tdeny  it-* 

J.  Sense  fbrbid 
that  ^?tT  you  should ;   iŁ*s  practice  then,  per- 

cbance, 
UmoaitToasbard,  in  many  a  circumstance— > 

V.  Monstmtis?  why  monstrous?  letthatword 
be  barr*d, 
And  1  shaiiH  stick.  to  say,  I  think  it  hbrd, 
AiKivery  bard,  nay,  I  could  almost  add, 
That,  in  soine  caaes,  't  is  not  to  be  had — 

J.  Not  to  be  bad!  content!  it  costs  us  nought; 
Tis  purcbas^d  only  with  a  little  tbou^ht; 
We  oeed  not  fetch  it  from  a  distant  clime, 
h  may  be  found  at  home,  at  any  time; 
Oarrery  cares  contr  i  butę  to  its  growth, 
U  knows  no  check,  but  voIuntary  sloth ; 
Nonę  bat  onrseWes  can  rób  us  of  its  fruit; 
It  ftnds,  wbene^er  we  uae  it,  frasb  recruit; 
TheiBore  we  galher,  still  the  morę  it  thriTety 
Trab  u  our  hopes,  and  lasting  as  our  liyes: 
Not  to  be  bad  is  wrong ; — but  I  forgot, 
You  did  not  say  quite  absoluteły  not. 
Bot  could  almOst  bave  said  so;  the  almost, 
Peibapt,  iha  meant  against  a  florid  boast 
Of  ntcb  content  as,  when  a  trial  came 
Serene  eoougb,  woukl  hardly  oWn  its  name-« 

P.  Perbaps  it  was,  and  now  your  fire  is  spcnt, 
Yoa  cao  refiect,  1  fipd,  that  this  content, 
Whicb  yoa  are  fond  of  celebrating  so, 
Mit,  DOW  and  then,  be  difAcult  to  show, 
Sodtfiiciiltthat-*^ 


J.  Hołd  a  bit^-K>r  ten 
To  OM  tbe  cbance,  that  1  sball  fire  again ; 
Tisjuitand  right,  you  own,  as  well  As  mc ; 
How,  for  my  part,  1  rather  cboose  to  aee 
Ibefańness  of  what  is  just  and  right, 
,  Whicb  makes  it  morę  enoouraging  to  sif  ht, 
TbiB  Kancrow  hardsbips,  that  almost  declare 
Conteat  an  aa^come-at-able  affur ; 
Aad,  coBseouaitly,  tempt  one  to  distnist, 
fordUBcnlties,  what  is  right  and  just: 
iw  I  object  to  hardship ;  if  you  pleaae, 
Sboff  for  what  feason  you  object  to 


SU 

P.  Why,  for  this  reason— 4ho*  it  should  be  true, 
That  what  is  just  and  right,  is  easy  too, 
Such  csAse  is  nothing  of  a  taiklng  kind, 
But  of  right  will,  that  likos  to  be  resign*d. 
And  ehi^rishes  a  grace  which,  witli  recard 
To  the  unpractłsM,  may  sometimns  bu  hard: 
You  treat  content  as  if  it  were  a  weed, 
Of  neither  cost,  nor  culture;  when  iudeed, 
It  is  as  fine  a  tlower  as  can  be  found 
Within  tha  mind*s  liest  cultivated  ground; 
Where,  like  a  sclhI,  it  must  have  liglit  and  air 
To  help  its  growth»  according  to  the  care 
That  ownersktakc,  w  bose  pbilosophic  skill 
Will  much  depend  upon  th*?  weather  stłll;      [bad 
Good  should  not  make  them  careless,  nor  shouid 
Discourage— - 

•T.  Right,  proTlded  it  be  had, 
1  'II  not  dispute;  but  own^  what  3ruu  have  sald 
Has  hit  the  naii,directly,  on  the  head: 
Easy  or  hard,  ail  pains,  within  our  pow'r, 
Are  4'ell  bcstowM  on  such  a  charming  flow V. 


TOM  THE  PORTER. 

As  Tom  the  porter  went  up  Łudgate-hill; 
A  swinging  shoWr  oblig^d  him  to  stand  still; 
So,  in  the  iight>hand  passage  tbro*  the  gate, 
Ife  pitch*d  his  burthen  down,  just  by  the  grate^ 
From  whence  the  doleful  accent  soutids  away, 
"  Pity— *the  poor<->i^i)d  Ifungry — debton^pray." 

To  the  same  garrison,  from  Paulus  Church- 
yard, 
An  half-drowD^d  soldier  ran  to  mount  the  guard  i 
Now  Tom,  it  seems,  the  Ludgateer,  and  be 
Were  old  acquaintance,  formerly,  all  three; 
And  as  the  coast  was  elear,  by  cloudy  weather, 
They  qułckly  feU  into  discoucse  together. 

*T  was  in  Deoember,  when  the  Highiand  elana 
Had  gotto  Derbyshire  from  Preston  Pans; 
And  Btruck  all  London  with  a  generał  panic^    . 
But  maik  the  force  of  principles  Britannic. 

The  soldier  told  *em  fredh  the  city  news, 
JusI  piping  hot  from  stockjobbers,  and  Jews; 
Of  French  fleeta  landing,  and  of  Dutch  neutrality  i 
Of  jealousies  at  court  amongst  the  ąuality ; 
Of  Swarston-bridge,  that  never  was  puird  down  ; 
Of  all  tbe  rebels  in  fuli  march  to  town ; 
And  of  a  hundred  things  beside,  that  madę 
Lord  may*r  himself,  and  aldermen  afraid ; 
Painting  with  many  an  oath  the  case  in  view, 
And  ask*d  the  porter — what  he  thought  to  do? 

"  Do  ?••  says  he,  gravely-*-*«  what  I  did  beforej 
What  1  have  done  these  thirty  years,  and  morę; 
Carry,  as  t  am  like  to  do,  my  pack, 
Glad  to  maintain  my  belly  by  my  back ; 
If  that  but  hołd,  I  care  not ;  for  my  part, 
Come  as  come  will,  >t  shall  never  break  my  heart| 
I  don*t  see  folka  that  flght  about  their  throncs, 
Mind  eilher  aoldiers'  flesh,  or  porters*  bones^ 
Whoe*er  gets  better,  when  the  battle>s  fought, 
Thy  pay  nor  minę  will  be  adranc^d  a  groa^^ 
—•But  to  the  pnrpose-^now  we  are  met  here, 
I  'II  join,  if  t'  will,  for  one  ftill  mug  of  beer.*> 

The  soldier,  tonch'd  a  little  with  surprise 
To  sca  hts  friend'8  indiffisrence,  replie^^ 
"  What  yon  say,  Tom,  I  own  is  very  good, 
Biitp-«our  religion  !**  (and  be  d— bM  hb  btood) 


212 


BYROM*S  POEM& 


«*  What  win  b«  cwnc  of  our  religion  I" — **  Tnie !" 
Says  the  jall-bird — "  and  of  our  freedom  too  ? 
If  the  Pietendcr"  (rapt  he  out)  "  oomeH  on, 
Our  liberties  and  properties  are  gone  !** 

And  so  the  soldicr  and  the  pns'ner  joiu'd 
To  work  up  Tom  into  a  bettcr  mind; 
He  starinj?,  dumb,  with  wonder  struek  and  pity, 
Took  up  bis  load,  and  trudg'd  into  the  city. 


ANEPISTLE  TOAFRIEND, 

ON    THE    AKT    OF    EMGUSU   POEIRY. 

Thb  ort  of  English  poetry,  I  find, 
At  present,  Jenkins,  occupies  your  mind ; 
Yoo  have  a  vast  desire  to  it,  you  say. 
And  want  my  help  to  put  you  in  the  way; 
Want  me  to  tell  wliat  books  you  are  to  read; 
How  to  begin,  at  first,  and  how  procced — 

Now,  tho'  in  short-hand  I  may  weli  pi-etend 
To  giTe  directions,  my  Salopian  friend, 
As  baving  had  the  honour  to  impait 
Its  fuli  perfection  to  tbat  English  art; 
Which  you,  and  many  a  sagacious  youth,         ' 
By  surę  experience,  know  to  be  the  truth; 
Yet  how,  in  mattcrs  of  poetic  reach, 
Untaught  myself,  shall  1  pretend  to  teach? 
Weil  I  remember  that  my  younger  brcant 
The  aame  desire,  that  reigns  in  3rour8,  possest; 
Me,  numbers  flowing  to  a  measur'd  time, 
Me,  BU'f  etest  grace  of  English  yerae,  the  rhyme, 
Choice  epitbct,  and  smooth  dcscriptLire  linę, 
Conspiring  all  to  iinish  one  desigu, 
Smit  with  dclight,  fiiU  negligent  of  prose. 
And,  tbro*  merę  likii^:,  tempted  to  compose. 
To  ratę,  according  to  my  schoolboy  Brhemes, 
Ten  lines  in  verse  worth  half  a  huudred  themes. 

Without  one  liviog  person  to  consult, 
The  ycars  went  on,  from  tender  to  adułt; 
And,  as  for  poring  to  conealt  the  dead, 
Truły,  that  never  came  into  my  łieadi 
Not  Homer,  V^irgil,  Horace!  (if  youask) 
Why,  yes,  the  rod  wouideend  me  ti>  the  task; 
fiut  all  the  consułtation  that  came  out 
llad  its  own  end— to  'scape  the  whipping  bout. 
Beside,  if  subject  wanted  to  be  sung, 
The  Mttse  was  question*d  in  the  vulgar  t6ngue; 
Who,  if  sbe  could  not  answer  well  iu  that, 
Wonld  hardly  mend  berself  in  Greek  or  Lat 

But  poor  encouragement  for  you  to  hope 
Tliat  my  instructions  will  attain  the  scppe: 
. Y«t  siaoe  the  help,  which  you  are  pieasM  to  seek, 
.Does  BotjConcem  the  Latm,  or  the  Greek ; 
In  nnctent  classics,  tho'  but  little  read, ' 
I  know  and  care  as  little  what  they  said, 
In  plain,  familiar  English,  for  your  sake, 
This  untry^d  pravince  I  will  undertake ; 
And  rules  for  Terse  as  readily  instill, 
As  if  abiłity'had  equalPd  will: 
Fair  stipulation,  first,  on  either  side, 
In  form,  and  manner,  berę  annex*d,  imply^d— 

Conditions  are^->that,  \(the  Muse  shouJd  err, 
You  gave  th^pccasion,  and  must  pardon  her: 
If  aught  occur,  on  sitting  down  to  try, 
That  may  deserye  the  casting  of  your  eye; 
If  hint  ariae,  in  any  sort,  to  suit 
With  your  inlcut— you  sball  be  welcome  to?t» 


YoH  may  remember,  wfaen  yoo  flrst  bcgat 
To  learn  the  truły  tachygraphic  plan, 
How  trąci ng,  step  by  step,  the  slmplest  linę. 
We  groundcd,  rais^d,  and  fuiisb^d  our  deugnj 
H>}W  we  exam'm'd  language,  and  its  pow^rs. 
And  then  adjusted  cvVy  stroke  to  ours: 
Whilst  the  same  mcthoci,  followM,  in  the  main, 
Madę  uther  matters  morę  concisely  płaia; 
Madę  English,  French,  Italian— Hebrewtoo— 
Appear  the  clearest  in  a  8h*>rt-band  view; 
Which,  in  all  points,  where  language  wai  coft. 

cern'd, 
Exp)ałn*d  how  best,  and  soonest  they  werelearaM* 
Show*d  where  to  end,  as  well  as  to  commence, 
At  that  one  central  point  of  vieii'— good  sense. 

There  fiic  your  eye  then^^if  you  meao  to  writt 
Vcrse  that  is  fit  to  read,  or  to  recite: 
A  poet,  slighting  this  initial  nile, 
U  but,  at  best,  an  artrficial  fool ; 
Of  learning  verse  quite  needless  the  espensp, 
Plain  prose  mightserTc  to  show  his  want  of  sam. 

But  you,  who  have  it,  and  would  giTe  to  pron 
The  grace,  that  English  poetry  bestows, 
Consider  how  the  shart-hand  M;heme,  io'part, 
May  be  apply*d  to  tbe  poetic  art: 
To  write,  or  read  in  that,  yoo  understood, 
There  nmst  be  sense,  and  sense  that  onst  be 

good; 
The  morę  that  words  were  proper  and  enet, 
In  book,  or  speech,  the  morę  we  could  contnct: 
The  band,  you  know,  became  a  kind  of  test, 
Iu  this  respect,  what  writings  were  the  best, 
If  incorrect  the  language,  or  absurd, 
It  cost  the  fiiUer  noting  of  each'  word; 
But,  when  morę  apt,  grimimatical,  and  true, 
Fuli  oft  a  letter  for  a  word  would  do. 

Form  to  yourself,  directly,  the  design 
Of  80  constructing  a  poetic  linę; 
That  it  may  cost,  in  writing  it  our  way, 
The  least  expense  of  ink,  as  one  may  say; 
That  woni,  or  phrase — in   measure  tbat  yo« 

please, — 
Ma)*^  come  the  nearest  to  prosaic  ease : 
You  *I1  see  the  cases  from  the  rule  exempt, 
Whilst  it  directs,  in  generał,  your  attempt; 
How  word,  or  sentence,  you  may  oft  tnmspose^ 
And  Ycrse  be,  still,  as  natural  as  prose. 

As  natural— for,  tho'  we  cali  it  art, 
The  worth  in  poetry  is  Nature^s  part^ 
Hero     artis  est  celare  artem — here, 
Art  must  be  bid  that  Naturę  may  appear; 
So  lie  conceaPd  behind  the  sbining  glass, 
That  Nature^s  image  may  the  best  repass: 
All  o^er,  jndeed,  must  quick$ilver  be  spread, 
But  all  its  uselcss  motion  miftt  lie  dead. 

The  art  of  swimmingw-ncxt  that  comes  ts 
mim^ 
Perhaps  may  show  yoa  what  is  here  desigti^d: 
A  yoong  beginuer  stniggling,  you  may  see, 
With  all  bis  migbt^-^  wa^  so  at  least  with  in»* 
Wjth  all  the  splutter  of  his  limbs  to  swim. 
And  keep  bis  brains,  and  breatb,  aboTe  the  brio; 
Whilst,  the  morę  eager  he  to  gain  his  art, 
The  sooner  ev'ry  limb  is  thrown  athwart; 
TiU  by  degrees  he  learas,  writh  less  ado, 
And  gentler  stroke,  the  purpose  to  puriue; 
To  Nature^s  motions  poising  he  cooforms. 
Nor  puts  tb'  onwilling  element  in  stonns ; 
Taugfaty  as  tbo  smoothor  wave  shajl  yidd,  to  yif^ 
And  mJe  tb^  surfiace  of  the  wat'ry  field. 
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Smib  af  jon  ean  ihen,  learn  to  lay  aside 
AO  wild  eodewoun  againsŁ  Nature^s  tide; 
Whidi  waj  »be  bends  take  notice,  and  comply ; 
Tle Yetsethat will  not,  barn,  orthrow  it  by: 
May  be  tbe  snbjecŁ  does  not  suit  y oar  skill— 
Difinifs,  dismiss— tili  one  comes  up  tbat  will: 
If  fense,  if  Naturę  sniccour  uot  the  theme, 
Ali  art  and  akill  is  strife  a^nst  the  stream; 
If  tbey  assist  to  wajt  your  ver8es  o*ery 
Stfftcb  forward,  and  possess  the  wish^d-for  shore. 

T  was  from  a  certain  native  sense,  and  wit, 
Tbat  caoie — Poeta  nascitur,  non  fiU« 
Adage  Ibrbidding  any  rfayming  blade, 
Tbat  was  not  born  a  poet,  to  be  madę: 
Por  if  10  aing,  (in  musie)  or  to  hear, 
Reqaire  a  natura!  good  voice,  or  ear; 
If  lit  and  ru)e  but  awkwaidly  advanoe, 
Withoat  a  prerions,  ptiant  shape,  to  dance, 
Wefl  may  tbe  Muae,  before  sbe  can  inspire, 
Tettatile  fbrce  of  subtle  wit  reąuire. 

Of  tiris  if  critics  shouJd  demand  a  sign^ 
ftroof  inciination  should  be  one  of  minę; 
A  fut  desire  is  aeldom  known  to  spring. 
Bat  vhere  tbere  w  Mwae  fitness  for  the  thing: ' 
Tbo*,  by  ttatoward  circuuistances  oheck'd, 
Tbere  lies  a  geniua,  but  withont  effect ; 
Many  a  fine  plant,  ancnltivated,  diea; 
And  worae,  with  morę  encouragement,  may  rise: 
De»  Mecsnatet — ^wbat  had  Maro  been, 
Had  not  Mecttnas  rais^d  tlie  Muse  within  ? 

Yoan,  honest  pupil,  wben  you  are  inclin*d, 
May  Tersify,  accocding  to  your  mind ; 
Sbe  bas  no  reaaon,  to- no  patron  ty*d. 
To  pnMtitate  her  fa^oura  to  a  aide; 
Nor  to  Caiae  taate,  if  any  auch  the  age 
Sbail  nm  into,  to  sacrifioe  herpage; 
Mocb  less,  wtth  any  vicioos  topie  Tile, 
An  art  of  chaater  offspring  to  defile : 
Ali  renę  unworthy  of  an  fingłiah  -Muae, 
Ofsbort-baod  race,  ahe  may,  and  mustreiuse. 

Ancient  aad  modem  aptitude  to  run 
lato  sonie  errours,  which  you  ougbt  to  ahun, 
Wni  DOW  and  Łhen  occasion,  1  foresee, 
In  placf,  or  out,  a  pnecipe  Arom  me: 
Wben  tbia  abalt  happen,  neirer  stand  to  try 
Tbr  wbere  of  its  appearance,  but  the  wby ; 
Lot,  by  autborities,  or  old,  or  new, 
Yoa  should  be  tempted  to  incur  them  too; 
Sipce  the  most  celebrated  namea  infer 
Nu  sort  of  privile^e  in  you  to  err : 
Far  firom  it— eveuy  where  tbey  may  excel, 
fiareiy  Ło  imitate  is  not  so  well; 
Madi  less  should  their  authority  prerail, 
Or  warrant  you  to  ibllow,  where  they  faiJ. 
T  is  Dot  to  aeai^  for  precedents  alone, 
Botbow  to  form  a  judgment  of  your  own; 
lowriting  ver9e  tbat  is  your  main  affair. 
Mała  end  of  all  my  monitory  care, 
Who  bate  scrrtlity  to  common  law, 
Tbat  keeps  an  equitable  right  in  awe; 
By  iKe  and  custom  jnstifiea  its  lot, 
Its  modes,  and  faahions,  whether  right,  or  not; 
C.'ainps  the  free  genius,  elips  the  Muse*s  wing. 
And  to  one  poet  ties  anothci'B  string  ; 
Pinoducing,  from  their  hardly  various  lines, 
So  many  copies,  and  so  few  dcsfigns. 

By  ndther  namea,  nor  oumbers,  be  det(*Tr^d; 
Nor  yield  to  mix  amongst  tbp  servile  herd: 
Eiert  thelibeity,  which  all  .^  jw, 
Tbo*  alaTct  in  practice— and  begin  just  now. 


Begin  with  me,  and  construe  what  I  write. 
Not  to  ppeclude  your  judgment,  butexcite; 
Just  aa  you  once  examin'd  what  I  taught, 
From  Ibst  to  fbst,  with  unaddicted  thought^ 
So  wbite,  at  your  Tequest,  I  venture  here 
To  play  the  master,  see  tbat  all  be  elear ; 
Pre8erve  the  freedom,  which  you  atways  took; 
Nor,-if  it  teach  amiss,  regard  the  book. 

Thus,  unencumber'd,  let  us  movc  along, 
As  road  sball  lead  us,  to  the  mount  of  song; 
Stiil  keepiue,  so  far  by  agreement  ty'd, 
Good  Yerae  iu  prospect^  and  good  sense  for  guide. 


Semse  presupposM,  and  reaólute  intent 
To  regttlate  thereby  poetic  t>ent, 
Let  us  examine  language  once  i^in, 
As  erst  we  did  to  regołate  the  pen ; 
And  then  observe  bow  the  peeoliar  frame 
Of  words,  in  English,  may  ossiat  your  aim. 

The  ond  of  speech,  Youchsaf  M  to  human  kind^ 
Is  to  expre8S  conceptiona  of  the  mind : 
By  ^inted  speech,  or  writing*s  wond^roua  aid^ 
The  lines  of  thought  are  legibly  display*d ; 
Iu  any  place,  at  any  time  appear, 
And  silent  figurę  speaks  to  mental  ear; 
Surprising  pennanence  of  meaning,  found 
For  distant  moice,  and  momentary  sound : 
Whether  by  HeaT'n,  at  first,  tbe  huge  effect 
Reveal'd,  or  by  inventive  wit— reflect 
What  good  may  foUow,  if  a  man  ekert 
The  talent  right,  what  iłl,  if  he  pervert ; 
And  to  exertion,  whether  good,  or  bad, 
What  strength  eugaging  poetry  may  add ; 
Tbat,  if  succeasful  in  your  present  drift, 
You  may  not  riak  V>  deaecrate  the  gift. 

You  see,  in  speaking,  or  by  aound,  or  ink^ 
The  graiMl  inceptiire  caution  is^— to  think ; 
To  mepisure,  ponder,  ruminate*digest,  •>' 

Or  phrase  whatever,  that  betokens  beat 
A  due  attention  to  make  art,  and  skill, 
Turn  all  to  good,  or  least  of  all  to  iii; 
Xever  to  give,  on  any  warm  pretence. 
To  just  observers  cauae  of  just  o^nce: 
To  truth,  ti>  good,  undoobtedly,  belong 
The  skill  of  poets,  and  the  charms  of  song. 

lo  yerse,  or  prose,  in  naturę,  or  in  art, 
The  head  begins  the  morement,  or  the  heart ; 
If  both  unitę,  if  both  be  elear  and  sound, 
Then  may  perfection  in  a  work  be  fbund ; 
Then  does  the  preacher,  then  the  poet  shine, 
Andjostly  take  thetttle  of  divine. 
By  comrooB  sense  the  wortd  bas  been  all  led 
To  make  diiftinction  of  the  heart  and  head ; 
Distinction  worthy  of  your  keenest  ken, 
In  paasing  jodgment  upon  books,  and  men; 
Upon  yourself,  beforc  you  sbaU  submit 
To  other  judges  what  yourself  has  writ 

The  heart,  the  htad,  it  may  suffice  to  note« 
Two  diiTrent  kinds  of  poetry  promote ; 
One  morę  subłirae,  morę  sacred,  and  severe, 
That  shincs  in  Poctry's  cel^^itial  sphere; 
One  of  an  useftil,  tho*  an  humUer  btrth, 
That  ornaments  ics  lower  globe  of  Earth; 
Thcse  we  ahall  here  ascribe,  if  you  think  fit« 
One  to  good  aeufte,  tłie  other  to  good  wit; 
And  grant  that,  wbichsoe^er  be  (lisplay*d, 
It  must  have  somethinff  of  the  other's  aid; 
Without  some  wit  soiidity  is  duli, 
As  bad  the  sprightiy  nonsense«  to  the  fuli. 
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BYROMS  POEMS. 


To  clotbe  them  botb  in  language,  and  by  nile, 
Let  U8  again  reyise  the  śhort-łiand  school, 
And  tracę  the  branching  stamens  of  discourse 
From  their  most  pląin  and  primmeiiy  resource. 
Four  parts  of  speech,  you  know,  we  urM  to  make 
The  best  arrangement,  for  inqoiry's  sake; 
And  how,  spotitaneous,  to  detcriiiiiie  tbose, 
The  noun,  and  adnoun,  verb,  and  adverb  rosę, 
Occurring  bints,  but  to  no  stiffuess  ty^d 
Of  formal  method,  let  these^four  divide; 
Tbey  do,  in  fact,  partiŁion  out,  you  know, 
The  sense  of  words,  as  fur  as  words  can  go; 
For  of  athing  the  elear  ideał  sense, 
The  propertics  tbat  really  spring  from  thenoe, 
Actions,  and  modes  of  action  that  ensue, 
Must  alt  unitę  to  make  the  language  tnie; 
If  false,  some  one  or  other  of  these  (our 
UnTeils  delusion  enfring  at  its  door ; 
JBut— wonted  lessons  I  sball  here  pass  by, 
Trusting  to  yourremembrance~and  apply, 

The  noun,  the  name,  the  substaotive^  the  thing, 
Let  represcnt  the  subject  that  you  sing: 
The  main,  essential  matter,  whereupon 
You  mean  to  set  the  Muse  at  work  anon: 
E*er  you  beg^n  the  ver8c  that  you  intcod, 
Respice  finem*«>tbink  upon  its  end; 
One  single  point,  on  which  you  are  to  iix, 
Must  goyem  all  that  you  shall  intermix; 
Before  you  ąuest  for  circumstances  ronud, 
Peg  down,  at  first,  the  centrę  ofyour  ground; 
Eaoh  periodic  incident  when  pa^t, 
£xamine  genUy  whether  tbat  be  fast: 
How  can  you  help,  if  it  should  c'er  come  out, 
Mistaking  quite  the  point  you  are  about? 
How,  with  no  tether  fixM  to  your  designs, 
Help  incoberent,  loose,  unmeaning  linesł 

You  need  not  ask  of  classic  Romę,  or  Greece, 
Whetłier  your  work  should  all  be  of  a  piece; 
Tbę  thing  is  plain-^nd  all  that  rnle  can  tell 
lf-««Memoraadum  to  obserre  it  irell ; 
To  fiame,  wbatever  you  shall  interaperse 
Of  decoration,  well  connected  Terse; 
That  shall,  whatever  may  ucross  be  spread, 
From  end  to  enó,  maintain  an  equal  thread; 
That  botch,  or  patch,  or  clumsy,  awkward  seam 
Mar  not  poetic  unity  of  theme, 

This  theme,  or  subject,  for  your  Engiish  Muse 
jpelongs,  of  right,  to  you  and  her  to  choose : 
Your  own  unbiasa^d  inołinations  best 
The  freer  topics  for  a  ^erse  suggest  ^ 
All,  within  bound  of  innocence,  is  free; 
And  you  may  rangę,  without  consulting  me, 
The  just,  delightful,  and  exten6ive  sphere; 
AU  eise,— what  neeid  of  caution  to  forbear? 
Nonę*— if  the  bards,  and  some  of  them  renonmiM, 
Had  not  transgrest*  and  overIeap'd  the  bound ; 
This  may  indeed  bid  you  to  have  a  care. 
Me,  to  renew  the  warning,  to  beware; 
While,  unrestrainM,  you  set  yoursclf  the  task, 
Łet  it  be  harmless,  and  H  is  all  I  ask, 

Some,  to  be  surę,  morę  excellent,  and  grand, 
Your  practis^d  genius  may  in  time  demand; 
To  thcfie  in  view,  no  doubt,  you  may,  in  will, 
Devote,  at  prezent,  your  completer  skill; 
And  whilst,  in  little  essays,  you  ezpress, 
Or  clothe  a  thought  in  veri»lfying  drcss. 
On  fair  ideas  they  may  tum,  and  just. 
And  pave  the  way  to  something  morę  august: 
jjf  well  your  earlier  specimens  intend, 
^ropi  smali  heginninfcs  you  may  greątly  md } 


Write  what  the  f  ood  may  pratae,  as  tbey  peno^ 
And  bless,  with  no  unfniitful  famę,  the  Muse. 

A  youthful  Muse,  a  sprightly  on€,  may  criTe 
To  iutermix  the  checrful  with  the  grar^— 
Indulge  her  choice,  nor  stop  the  flowing  stream, 
Where  rerse  adoma  an  łnoffien8ive  theme. 
UnwillM  endeavour  is  the  same  as  &int. 
And  brisk  will  languish  if  it  feel  constraint: 
From  task  impos*d,  from  any  ktnd  of  force, 
A  stiiF,  and  starch'd  production  comes,  of  coone; 
Uniess  it  suit,  as  it  may  chanoe  to  do, 
The  preseut  humour  of  the  Muse,  and  you : 
Sooner,  so  ask'd,  that  willing  numbers  llow, 
The  morę  acoeptable,  and  a^propos; 
Tho*  prompt,  if  proper  the  occasion  riae, 
Her  iiiinbler  aid  no  gen^rous  Muse  deniea; 
But  if  a  fair  and  friendly  całl  inrite, 
Speeds  on  the  verse  to  opportune  delight ; 
Cuts  all  delays  to  satisfiKtion  short, 
When  firiends  ąnd  seasons  are  in  temper  for't: 
As,  by  Ihia  prcsent  writingy  one  may  sec, 
DearMuse  of  minę,  is  just  the  casc  with  thee. 

A  gen'rous  Muse,  1  must  again  repeat, 
Disdains  the  poor,  poetical  oonceit 
Of  poaching  verse,  for  personal  repnte. 
And  writing<«K)n]y  to  be  thought  to  do  't; 
Without  regarding  one  of  its  chief  eods, 
At  once  to  profit,  and  to  pleasure  liriends. 
Tho*  to  the  bard  sbe  dictate  first  tlie  linę;, 
The  reader*s  benefit  is  her  design : 
Mistaken  poets  seek  for  private  feme; 
*T  is  gen*ral  use  that  sanotifies  the  name. 

Be  free,  and  choose  what  subject  then  yan  will, 
But  keep  your  readers  in  remembrance  stiłl, 
Your  futurę  judgea — tho'  »t  is  tn  your  chdice 
In  what  committeea  who  ahall  have  a  Toice: 
Tlieir  satisfaction  if  the  Muse  prefers, 
And  their  esteem,  who  jurtly  roerit  bers, 
They  who  do  uot,  however  prompt  of  throafc. 
Stand  all  excluded  from  the  legał  TOte. 
Ycrse  any  readers,  for  whom  verae  ia  writ, 
May  to  the  press,  or  to  the  fiamea  commit: 
A  poet  signs  the  judgment  on  his  Tcrse, 
If  readers,  worthy  to  be  pleas^d,  rehearse; 
But,  when  the  blookheads  meddle  in  the  canse, 
Laughs  at  their  blame,  and  smiles  at  their  ap- 
plause, 

T  will  add  to  fiiture  versifying  eaae 
To  think  on  jndges,  whom  you  ought  topkase; 
To  fancy  some  oi  your  selected  firiends 
Discussing  points,  to  which  a  subject  tcnds; 
By  whom  you  piiess  it  would  be  well  discussM, 
And  judgment  form'd,  that  you  might  safely  tiurtj 
If  you  conceive  thein  sitting  on  the  bench, 
Hints,  what  is  fit  to  add,  ór  to  retrench, 
Anticipating  Fancy  may  supply. 
And  save  the  tronbłe  to  the  real  cye: 
Judgment  awaken'd  may  improve  the  theme 
With  righter  verdict,  tho>  the  court  's  a  dream. 


ON  INOCULATIOy. 

WRITTEN  WHEN   IT  FIRST  BEGAN  TO  BI  PłAC- 
TISED  IN    ENGŁAND. 

I  HEAftU  two  neighbours  talk,  the  other  night, 
About  this  new  distempćr-giving  phin, 

Which  some  so  w.  «ig,  and  others  think  so  ńght; 
Short  was  the  dialogue— and  thus  \i  rtau 
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**  If  I  bad  tvpcnty  cfaildien  of  my  own, 
1  WDoJd  inocnłate  them  ev*ry  one.—" 

*•  Ay,  bot  Mhould  asy  oftbem  die!  what  moan 
Wotild  thea  be  madę,  for  veiitYing  thereupon  ?" 

"  No;  I  should  Łbink  Łhat  I  bad  done  the  beat  j 
Aad  be  resifnuMi  wbateTer  sbould  befall.<^** 

"  Bot  could  you  really  be  to,  quite  at  re&t?*' 
"I  ooald**— *^  Tben  why  inoculate  at  ail? 

"Since  to  resign  a  child  to  God,  who  gave, 
U  (oM  as  easy,  and  as  just  a  part, 

Wben  sick,  and  led  by  Naturę  to  the  gi'ave, 
As  wbeo  io  health,  and  di*iv'n  to  it  by  Art." 


JS  ANSfFER  TO  SOME  ly^UmiES, 

eOKESIfIKO  THE  AI1THOR'9  OPIMION  QfW  A  8SR* 

MON  PAKACH  BU  AT UPOM  THB  OPER  ATION 

Of  TUE  HOŁY  8P1RIT. 

Sat  to  the  termon?— >WIiy,  yon  all  were  by. 
And  heard  its  whole  contents,  a«  well  as  I — 
Wtthoot  discussing  what  the  preacher  said, 
1 11  tell  you,  lira,  what  came  into  my  head. 

While  be  went  on,  and  Icamedly  perplext 
The  gennine  meaning  of  his  chosen  text, 
I  cast  my  eyes  above  hiro,  and  explor*d 
The  dore-Uke  form  upon  the  sounding  board. 

Tbat  bird,  thougbt  I,  waR  put  there  as  a  sign 
What  kiod  of  spirit  guides  a  good  divłne: 
Soch  as,  at  first,  taught  preacbcrs  to  impart 
Tbe  pure  and  simple  gospel  to  the  beart: 

A  perfect,  plain,  intełUgible  nde, 

WithouŁ  the  dark  distinctiońs  of  the  schooi ; 

That,  with  a  nicc,  sopbistical  disguise, 

Hide  tbe  c!ear  preoepts  from  the  peop]e*8  eyes, 

Wbaterer  doctr  ine  in  one  age  was  true, 

Must  nceds  be  so  in  all  tucceeding  too; 

IW  (ńrcomstance  may  cbaoge— its  inwaid  aim, 

Thro*  ev*Ty  outward  state,  is  still  the  same. 

No  thinking  Chrintian  can  be  pleasM  to  hear 
Men,  who  pretend  to  make  the  Scripturę  elear, 
With  Iow  remarks,  upon  the  Ictter  play. 
And  take  tbe  spirit  of  it  quite  away. 

Betime,  or  place,  or  person,  or  what  will, 
Ur^  in  sopporl  of  such  a  wretched  skill, 
Itall  amoonta  bat  to  a  vain  prctence^ 
That  robi  the  Gospel  of  its  real  sense. 

Tanght  by  the  Savioar,  and  by  holy  men, 
Tii  now  the  very  same  that  it  was  tben; 
Kot  to  be  alter^d  by  unhallowM  pains; 
Tbe  world  may  vary,  but  the  truth  rcmains. 

Its  consecrated  pbraacs,  one  would  think, 
Thatpńests  and  pulpits  were  not  madę  to  sink  j 
Propbanerwits  can  do  it  that  disgrace — 
What  aeed  of  Ao/y  onkri  in  the  case  > 

Tbe  nodish  critical  haranguer,  heard, 
May  be  admlr*d;  may  be  perhaps  preferr^d; 
Who  sinks  the  dictates  of  tbe  sacred  pago 
I>owQ  to  the  maxims  of  the  present  ag oi 


But  o*er  bis  somding  canopy,  why  briog 
The  hanniess  dove  to  spread  its  hov*riDg  wing^ 
How  in  the  churdh  by  such  a  shape  expresŁ 
Fulness  of  brain,  and  emptiness  of  breast? 

Of  heads  so  fattenM,  and  of  bearts  so  starrM, 
A  diiferent  emblcm  should,  methinks,  be  car>'^d; 
The  owi  of  Atheua,  and  not  Sion*s  dove, 
The  bird  of  leaming— not  tbe  bird  of  love. 


REMARKS  ON  DR,  BROJVN*S  ESTIMATE, 

WRITTEM  IN  THE  CHARACTBR  OF  A  ŁADY. 

The  book  appears  to  my  perusing  sight, 
So  rambling,  scambiing,  fiorid,  and  polite» 
That  tho*  a  manly  skill  may  tracę  the  clue, 
A  simple  female  knows  not  what  to  do; 
Wbere  to  begin  remark,  or  where  to  close, 
Lost  in  a  thousancU^beautiea,  I  suppoae. 

One  seemiog  proof  of  such  a  coalition 
Of  num*roos  beauties  is-«a  6fUi  edition; 
As,  rcading  authors,  1  liave  just  now  found 
Intbe  Whitehall — ^price  threeand  8ixpence  bound: 
Many  a  good  book,  but  less  of  print  concise, 
Less  clt-an  of  margin,  sclls  for  bal f  the  price. 

So  that  the  nation  grows  in  books,  'tis  plain, 
**  Luxurious,  efieminate  and  vain':'' 
That  is  the  pnrcbaserfr— or,  if  I  durst, 
I  would  have  said  the  writers  of  *€^m  first; 
And  the  luxuńant  framer  of  this  plan, 
First  of  the  first,  should  be  the  lea<rmg  man 

Somcwhere  before  the  middle  of  tbe  book, 
It  sccms  the  author,  whom  I  really  took 
But  for  a  politician,  was  in  fine. 
To  my  Burprise,  a  protestant  divine: 
A  protestant  divinc !  in  whose  high  flight 
The  question  capital  is— who  aball  fghi*P 

Not  whoshall  p/7y — as  some  divines  have  plann'd. 
One  has  heard  tell,  the  capital  demand: 
Both  needloss  questions  when  dirioes  arose 
Who  neither  su'd  their  friends  nor  fought  thair 
Now  what  morę  vain,  effemiuate,  Iuxurious,  [foes. 
Than  parson's  talk,  so  capitally  furious? 

Truły  the  works  of  ilistaiTand  of  needle 
Are  worth  whole  rolumes  of  coumgeous  Tweedle; 
'With  the  sum  total — "  Britons !  all  be  free;     ' 
Takethc.brown  musket  up,  and  fbllow  me: 
I^t  us  be  stron ff,  be  hardy,  sturdy,  rough ; 
Till  we  are  all  beatiil^d  in  buff.^ 

^  '<  We  may  with  truth  and  candonrconclnde  that 
the  ruling  character  of  the  present  times  is  that  of 
a vain,Iuxurious,  and  selfi^h  eiTeminacy."  Brown% 
Estiraate.   Sect.  6. 

*  *'  It  hath  been  urged  inde«id  as  a  proof  that  tbe 
natural  spirit  of  dcfence  is  not  yet  eKtinguisbed, 
that  we  raised  such  largc  sums  during  tbe  Rebrt- 
lion,  and  still  continuc  such  plentiful  supplies  for 
tlie  support  of  o«r  fleets  and  armies.  This  is  weak 
rcasouing:  for  will  not  cowanlice,  at  least  as  soon 
as  courage,  part  witłi  a  shilling  or  a  pound  to 
avuid  danger? — The  capital  quesUon  therefore 
still  remalna— Not  who  sball  pay,  but  who  ehittt 
Gght?'>    Sect  6. 


ftl6 
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WiTB  roftnners  just  Łhe  same,  as  we  are  told. 
Men  are  effeminate,  and  women  bold^: 
If  aught  like  satire  or  like  ridicule 
Should  seem  to  riso,  we  must  apply  tbis  nile 
To  solre  the  caae-^^nd  so  I  thiok  we  iiiay-~ 
*'  It  oomes  Iroin  iblly'8  natural  display^'* 

Person  and  dress  is  left  us  to  apply. 
And  Itttie  else,  to  know  tbe  6exe8  by :    . 
Cbaracteristics  fbrmerly  madę  out, 
Are  now  conibunded  by  a  present  rout: 
AU  would  be  lost  if,  as  the  cassoc  warm, 
Witb  ragę  as  just,  tbe  petticoat  shoold  aruu 

But  while  men  flgbt,  both  clergy6*d  and  lay, 
Who  left  but  women  to  ery— Let  us  pray ! 
While  men  are  marshalling  in  prose  Pindaric 
Religion,  Virtue,  Waibarton,  and  Garrick, 
Womeu  must  pray,  that  H«av'n  would  yet  annex 
Some  little  graoe  to  the  talk-raliant  sex. 

Lorę  of  our  country  is^e  manly  soiind 
That  clads  in  armour  all  tne  Yirtues  round: 
Where  is  tbis  love1y  country  to  be  sought? 
Why  'tis  Great  Britain,  in  their  little  thought: 
And  the  two  states  which  these  diyines  advance, 
Tbe  Heav'u  of  England,  and  the  Uell  of  France. 

Women  must  pray — ^and,  if  divines  can  reacb 
No  higher  a  thcology — must  preacb. 
Tbis  Horldr-tbis  sea  bound  spot  of  it^-may  seem 
The  central  Paradise  in  men^s  esteemi 
Wbo  haye  great  suuls ;  but  women  who  have  nonę, 
Uave  otber  realms  to  fix  their  hearts  upon. 

If  such  there  be— -the  oniy  certain  scheme 
To  guard  against  each  possibłe  extreme, 
Is  to  put  on,  amidst  tbe  world*s  aJarms, 
With  a  good  beart,  our  hm/  cohntry's  arms; 
Faith,  bope,  and  patience,  ftom  tbe  tow'rB^above, 
Ąli-bearing  meekness,  and  all  conqu'ring  love. 


hemarks 


ON  A  PAMPHŁET,  ENTITŁBD,  EPISTI.KS  TO  THE 
GREAT  S  FROM  ARISTIPPUS  IM  RBTIREMBMT. — 
IM  A  ŁETTBR  TO  DR.  S. 


Doctor,  this  new  poetic  speciei 
''Se/ml  may  do;  but  neyer  dęcia: 


9  "  Tbe  sexes  haye  now  little  other  apparent 
distinction  beyond  that  of  person  and  dress:  their 
peculiar  and  diaracteristic  mauners  are  confouud- 
ed  and  lost:  the  one  aes  having  adranced  into 
boidness,  as  tbe  other  haye  sunk  into  effcminacy," 
Sect.  5. 

^  *'  Thus  we  hare  attempted  a  simple  dełineatf on 
ofthe  ruling  manners  of  the  times :  if  any  thing 
like  ridicule  appears  to  mix  itself  with  thisreyiew, 
it  ariseth  not  from  the  aia:grayation,  but  the  n^ 
tural  display  of  foUy ."    Sect.  5. 

'  Tbese  Epifttles  were  published  in  the   ycar 

1757. *<  The  species  of  poetry,'*  says  the  edi- 

tor,  "  in  which  they  are  written  bas  been  used 
with  great  success  amongthe  Frcnch,by  Chapelle, 
Cbaulieu,  Ła  Farre,  Gresset,  madame  Desbou- 
Ijeres,  and  otbers/' — ^To  ^uote  froin  them  all  the 


For  a  Chapelle,  or  a  CliauHeu, 

The  new  deyis*d  conceit  may  do; 

In  rambling  rhymesy  La  Farre,  aud  Gresset* 

And  easy  diction  may  express  it; 

Or  madam*s  muse,  Deshoulieres, 

Improye  it  farther  stillthan  theirs: 

But  in  the  name  of  all  the  Ninę, 

Will  an  epistolary  linę, 

In  English  ver$e  and  English  sense^ 

Admit  to  giye  thcm  both  offencei 

TTie  Gaulhrtd  insipidiiee 

Of  this  new  fanglM  melodee? 

Indeed  it  won't— if  Gallic  phrase 

Can  bcar  with  such  enervate  lays. 

Nor  pleaswre  nor  pain-pinioT^d  kours 

Cau  ever  suffer  them  in  ours; 

Or  ivy'crown*d,  endure  a  thcme 

Sker^d  with  moonshine*s  maiden  gleamz 

Not  tho'  so  garlanded  andflow^ry, 

So  *qfl,  80  tweet,  so  mylle-bou^ry; 

So  babfąf,  ptdnuf    apd  so  on — 

As  is  the  theme  here  writ  upon; 

Writ  in  a  species  that,  if  taking, 

Portends  sad  futurę  yerse  umnaking: 

Brown'8  Estimate  of  times  and  mannen, . 

That  paints  effeminacy's  banners, 

Has  not  a  proof  in  its  detail. 

Morę  plain  than  this,  if  this  prcyail; 

Forbid  it  sense,  forbid  it  rhyme, 

Whether  familiar  or  sublime  ; 

Whether  ye  guide  the  poefs  band 

To  caijy  diction  or  to  grand  ; 

Forbid  the  Gallic  namby  piamby 

Here  to  repeat  its  crazy  crambe : 

One  ipstance  of  such  special  stuff» 

To  see  tbe  way  on't  is  enough  ; 

Excu8*d  foronce;  \(  ArisUppus 

Has  any  morc  within  his  cippus, 

Let  him  suppress  ;-«or  sing  'em  be 

With  g^nUe  Muse,  steeet  Eutapee; 

Free  to  salute  ber,  iwhile  they  chirp^ 

Foreasier  rhyming — sweet  Euterp: 

It  is  allowM  that  vcrse  to  please 

Should  move  along  with  periect  ease; 

Bnt  tbis  coxcombtca1Iy  mingłing 

Of  rhymes,  unrhyming,  inteijingling^ 

For  numbers  genui  nely  British 

Is  quite  too  finical  and  skittisb; 

But  for  the  masculincr  bdtet. 

And  the  polite  be  ma*moudles; 

Whom  Dryadt^  Naiadt,  ^ymphe,  and  Ftoat, 

Meadi,  noodt,  and  grocef^  and  lakei,  and  lamu^ 

And  loveSf  and  dbref — and  fiily  morę 

Such  jaded  terms,  bespritikl*d  o*cr 

With  compound  epithets  unccnith, 

Prompt  to  prooounce  *em  yerse,  forsoothf 

Yerse  let  'era  be;  tho*  I  suppose 

Some  yerae  as  well  misht  have  been  proseg 

Tbat  Engiamts  common  amrtes^ 

I\ilitebf  caUs  goodpoełry: 

For  if  the  poctry  be  good, 

Accent  at  least  is  understood; 

Number  óf  syllables  alone, 

Witbottt  tbe  proper  sti^ess  of  tonę. 


expressioos  alluded  to  in  the  followiuf  ywsei, 
would  hut  swell  out  the  notes  to  an  unnecetssrj 
łength.  It  is  thought  sufficient  therefore  to  4ł^ 
stiuguish  such  allusions  by  italic  cbarecterią 


EPILOGUE  TO  HURŁOTHRUMBO* 


Wifl  makt  our  dwtre  flat  and  bate 
Am  Hebmr  yerw  of  biftbop  Hare: 
Aód,  tliat  regafd  to  rhyme  is  grone, 
ind  ?erae  and  prose  will  be  alt  one; 
Or,  irkat  is  worse,  create  a  potber 
Bf  speciet  Deitber  one  nor  fotber: 
A  cas^  which  tbere  is  room  to  fear 
From  dopes  of  Arirtippos  heie— 
Tbe  fencied  sace,  in  fetgn'd  ntgetA, 
luęhB  at  tbe  foUies  of  tbe  great 
Witb  wit,  inTentron,  fancy,  bumonr, 
Enoaf b  to  gain  tbe  tbiog  a  nimour; 
Bat  if  be  writes  re8olv'd  to  shiiie 
Id  uncoafin*d  and  motley  linę, 
Łet  him  Pindario  it  away, 
Aad  qiut  tbe  lazy  łabour^d  lay ;    » 
LeaTe  to  Jm  Fam  and  to  £a  fhmei, 
Tbe  warUtng,  sootbing  nonchalanee^^ 
Wbeo  will  our  bards  uiilearn  at  last 
Tbe  pany  style,  and  tbe  bombast  ? 
Nor  let  tbe  piafiil  eatremcs 
Disgrace  tbe  vene  of  Bnglish  themeai 
Matter,  no  rnore,  »n  manner  paint 
Foppiab,  affectedy  qiieer,  and  quaint; 
lor  bounce  above  Parnaaaiaii  groaiid. 
To  drop  tbe  sense,  aod  catcb  tbe  soundi 
Except-- in  writing  for  thc  stage, 
Where  iound  ia  beat  for  buski nM  n^; 
Escept— in  operaa,  where  aense   ,   i 
Is  but  superfluoua  eypense :     ' 
Be  thea  tbe  barda  of  aounding  pitch 
CooagoM  to  Garnek  and  to  Rich; 
To  TmeedhAom  and  Taeediedeei, 
Tke  singy  aongiog  Euierpea. 


EPILOGUE 


TO  HURŁOTRAUMBO,  OR  THB  SUPERirATCItA|«** 

Enter  HuHoikntmbo. 

Laoies  and  gentlemen,  my  lord  of  Flaone 
Has  sentjne  berę  to  ihank  you  ip  his  namej 
Prood  of  your  smiles,  be'8  mouoted  many  a  atcuy 
ibote  tbe  tip-top  pinnacle  of  glory : 
Tbence  be  defiea  the  sons  of  clay,  the  criticsj 
"  Fellows,"  says  he,  "  that  are  merę  paralytica, 
Witb  judgnients  lamę,  and  intellects  that  halt, 
Becaase  a  man  outnios  tbem*<xthey  find  fault." 
He  is  iadeed,  to  apeak  my  poor  opinioD| 
Out  of  tbe  reach  of  cpOcal  dominion, 

Bnter  Critko 
Adw !  bere*8  one  of  'em. > 


'  This  play  was  written  by  Mr.  Samuel  Johnson, 
k  dancing  master,  of  Cheshire,  and  performed  in 
theyear  1722,  at  tbe  Little  Theatre,  in  the  Hay- 
market,  wbere  it  had  a  run  of  above  thirty  nights. 
We  must  refer  the  reader  to  the  piece  itself,  to 
giTe  him  aj  ust  idea  of  tbe  humour  and  propriety 
oftbefollowiug  epilogue;  which  was  written  by 
ouraotbor,  witb  a  firiendfy  intention  to  point  out 
to  Mr.  Johnson  tbe  extnivagance  and  absurdity  of 
kto  play.^ — Mr.  Johnson,  however,  so  far  from  per- 
ceiiiog  the  ridicule,  received  it  as  a  complimeut, 
9ad  ł^  it  botb  spokcn  and  pri^ted. 


tir 

Cr,  A  stiange  odd  play,  sir  ; 

Entcr  Auiior,  puahes  Hurhtkrumbo  aside. 

Au.  Let  me  coine  to  bim.^— Pmy,  whafs  that  you 
Miy,air? 

Cr,  I  say,  air,  nilea  are  notobaerrM  here.-« 

Au,  Roles^ 
Like  clocka  and  watcbes,  were  all  madę  for  foobk 
Eules  make  a  play?  that  is— 

Cr,  What,  Mr.  Singer  ł 

Au,  As  if  a  knife  and  fork  should  make  a  finger. 

Cr,  Pray,  sir,  which  is  the  hero  of  your  play  ? 

Au,  .Heco?  why  they're  all  beroes  in  their  way. 

Cr.  But  here»8  no  ploif   or  nonę  that*s  nnderw 
stood. 

Au.  Thcre'8  a  rebelCm  tho*;  and  thafs  as^ood. 
Cr,  No  spińt  nor  genius  in't* 

^      .  .       ^  .     ^         ^'  Why  didn^  heio 

A  spint  and  a  genms  botb  appear? 

Cr,  Poh,  'tis  all  stuff  and  nonsensem— 

Au,  Lack-a-day! 
Why  thafs  the  very  esseuce  of  a  play. 
Your  old-bouse,  new-house,  opera  and  bali, 
Tis  nonsense,  critic,  that  supports  'em  all. 
As  you  yourselres  ingeniously  have  shown, 
Whilst  on  their  nonseuse  you  have  built  yoop 
own. 

Cr,  Herę  wanta— 

Au,  Wants  what?  why  now,  for  all  yourcant- 
Wbat  one  ingredient  of  a  play  is  wanting  ?    [iug; 
Musie,  lovc,  war,  death,  madness  without  sham, 
Done  to  the  IJfc  by  persous  of  the  dram : 
Scenes  and  machines,  descending  and  arising; 
Tbunder  and  lightning;  ev»ry  thing  surprising !  - 
Cr,  Play,  faroe,  or  opera,  i8't? 

Au,  No  matter  whether 
'Tis  a  rebearsal  of 'em  all  together. 
But  come,  sir,  coroe,  troop  off,  old  Bhmdermonger. 
And  interrupt  the  Epilogue  no  ionger. 

lAuikor  drivea  tbe  Crith  off  the  stage. 
Burlo,  proceed.*— - 

ffurh,  TYoth !  he  says  true  enough, 
The  stage  has  given  rise  to  wretched  stuff: 
Critic  or  player;  a  Dennis  or  a  Cibber, 
Vie  only^which  shall  make  it  go  down  glibber* 
A  thousaod  murdYous  ways  ihey  cast  about 
To  stifle  it— but  murder  like — *twill  out. 
Our  author  fairly,  without  so  much  fuss. 
Shows  it — in  puris  naturalibus; 
Pursues  the  point  beyood  its  highest  height, 
Then  bids  his  men  of  fire,  and  ladies  bright, 
Mark  how  it  looks!  when  it  is  out  of  sight. 
So  true  a  stage,  so  fair  a  play  for  laughter, 
There  never  was  before,  nor   ever  will    come 

after:  • 

Never,  no  never;  not  while  vital  breath 
Defends  ye  from  that  /o»g-/jVrf  aiorto/,  Death. 
Death  !—something  hanga   on   my  prophetia 

tongue,  * 

Pil  give  it  utterance — be  it  right  or  wrong :   • 
Handel  himself  shall  yield  to  Hurlotfarumbo, 
And  Bononcini  too  shall  ery — <'  Succumbo." 
Thafs  if  the  ta&es  condescend  to  smile; 
Their  looka  make  sttnse  or  nooseąsę  in  our  isle. 
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REMARKS 

ON  DR*  MIDDŁETOM'8  ESAMIMATION  OF  THE 
lORD  BIBBOP  OF  ŁOMlX>N*8  DISCOURSB8  COM- 
CBRMING  TUB  U8E  AND  INTENT  OF  PROPHECY. 

8  Petbr  i.  19. 

*'  We  hare  also  a  morę  surę  word  of  prophecy ; 
whereunto  ye  do  well  tbat  ye  take  heed,  as  anto 
a  ligbt  that  shineth  in  a  dark  pUice,  until  the  day 
dawn,  and  tbe  day-star  arise  in  your  hcarts." 

Tms  passage,  sir,  which  has  engag>d  of  late 
So  many  writers  in  such  high  debatę 
About  the  naturę  of  propbetic  light 
Has  not,  1  think,  been  understood  arigbt: 
Kor  does  tbe  critic  MiddIeton's  new  tract 
Relate  the  meaning  fairly,  or  the  fact. 

Peter,  you  know,  sir,  by  his  own  account. 
Was  with  our  Saviour  in  the  holy  Mount; 
Where  be,  and  two  apostles  morę,  bebetd 
The  shecbinah,  or  glory  that  excell*d ;  10 

Saw  that  divine  appearance  of  our  lord, 
Which  three  of  tbe  eTangelists  recoid; 
His  iace  a  sun,  and  light  his  wbole  array, 
Prophetic  glimpse  of  that  eternal  day, 
Wherein,  the  glance  of  Sun  and  Moon  supprest,. 
Ood  shall  himself  enligbten  ali  the  blcst ; 
Shall  from  bis  tempie,  firom  the  sacred  sbrine, 
Shine  forth  of  homan  majesty  diTJne. 
To  this  grand  yision,  which  the  chosen  three 
Were  caU'd  before  they  tasted  dcath  to  see,       SO 
Was  added  proof  to  the  astonishM  ear» 
That  roade  presential  Deity  appear. 
And  by  a  voice  from  6od  the  Father^s  throne, 
His  well  beloved  Son  was  then  madę  known. 

Now  search  of  mysteries  the  whole  abyss, 
Whatmore  entire  conviction,  sir,  thau  this? 
Of  haman  reason  search  the  wide  pretence» 
What  morę  miraculous,  and  plain  to  sense? 
But  reason  oft  interprets  past  event 
JuBt  as  the  hiunan  beart,  and  will  is  bent:         30 
The  doctor,  whom  his  own  productions  cali 
Ko  hearty  friend  to  miracles  aŁ  all, 
Disguises  this  to  bring  his  point  aboutt 
As  if  botb  sight  and  hearing  left  a  doubt; 
Łeft  some  perplexity  on  PeterU  mind, 
Suitę  against  all  that  he  himself  deAn*d« 
"  This  wondfrous  apparition,  sir,  migbt  leave 
Something  too  hard  precisely  to  conceive ; 
And  circumstances  raise  within  his  soul 
Suspensę  about  the  naturę  of  tbe  whole  V         40 

What  kind  of^sauntering  spiritcould  suggest 
Snob  groundless  cavil  to  a  Christian  breast? 
What  Christian  priest,  at  least,  wouUi  cboose  to 
His  Sariour^s  glory  in  a  light  so  faint?-*    [paint 

' "  This  wonderful  apparition  and  heavenly  voice 
migbt  be  accompanied  with  such  circumstances 
aa  would  naturally  leave  some  doubt  and  per- 
plexity  on  tbe  mind  concerning  the  precise  man- 
ner  and  naturę  of  the  whole  transaction.  For 
Peter,  as  we  read,  was  in  such  a  fright  and 
amazement  at  what  he  saw  and  heard,  that  he 
knew  not  włiat  be  said:  and  both  he  and  the  two 
•ther  aposŁles  then  with  him,  James  and  John, 
were  so  gneatly  terrified,  that  they  fell  upon  their 
faoes  to  the  ground,  and  durst  not  so  much  as 
look  up,  till  Jesus,  when  the  vision  was  over, 
came  to  raise  and  encouragę  them.'*— 'Dr.  Mid- 
dleton'8  Treatise,  p.  55» 


But  let  tbis  suit  the  priefthood,  if  yoa  wift, 
Pray  what  Ibundation  for  his  critic  skill? 
For  Peter's  doubting  what  he  tam  and  heardm. 
For  scruples— fint  imag:in>d,  then  infer*d? 

The  reason  here  assig^M  is  *'  Fear  aod  dread, 
So  great  that  Peter  knew  not  what  he  said^     $^ 
He,  and  his  partnera  in  the  yision  too, 
Feli  on  their  faces  at  its  awful  riew; 
Nor  durst  look  up,  till  Jesus,  at  the  łast, 
Came  to,  and  raisM  them,  wben  'twas  oreipast** 

O  vain  suggeition  ?  could  they  see  and  bear 
Without  an  adorstion  >  withouŁ  fear? 
if  they  were  struck  with  morę  thon  mortal  awe, 
Their  very  fear  was  proof  of  what  they  saw; 
For  strengtb  to  see,  and  weakness  to  sustain, 
Madę,  both  alike,  the  heayenly  rision  plain:     €0 
Nor  has  he  once  attempted  to  deyisa  [pńse. 

What  eise  should  strike  them  with  ao  great  sur- 

If,  oveik:ome  with  reverentiał  dread, 
Th*  amazM  apostle  wist  not  what  he  said, 
Unbias*d  reason  would  itaełf  coofsas 
A  greater  ligbt  diminishing  ita  less. 
Tbus  in  the  sacred  books,  if  we  recalt 
The  first  recorded  preaence  sińce  the  hi\, 
Themselves  from  God  when  our  ftrst  pareats  hid, 
It  might  be  said,  they  wist  not  what  they  did :  10 
Yet  were  they  taught  their  comfortable  creed, 
The  promise  of  the  woman'6  conq*ring  aeed; 
As  here,  th*  apostles  were  empower'd  to  aee 
That  Jesus,  6od*8  beIoved  Son,  was  he. 

If,  when  God  spake,  each  fell  upon  his  face-* 
How  oft  in  ancient  times  was  this  the  case} 
What  prophet,  sir,  to  whom  he  spake  of  yore, 
His  voice,  or  vision,  unsappoited  borę? 
Moses  himself,  when  unawares  he  trod 
On  holy  ground  and  heard  the  voice  of  God,    8ft 
Tho*  turn*d  aside  on  purpose  to  inąuire 
\yhat  kept  the  bush  unbumt  amidst  tbe  fire, 
Stop^d  in  his  search  by  the  divinc  rebuke» 
Straight  hid  his  face,  and  waa  afraid  to  look. 

Abram,  the  covenanted  sire  of  all, 
Who,  in  his  faith,  upon  the  Lord  should  cali, 
When  he  receiv'd  tbe  scal  of  it,  the  sign 
Of  circumcision,  from  the  Toice  dińne, 
Fell  on  his  face— and  must  we  tben  coooett 
His  proofs,  that  God  talk'd  with  him,  incomplete? 

Read  how  Isaiah  thought  himself  uudone      91 
When  he  had  seen  God*8  glory  in  his  Son; 
Until  the  scraph,  with  a  liring  coal 
From  off  the  altar,  pui^^d  the  prophet*s  souL 
Read  how  Ezekiel  too,  with  like  surprise, 
When  HeaT*n  was  open^d  to  his  wond*ring  eyes^ 
Fell  on  his  face,  at  ttie  same  glorious  sight; 
Till,  by  God's  spirit,  madę  to  stand  upright, 
Thus  Daniel  prostrete,  tbus  the  great  divine 
Who  saw  the  apocaliptic  scenes-^iu  fine,        ^^ 
Thushuman  strength  alone  could  nerer  stand, 
When  God  appear^d,  unaided  by  his  band. 
To  urge  a  reason  then  from  yeor,  to  doubt 
The  glorious  fact,  that  could  not  be  without, 
Oniy  bcfits  a  feeble,  faithless  mind. 
To  heav'nly  voice  and  vision  deaf  and  blind. 

Tbe  leamed  prelate,  against  whose  Discourse 
This  gentleman  has  aim^d  his  prescnt  force, 
Thought  it  absurd  in  any  one  to  make 
St.  Peter,  for  his  own  conviction's  sake,  1  tO 

Say,  that  old  prophecies  should  be  prefer^d 
To  God's  immediate  voice,  which  he  had  heard: 
Such  a  comparison,  he  thought,  became 
No  sober  man<— >much  less  the  saint-^to  frtme; 
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CoiicludiOf  it  tmpoMtbIeiiroin  heoce 
That  this  conld  erer  be  Si.  Peter*8  sense. 

Tho'  "  tłtnot  only  pouible,  it  fleems, 
But  wfsiE,  inoreover  V  as  tbe  doctor  deems, 
"  Tb  doubt  it-<-a  comiHirison  so  jiut 
Peter  not  onty  mighi  have  madę,  but  mutL-^^'  180 . 
And  tben  be  cites  rabbinical  remarks, 
To  pnoTO  tbe  parado-  from  leamed  clerks: 
Not  that  be  minds  wbat  any  of  them  writes. 
Bot  most  desptses  whom  be  chiefly  cites. 
Lightfoot*s  aotbority,  to  instance  one,   - 
U  fint;  aod  last,  aod  most  insisted  on ; 

**  Tbe  soundness  of  whose  iaith  he  interjects, 
Aod  enidition  nobody  sospecta^:** 
Or  if  tbe  reader  wants  a  foi  1  disptay  [way  * 

Of  tbese  endowments, — '*  Lightfoot  shows  the 
Hov,  by  assimiiiig  liberty  to  take  131 

Forgranted,  straigbt,  wbat  premises  we  make; 
Whaterer  notiODS  or  opinions  tend 
To  fiiToar  tbat  wbich  we  woutd  reoommend. 
We  may  demonstrate,  by  such  art»  as  tbese, 
A  doctrine  tme,  djyiae,  or  wbat  we  pleate.*' 

This,  sir,  is  his  description  of  sound  faith.— 
ŁeŁ  os  Row  seć  what  argament  it  bath : 
This  trusty  eridence,  amongst  tbe  rest, 
Is  callM  to  prove  a  voice  from  Heav'n  a  jest;  140 
Tbe  Jeira  batMtol,  a  cunning  acted  part, 
A  fabte,  phantasy,  or  magie  ari; 
Voice  of  tbederilt  or  of  devilish  elres. 
To  cbeat  tbe  people  and  promote  tbemselyes } 

'  P.  47.  "  Łet  ns  now  retam  to  tbe  bi9bop*s  Dis- 
coanes,  In  wbich  be  goes  on  to  demonstrate  the 
incoosittency  of  tbe  aatbor^s  (Collins)  exposition, 
by  tełling  as,  that  *  it  makes  Peter  to  say,  in  bis 
ovn  person,  that  tbe  dark  prophecies  of  the  Old 
Testament  were  a  mrer  and  morę  certain  evi« 
deoce  to  himself,  tban  the  immediate  yoice  of 
God,  wbich  he  liad  heard  with  his  own  ears. 
And  is  it  poariUe,*  adds  he,  <  that  St  Peter,  or 
sny  man  ia  his  wits,  conM  make  soch  a  com- 
porisoD?'  To  m'bich  qaestion,  so  smartly  and 
confidently  pnt,  I  readily  answer,  tbat  it  is  not 
ooly  possible,  that  St.  Peter  might  make  such  a 
comparison,  but  even  weak  to  imagine  that  he 
coidd  make  any  other." 

'  P.  52.  "  Doctor  Lightfoot  also,  the  soundness 
of  whose  fełth  and  erndition  is  altowed  by  all, 
speaks  morę  precisely  to  my  present  purpose,  and 
Bsys,  that  '  If  we  obsenre  two  things,  first,  that 
tbe  Jewish  nation,  undcr  the  second  tempHS,  was 
grren  U>  mag^ical  arts  beyond  measures;  we  may 
nfely  snspect  that  those  roices,  wbich  they 
tbought  to  be  from  Hcaren,  and  noted  with  the 
parne  of  łn^t-kol,  were  either  formed  by  the  deril 
in  theair,  to  deceive  the  people;  or,  by  magicians 
with  derilisb  art,  to  promote  their  own  affairs.' 
FiDin  wbich  he  draws  this  inierence,  which  I 
vonld  lecommend  to  the  special  consideration  of 
this  eminent  prelate :  *Hence,'  adds  he, '  the  apostle 
Peter  saitb  with  good  reason,  that  the  word  of 
pTOpbecy  was  surer  than  a  yoice  from  Heaven.* " 

^  P.  141.  "  Now  by  tłie  same  method  of  reason- 
iog,  and  tbe  liberty  wbich  bis  lordship  every 
where  assomes,  of  snpposing  whatever  premiscs 
be  wants,  and  taking  every  thing  for  granted, 
whicb  tends  to  confirm  his^  bypothesis,  we  may 
prore  any  doctrine  to  be  tnie,  or  divine,  or  what- 
ever  we  please  to  make  of  it  Dr.  Ughtfoot  bas 
chowa  as  the  way." 


And  hence  th'*  apostle  (is  the  infhrenoe  drawn* 
"  Tbat  claims  the  special  notice  of  the  lawn;** 
That  comes  to  ciear  this  famoos  pre1ate*s  sight) 
With  reason  good  prefer^d  prophetic  ligbt. 

So,  introduce  an  Hcbrew,  foreign  term; 
Take  all  for  tnie  that  ąuoted  lines  affirm;       150 
And  tben  assume  tbat  the  apostle  too 
Just  thought  and  argned,  as  tbese  critics  do; 
And  we  may  prove  from  Petei^s  own  design, 
That  Qod  the  Father's  voice  was  not  divioe. 

Bot  should  the  prelate  tbink  it  merę  grimace 
To  talk  of  &ble  in  St  Peter>s  case, 
Whose  words  exch]de  it,  and  ejgpressly  speak 
Of  heav'nly  tmtb;  how  fnYolous  and  weak, 
In  his  morę  sober  and  sedate  esteem, 
Mast  all  this  pateb-work  ecudition  seem !        160 
How  will  a  Christian  bishop  too  conceive       ' 
Of  what  the  doctor^s  margins  interweaye, 
Touching  that    scriptore,    where   onr    SaTionr 
And  Heav'n  the  glorifying  answer  madę !  (prayM, 
While  from  his  notę,  sir,  notbing  cau  be  łeam'd 
But  casual  tbunder,  or  bath-kol  coooemM^. 

Will  he  not  ask-^ls  it  this  antboi^s  aim, 
Under  his  bath-kol  figments  to  disdaim 
Ali  faith  in  voices  of  a  hearenlykind? 
Is  that. tbe  purpose  of  his  doubting  mind^       17ff 
You  see  th'  apostle  is  extremely  elear, 
That  such  a  votce  himself  did  really  heąr: 
He  also  had  such  wond*rous  proofe  beside, 
Tbat  Yoice  concurrent  cannot  be  deny*d.     [came* 
And,  wben  onr  Lord  had  been  baptisM,  there 
A  Toice  from  Heav'n,  in  words  tbe  very  same. 
Herę,  in  his  answer^d  prayer,  tho',  by  mistake, 
Some  said  it  thunder'd,  some,  an  angel  spake. 
We  bare  his  own  anthoiity  dirine ;  [minę.'' 

'*  This  votce,"  said  he,  '*  came  lor  your  sakes,  not 

Would  not  the  bishop  ri^htly  thus  oppose    181 
Plain  scripture  facts  to  leffmingTs  empty  shows? 
What  sif  ni6es  it  then,  opon  tbe  whołe, 
How  poor  blind  Jews  have  ta(k'd  about  bath-kol  ? 
What  jarring  critics  of  a  later  day, 
Or  Lightfoot,  here  thrice  ridicuPd,  may  say^ 
Or  Middleton  himself— whose  pious  care 
For  giftless  churches  prompts  him  to  eorapm 
Yoices  from  HeaT'n,  in  his  astuming  pagę, 
To  miracles  beyond  th*  apostles  age^:  190 

Taking  for  gmnted,  withoiit  morę  ado. 
His  wild  bypothesis  abont  them  toOb 

Prodigioos  efibrt !  see  obstractad  qiiite 
The  Gospel  promise,  and  the  Christian  ńght; 

^  P.48.  "  N.  B.  Thus  when  Jesus,  a  little  before 
liis  death,  was  addressing  himself  to  the  Father, 
in  tbe  midst  of  his  disciples  and  people  of  Jerusa- 
lem,  and  sayiog:  *  Father,  save  me  from  this 
hour;  Father,  glorify  thy  name.'  There  came  a 
voice  from  Heaven,  saying:  *  1  bave  both  gioritfed 
it,  and  will  glorify  it  agaiii.'  Upon  which  the 
people,  that  stood  by  and  heard  it,  said  that  it 
thuudered;  others  said,  that  an  angel  spake  to 
him.  (John  xii.  28.)  That  is,  part  of  the  com- 
pany believod  it  to  be  nothing  morę  than  an  acci- 
deotal  clap  of  tbunder;  while  others  took  it  to  be 
the  bath-kol,  or  the  voice  of  God,  or  of  an  anget, 
which  was  accompanied  alwavs  with  tbunder.*' 

»  P.  142,  145, 171.  P.50.'««Thąrealłtyof  this 
oracular  voice  (bath-kol)  is  attested,  as  I  bave 
said,  by  all  the  Jewish  writers,  after  the  cessation 
of  propbecy,  in  the  same  positive  manner  as  the 
miraculous  gifts  of  the  Christian  church  by  the 
primitiye  iathers,  after  the  days  of  the  apostles.'* 
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Cutoffatonce  miracutoui  supply; 
AU  heałing  ceases  wium  aptistles  die: 
No  tongue  inspir^d,  no  demon  dispossett; 
With  them  thc  wurking  spirit  went  to  rest: 
Forgot  tlie  prophecies  tbat  Chri»t  had  madę,   200 
Add  left  believen  Witboat  signal  aid: 
Altbough  no  limit,  in  what  Bcriptura  8aitb» 
Be  put  to  mirades,  but  want  of  faith; 
AlthougfayWithout  one,  foolish  to  preteod 
To'know  their  naturę,  or  to  fix  their  end  9 
Yet  if  a  daring  genius  adyertise 
That  all  but  sccipture  miracles  are  lies, 
What  crowds  erobrace  tbe  new  belief,  and  bope ! 
It  siiits  their  taste^  and  save8  them  /rom  the  pope. 
Otben  contend  that  wond^roos  gifts  8ttrvive 
The  first  three  centnries— orfour— or  five.—  210 
Tlien,  sir,  tbey  cloae  their  jealous,  partial  yiew. 
And  grudge  diviner  influenca  ita  due: 
Take  diff^rent  stations  in  the  doctor*8  track, 
Blaming,  and  backing  bis  morę  dose  attack'} 
AU  miracles,  beyond  his  earlier  fenoe, 
Are  want  of  honesty,  or  waut  of  aeuse: 
All  faith  in  bisbops,  confessors,  and  saints, 
Who  witneas  hctt,  a  Christian  priest  recants: 
Tbey  most — be  says  they  must — be  fabies  all, 
That  patfs  tbe  bounds  of  his  gigantic  watL       290 

Sucb  strange  delusion  if  a  man  embiace, 
Without  some  yoioe,  some'  miracle  of  grace, 
It  18  in  yain,  to  reas^ners  of  his  cast. 
To  nrge  the  eridence  of  ages  past: 
With  minds  resolT^d  to  disbelie^e,  or  doabt. 
Smali  is  the  force  of  history  thnmghout 
Preedom  of  thought  exerted,  and  of  wiU» 
To  claim  the  privilege  of  judging  ill,  - 
Prophets,  apostles,  martyrs  oannoi  morę,        229 
Kor  holy  churoh,  throaghout  ihe  world,  dispro^e. 

But  to  retom— how  does  bis  first  assaalt 
On  miracles  defend  a  second  fiatult! 
Or  rabbies,  or  rabbinical  divines. 
Help  Ughtfoot'8  comment,  or  his  own  designs! 
Łightioot,  without  detracting  from  his  skill, 
Wrote,  in  this  instonce,  with  a  caieless  quill: 
Sbch  infrence  else  had  never  been  anneKt} 
He  most  have  seen  tbat  the  apostles  text 
Couhl  ngi,  with  reason  either  good  or  great, 
Compare  the  prophets  with  a  dev'li8h  cheaL    240 
This  leamed  writer,  sir,  did  not  attend 
To  Feter^s  meaning,  or  not  apprehend; 
Or,  if  excuse  may  for  bis  baste  atone, 
He  did  not  well,  perbaps,  espress  his  owo. 

Since*  by  his  present  citer  here,  you  see 
How  quite  forgetful  learaed  men  may  be: 
For  after  all  the  scraps  be  had  aroass^d, 
And  this  triumphant  infereuce  at  last: 
•••  Tbe  text,'»  he  says,  «  had,  in  St.  Petei^s  riews. 
No  rerrence  to  himseif-but  to  the  Jews  V»   250 

f  P.  53.  "  Yet  St  Petci*s  wonls,  after  all,  as 
they  are  eipounded  by  the  freethinking  auihor 
aboTe  n^entioned,  do  not  necessarily  imply  him  to 
mean,  that  prophecy  was  a  surer  argument  to 
himself,  than  tbe  voice  from  Heaven,  but  to  the 
Jewisb  converts  in  generał,  who  did  not  hear  that 
?oice,  but  receired  it  oniy  from  tbe  reports  of 
others.  It  was  not  his  Tiew  in  this  epistle  to  de- 
clara  what  soft  of  argumenCs  was  the  most  eon- 
rincing  to  himself,  but  to  propose  sucb  as  were 
most  worthy  of  the  attention  of  those  to  whom  be 
was  writing."— P.  54.  "  When  St  Peter  therefore 
wy»,  we  hayc  a  łpore  turę  Wftr4  of  prophecy : 


Not,  in  his  haste,  aware  that  idiat  be  said 
Knock*d  all  the  betb-kol  pedantry  o>  th>  bead; 
That  what,  he  thought,  his  borrow'd  pages  woo. 
His  own  gaTe  up,  as  soon  as  be  had  dooe. 
For  if  "  St  Peter*s  woitis  do  not  imply, 
What  he  himself  was  most  persuaded  by  ; 
But  only  show  what  arguments  were  fit 
For  their  attention,  sir,  to  whom  he  writ:" 
The  bfóhop'8  Teas*uing,  which  he  ttrires  to  clond, 
Is  not  unan8Wer*d  only,  but  alk>w*d:  260 

The  very  Uiiog  pretended  to  be  ahown 
Is,  by  bis- own  confeseion,  OTerthrown. 

Do  but  obsenre  the  point  in  queatioo,  sir, 
On  which  the.  doctor  roakes  this  leamed  stir; 
How  he,  who  taiks  of  "  itj  perpetual  chaoge* 
By  others,"  takes  tbe  liberty  to  rangę: 

When  a  comparison  was  jiidg^d  absurd, 
Peter  conld  make  no  other,  was  the  word; 
Then  by  a  contradiction  plain  aud  fiat, 
Peter^s  comparison  conld  not  be  that;  27Q 

And  then  again,— supposing  that  it  oouki, 
Tbus  he  attempts  to  make  tbe  matter  good. 

"  Let  Peter  be  himself  aasurM,**  saya  he, 
"  As  fiilly  aa  ^was  possiblc  to  be,   ' 
Of  ev'ry  circumstance  tbat  past;  he  might 
Hate  still  preferd  the  oM  prophetio  ligbt: 
This  was  a  standing  evidence,  and  lay 
Open  to  cool  delib^rate  rea8on'8  siray ; 
A  firmer  aiignment,  that  broogbt  aiong 
Conńction,  sir,  morę  permanent  and  strong,  S30 
To  men  of  sober  senses,  and  sedate, 
Than  could  the  vłsion  which  his  worda  relate'.*' 
Set  the  perplex'd  eqnivocation  by 
"  That'8  here  inTolv*d,"  how  easy  the  reply 
To  reasons  void,  if  we  distinguiih  right 
Betwixt  a  real,  and  reported  aigfat: 
For  ht  the  proof,  that  prophecies  procure. 
Morę  to  tbe  Jews  comparatively  sure, 
As  oit  the  text  is  commented  upon, 
(Thro*  a  mistake,  as  will  appear  anon)  290. 

Yet  kis  eouTiction  vacate»  the  pietence 
Of  reason,  argument,  and  sober  sense; 
Bocause  the  prophets,  here  to  be  compar^d, 
As  evidences  of  what  God  declarM, 
Could  but  originalły  hear  and  see; 
And  be  as  fiilly  satisfyM  as  he, 

The  useof  reason  hias,  I  appreheiid, 
When  fuli  assurance  is  attain'd,  an  end: 
When  we  are  certain  that  we  see,  and  hear, 
And  eT>ry  circumstance  is  plain,  and  elear,     900 

the  occasion  of  his  words  oblige  ns  to  interpitt 
them,  as  spoken,  not  with  any  particnlsr  re- 
ference  to  himself,  but  to  the  generał  body  of  tbe 
Jewisb  conTcrts." 

*  P.  62.  '<  And  thus  the  apo6tle>s  sense,  ai  it  is 
eupoanded  by  the  author,  (Collins)  i^dearsad 
consistent,  not  liable  to  any  exception  bat  what 
flows  from  that  perplexłty,  in  which  bis  tordfhip 
bas  involTed  it  by  bis  ose  of  eqttirocal  teraK, 
and  perpetnal  change  of  the  point  in  ąuestiou." 

P.  52.  «  Let  Peter  be  as  peifectly  assured,  ai 
we  can  sup'po8e  him  to  be  of  every  rtrcumstsnce, 
wbich  passed  in  the  Mount,  hf  might  still  Uke 
prophecy,  oonsidered  as  a  sta*Miing  evidaice, 
olikays  lying  open  to  the  cool  and  ddiberate  ex' 
amination  of  reason  to  be  a  firmer  argument  on 
the  wbole,  and  to  carry  a  raore  permanent  cop- 
yiction  with  it  to  the  sober  sensesT>f  men,  tfaaatbs 
vision  with  wbich  be  here  compąres  it.** 
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Whatcu  ejuiiniiMtiou  teacb,  or  team? 
By  vb(^  criterion,  8łr»  shall  we  discern, 
Wben  teńaoa  cooies  to  be  so  deadly  oool, 
The  sagę  deltbcrator  from  tbe  fool? 

Couceive  SL  Peter,  if  yoa  can,  entic^d 
(Eye-witncss  of  tbe  ftiajesty  of  Christ; 
Ofwhat  tbe  Fatber,  id  tbe  Mount,  baddone 
By  sbowing  fortli  tlie  glory  of  tbe  Son) 
To  dubdieve  bis  seases,  and  to  porc 
Some  ancieut  standing  e videuces  o^er ;  SIO 

To  see  if  tbat,  whicb,  on  tbe  boly  spot, 
He  saw  aud  beard,  was  seen  and  beaid,  or  not : 
Wuuld  sucb  a  cool  deliberating  plan 
Hare  madę  bim  pass  for  a  morcsober  man  ? 
If  so,  theo  Młddleton  bas  bit  the  wbite; 
SherIock»  if  not,i8  tbus  iu  in  tbe  right; 
And  well  may  say  tbat  do  man,  in  bis  wits, 
Could  be  attack'd  by  sucb  oold  reas^ning  fits. 

Bat  tbus  tbe  firigid  argument  is  brougbt, 
Why  Petei*  migbt,  in  fuli  persuaded  thougbt,  320 
Prefer  predictions  in  the  ancient  law 
To  what  bimself  most  surely  beard,  and  saw : 
**  For,  aftor  all  the  fuli  convincing  scenę, 
Whicb  be  bad  witnea6*d,  bow  did  hedeinean?— 
With  hith  infirm,  be  sbamefuUy  deny'd 
His  Master,  seen  so  greatly  głorify'd'." 

Yes;  só  be  did — and  gave  an  humbłing  stroke 
To  human  confidence  in  reason^s  doak : 
Enougb  to  lay  all  syllogizing  trust 
la  bare  conclusaons  onty  in  the  dnst;  330 

An  ample  proof  tbat,  in  a  trying  bour, 
£T*n  demonstrmtioD  losesall  itspow'r; 
Tbat,  withont  grace,  and  Ood's  assisting  band^ 
Iń  time  of  need,  no  evidence  can  stand. 

Suppose  a  person  of  tbe  dearest  bead, 
In  logie  arts  well  grounded,  and  well  repd; 
If,  with  a  selfish  Iotc  to  truth,  alooe, 
He  arm  himself  with  weapons  all  his  own, 
Wben  a  temptation  comes— alas !  bow  soon 
Tbe  raliant  reaa^ner  turns  a  merę  poltrooa !     340 

Peter,  tbo'  void  of  leąming,  and  of  art,   , 
Had  a  oourageous,  bad  an  bonest  beart; 
Had  natural  abilities,  beyond 
All  those  of  which  tbe  critics  are  so  fond^ 
Had  bidden  qaalities,  beyond  their  ken; 
They  fisb  for  words — be  was  to  ftsh  for  man» 
His  laitb,  in  ontward  eridence,  was  sucb 
That  Peter  trusted  to  himself  too  much : 
Wben  bis  denial  plainly  was  foretold,  [bold: 

What  sbould  l]ave  bumbled  madę  bim  grow  morę 
"  Tho'  all  sbould  be  oifended— yet  not  1 — 
Kot  dcath  itself  shall  tempt  me  to  deny.'' 

We  see  in  him,  sir,  what  the  utmost  beigbt 
Of  boasted  reason.  eyideiioe,  and  light, 
Of  courage,  honeaty,  and  even  love      « 
Coold  do,  witboutassistance  froin  above: 
It  could  to  hurabler  thougbts  resist  the  cali; 
Itproudly  could  prefier  itseif  to  all: 
It  coold,  in  sbort,  upon  coiiclusions  tnie. 
Do  all  tbat  numbers  upon  false  ones  do ;  360 

Rest  on  itself,  be  conti«leut  and  bounce; 
And,  wben  tbe  cali  to  sufTring  cam&— i-enounoe. 

As  bumao  resolution,  courage,  skiU, 
ConTictłon,eyideboe,  or  what  you  will, 

'  P.  56.  *'  For  afterall  tbecouYtctions  which  he 
bimself  had  receWed  from  it,  we  know,  that  bis 
faitb  was  stUl  so  infirm,  as  to  betray  him  into  a 
shamefui  denial  d  his  Master,  wbom  be  bad  seen 
so  wooderfttUy  glorified.** 


Can,  in  their  nalnrc*  only  reacb  so  far 

As  things  are  subject  to  an  human  bar^ 

All  these,  tho'  actuatiug  Peter's  zeal, 

To  Christiau  doctrine  could  uot  set  the  seal. 

God-like  bumility— tbe  sacred  root 

Whence  ev'ry  Yirtue  brancbet  into  fruit,         370 

Lays  the  fouiidatiun  of  the  Christian  life ; 

As  reason  governsi  tbat  of  human  strife. 

And,  1  appeal,  bir*  sctting  grace  aside, 

How  oft  is  homan  reasoii  human  pride  ? 

Human  desire  of  vicŁory,  or  lamę? 

A  Babel  tow*ring  to  ^rocure  a  name  ? 

A  self  asKurauce?  an-untutorM  boast? 

'l'hat  can  but  form  intention,  at  the  most; 

Which,  tbo*  directed  right,  must  bumbly  ask 

Diyine  assistance  to  perform  its  task.  380 

Tbis  Peter  fail'd  in — and  a  servant  maid 
Madę  bim,  with  all  his  bold  resolves,  afraid; 

With  all  his  surę  convictions,  he  began 

To  cuise,  and  sweaf  ,  and  did  not  know  tbo  man. 

Ti  11,  for  a  lesson,  woud*rously  addrest 

To  sink  fuli  deep  into  bis  bumbled  breast, 

The  cock  pronouDc'd,  by  an  awakening  cr6w» 
Peter  tbe  man,  wbom  Peter  did  not  kuow. 

But  howy  sir,  did  his  coward  speech  beiiay 
Doubt  of  his  Maker's  glorious  display  ?  390i 

By  what  accouot  in  bist'ry  are  we  taught 
That  e^er  it  came  into  his  frighted  thougbt  ? 
Or,  sińce  't  is  certain  that  be  did  deny,  . 
What  prophecy  did  be  prefer  tbereby  i 
*V  is  then  a  cold  absurdity  to  draw, 
From  Peter^s  weakness,  this  pretended  flaw; 
To  bint  delusion  in  the  god-like  sight, 
Because  the  man, .was  put  into  a  f right: 
If,  from  distrost  of  evidence,  his  fears, 
From  whence  bis  bitter  penitential  tears  ?         409 
Whence  was  it  that  tbe  boly  pris*ner  sbook 
Tbe  soul  of  Peter,  with  one  gracious  look } 
No  glory  then,  to  credit,  or  distrust; 
And  yet  th'  apostle'8  penitence  was  just ; 
And  be  himself  but  pfoof,  upon  tbe  wbole, 
That  grace  aloue  can  fortify  a  soul. 

'T  is  urg'd  that,  **  on  the  other  band,  we  find, 
With  faitb  conXłrm'd,  and  with  enlighten'd  mind, 
After  the  mission  of  the^Holy  Ghost, 
That  argument  whicb  be  appłi*d  the  naost      410 
Was  what  be  calls"  (for  so  tbe  doctor  too» 
Takes  here  a  Yulgar  errour  to  be  true)  ^ 

"  This  morę  surę  word  of  prophecy,  the  chief 
Of  all  his  moŁives  to  enforce  belief ; 
From  whence  be  prov'd  that  Jesus  was,  of  old, 
De8crib'd  by  all  tbe  prophets,  and  foretold \" 

Peter's  condition,  sir,  is  that  of  all 
WbOy  from  che  beart,  obey  the  Christian  cali: 
They,  by  experience,  have  the  triple  sight 
Of  weakness,  penitence,  and  beav'uly  light;    480 
While  otbers  wrangle  about  outward  show ; 
Naturę,  and  grace,  and  miracle  they  know : 

*  P.  56.  We  know  on  the  other  hand,  Uiat  aitcr  *- 
our  ]jord's  aseension,  when  bis  faitb  was  mora 
fully  confirmed,  and  his  understandiog  eulighu 
ened  by  tbe  mission  of  tbe  Holy  Ghost,  the  chief 
argument,  which  he  applied  in  all  his  sennons,  to 
evince  the  truth  of  tbe  Gospel,  was  this  mon  turę 
word  (^prophecy,  as  he  calls  it;  from  which  be 
demonstrated  to  the  Jews,  how  the  character, 
doctrine,  and  mission  of  Jesus  were  furatjla 
and  described  by  tlie  mouttis  of  aU  tbeir  pro- 
phets. 
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Tho^  not  inapit^d,  like  Peter,  and  th'  eleren; 

Or  struck,  łike  walking  Paul,  by  voice  from  HeaY^n, 

They  meet,  what  others  iboUshIy  erade, 

The  real  mission  of  celestial  aid : 

Of  whichy  bowe^er  the  tokeDS  are  perceiv'd, 

Nofaithfbl  soul  can  eyer  be  berear^d. 

What  does  the  share  of  it  that  Peter  hiŁd 
To  alt  the  doctor^s  forc^d  refiaements  add>      430 
Might  not  the  bishop,  justly,  give  him  bńck 
Some  compliments  bestowM  in  his  attack? 
Such  as  "  the  nothing  but  an  empty  strain 
Of  rliet»ric,  insigniiicant,  and  vain— 
The  choosing  not  to  see,  of  any  theme^ 
Morę  than  may  9ttit  his  preadopted  scheme^^ 
The  passing  over  what  he  should  confute, 
With  matters  foreign  to  the  main  dispute'** — 
And  such-like  ilow'r8,  upon  his  pages  thrown,     . 
That,  ftill  as  well»  become  the  doctor^s  own^    440 

For,  bas  the  bishop»  in  his  book,  deny'd 
That  prophecy  was  properly  apply'd? 
Ifo— but  that  Peter  did  a  thing  so  odd, 
As  to  crefer  it  to  the  voice  of  God. 
This  was  the  point  requir*d  to  be  explain'd| 
In  contradiction  to  what  he  maintain'd; 
That  which  the  doctor  undertook  to  elear. 
And  make  the  prcffetice  of  the  saint  appear: 
But  while  we  look>d  what  reasons  he  would  bring 
For  so  incomprehensible  a  thing,  450 

As  common  sense  must  reckon  an  appeal 
From  what  th*  Almighty  should  himself  reveal, 
Shifting  the  circumstances,  time,  and  place, 
In  short,  the  ądestion,  to  another  case, 
He  tellś  os— not  of  prophecy  preferr*d 
To  voice  from  Heav'n,  which  hft  had  jnst  arerr^d. 
But— how  the  saint  apply'd,  iu  his  discourse, 
Piophetic  worda,  to  give  the  Gospel  foircc; 
How  Peter  argued  from  tbem,  he  relates. 
And  proTes  fiill  well— what  nobody  debates.    460 

How  grarely,  sir,  finom  fellacy  so  cmde, 
He  prompts  th'  amused  reader  to  conclude 
«« That  any  man,  especialły  a  Jew, 
(As  Peter  was)  might  think  the  preTrence  duc  \ 
And  what  himself  had  heard  th*  Almighty  speak, 
Might  be  epteem'd,  coroparatively,  weak*!" 

Undec  this  millstonc,  oft,  the  stniggliiig  page 
Bestirs  itself,  but  cannot  disengage. 
«*  At  ali  events  resoWing  to  confiite  *, 
(To  use  his  logie)  or  at  least  dtspute,  470 

*  P.  60.  "  Yet  all  thiipomp  of  words,  this  soiemn 
appeal  to  the  whole  college  of  the  apostles  and 
evangelisU,  is  nothing  else  but  an  empty  strain  of 
rhetoric,  without  any  argument  or  significancy  in 
it what80cvcr/»— P.  34.  "One would  6e  apt to  sus- 
pect,  that  his  lordship  never  chooses  to  see  morę 
of  any  subject,  thań  what  may  serve  that  parti- 
cular  hypothesis  which  he  comes  prepared  to 
support.»»  P.S9.  «lti8thi8alone,whichthenature 
of  the  subject  required  him  to  confiite,  and  what 
he  had  undertaken  to  confiite ;  but  instead,  he 
changes  the  question  npon  us,  and  when  we  were 
cxpecting  rcasons,  &c." 

*  P.  56.  •*  I  might  now  lcave  it  to  the  reader  to 
judge  whether  in  contradiction  to  what  the  bishop 
maiutains,  a  man  in  his  wits,  and  especialły  a 
Jew,  might  not  think  prophecy  a  stronger  argu- 
ment in  generał,  than  a  voice  firom  Hcavcn,  which 
he  himself  had  heard."  ,    ,     .  u-  f 

*  P.  29.  *•  This  was  the  gronnd  of  his  lordship  s 
rcsolntion  to  confiite,  or  at  all  erents  to  contradict 


Its  autiwr  sbows  great  spirfi^  and  gi«ai  arfj 
And  well  perfbrms  the  contradicting  part;** 
But,  in  his  8ub8equent  remarks,  we  find 
How  lamely  confatation  limps  behind. 

FuUy  re8olv'd,  and  singly,  to  maititain 
A  paradoX|  so  quite  against  the  grain, 
The  learned  antithaumatist  must  choooc 
"  Not  to  instrnct  his  reader,  but  amase  ^f* 
Whene'er  he  touches  a  prophetic  cłause, 
"  Not  to  ii!ustrate,  but  perplex  the  cause,"      480 
To  speak  some  truth,  that  shows  the  fiivour'd  ^idtj 
And,  that  which  gives  the  whole  connection,  bidę. 
Why,  else,  a  total  siłence  on  the  bead 
Of  mirades,  in  what  SL  Peter  sald  ? 
How  could  recitcd  prophecicsi  alone, 
Proveto  the  Jews  tbat  Jesus  was  forcshown? 
Had  not  tbere  been  that  other  previous  proof, 
To  erery  thooghtfol  Jew^  in  his  behoof  ? 
Had  not  such  wondYous  facts  struck  up  the  Ugfat, 
That  show*d  their  application  to  be  right?      490 

Tracę  the  ąootations,  sir,  that  Peter  madę, 
*'  And  see  their  force  impartialiy  di8play'd; 
See  what  solutioń  stated  fact  supplies, 
Without  contriv*d  evasion,  or  disgDfse  ''.*' 

Tbe  first  occasion,  which  th'  apostle  took 
To  cite  a  passage  from  a  propbefs  book| 
Was  at  tbat  publlCj  wonderfol  erent, 
Upon  the  blessed  Spiritus  first  descent: 
The  faithfiil  flock,  tbat  met,  with  one  accord, 
To  wait  the  gifts  of  their  aseended  Lord,        300 
Soonas  the  tokens  of  his  presence  came, 
The  sound  celestial,  and  the  sacred  flame^ 
Began  to  speak,  witii  holy  ardonr  fir^d, 
In  various  hymns,  by  Heav'n  itaelf  in8piK*d; 
This  joyfiil  voice,  of  a  diviner  land. 
Was  spread  thro'  all  Jemsalem  abroad ; 
And  pious  Jews,  firom  eT*ry  distant  clime 
Kesiding  there,  that  providential  time, 
Derout  epitome  of  all  mankind, 
Were  drawn  to  witnesa  that  which  God  desigaMi 
His  wond'n>us  works  as  Gałileans  sung, 
All  understood  the  spirit^utter^d  tongue; 
Of  language,  then,  was  noconfosion  known; 
Rach  heard  this  one,  and  heard  it  as  his  owd  : 
God  gave  the  word  himself;  and  all  the  good 
Shar*d  in  the  promisM  gifi-,  and  understood: 
Tho*,  then,  astonish^d  at  the  wond*rou8  tbeme^ 
Prepar*d  to  spread  it  to  the  worki'*  estreme. 

Others,  insensible  of  grace  divine, 
MockM  at  its  influence,  and  talkM  of  winę;    890 
Themselve3  tntoxicated  with  that  pride. 
By  which  the  deaf  in  spirit  still  deride. 
T  was  then  that  Peter,  standing  up  to  show 
Th'  absurd  reproach,  gare  all  of  them  to  know 
That,  what  these  mockers  calPd  a  dranken  fit, 
Was  God's  performance  of  what  Joel  writ 

them,  (the  free-thinker^s  words);  which  lastpsit 
he  bas  performed  with  great  spirit,  but  bow  ftr 
he  has  suooeeded  in  the  first,  will  be  seen  in  the 
foilowing  remarks." 

•  P.  4.  "  Proper  rether  (speaking  of  the  bisbop»8 
woiks)  to  perplex  than  to  illustrate  the  notioo  of 
prophecy ;  and  to  amuse  rather  than  Instnict  sa 
inouisitire  reader.'* 

•Jp.  153.  'Mnstead  of  contri^ing  any  en»n 
expedients,  or  fanciful  systems  to  elnde  tbe  force 
of  such  objections,  I  thought  it  my  duty  to  examioe 
seriously  and  impartialiy,  what  sohition  of  then 
the  sulject  itself,  whenfairly  st«te4»  wgułd  inpply.' 
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Of  <liy*i  then  dawning,  when  he  would  impart 

Hif  gospel  gifts  to  ev>ry  faithfol  łieart; 

Puar  out  his  heav*nly  spirit,  and  refresh 

Not  lingle  natSons  ońly,  bat  all  fleth ;  5S0 

AU  should  partakr,  that  woald^  of  richer  grace 

Nov  fuIJy  puFchasM  forthe  human  race* 

Por  this  was  what  SU  Peter,  then  inspir*d, 
Weot  on  to  show,  and  argument  reqoir*d; 
The  Jews  all  knett',  Messiah  was  to  come; 
Tbat  this of  atl  prediction  gave  tłie  sum: 
Tbe  question  was,  if  it  had  been  ful^ird 
In  Jc5Qs?  whoiD  thetr  wicked  handa  had  kill*d. 

Non^y  to  pn>ve  thir,  th'  apostle  first  applies 
The  miraeles,  performM  hefore  their  eyes ;      540 
God*s  approbation  of  him,  he  defines, 
Was  maiłifeat  by  wonders,  and  by  sign% 
Done  in  the  midat  of  them— aee  berę  the  ground 
Prepar*d,  beforc  be  offei^d  to  expoaDd, 
By  aiguments  of  snch  imroediate  fórce, 
So  plain,  so  striking,  tbat  they  most,  of  course, 
Make,  secondly,  to  such  as  sbonld  tmke  heed, 
He  Word  of  propbecy  morę  surę  indeed, 

Aad  then  he  ahows  how  tbe  prophetic  word 
Włth  its  enct  acoomplishment  concurr'd :      '  350 
What  Da?id  had  propbeti<^Uy  said 
Jems  <iilfin*d,  in  rising  from  the  dead; 
Whereof  we  all  are  witneaaea   ■berę  lay 
Tbe  strength  of  all  that  any  words  coatd  tay : 
Wfaen  Dombers  present  could  the  fact  atfcest, 
Thoosaodsof  soóla  th'  aooomplisbed  word  confest; 
Thst  this  was  he,  the  Lord,  the  Holy  One, 
Whooi  DaTid  fix*d  hia  heart  and  hopes  upon; 
And  8odescrib'd,  as  only  conld  agree 
To  him,  whose  fleah  should  no  eormption  see.  560 
His  reBurrection,  joa  perceive,  it  was 
Tbatshow^  tbe  piophefs  word  now  come  to  pass; 
That  madę  th*  apo8tIe'8  intimation  c!ear, 
*'He  sfaed  forth  this,  whtch  w^  now  see,  and  hear.*' 

Again ;  when  Peter  had  restor*d  the  lamę 
To  perfect  soundoess,  in  onr  SaTioiłr's  name» 
He  toki  the  woiłd'ring  tiiroDg,  that  they  had  słain 
The  Prince  of  Life^  wbom  God  had  rais>d  again ; 
**  Wbeieof  we  are  the  witnesses,''  883^8  he ; 
Then  sbows  how  all  the  prephecies  agree;       570 
AU  hare  soccessirely  fbretold  these  days,    [raise. , 
And  mark'd  the  prophet,  whom  the  Lord  should 

So,  when  the  prieats  and  Sadducees,  aggńev'd 
That  such  increasing  multitudes  believ>d, 
AsVd  by  what  pow^r  be  acted,  Peter  said, 
*'  By  that  of  Jesus,  ri«en  from  the  dead ; 
Bj  him  this  hcaling  miracle  is  wroaght:" 
Then  quotes — "  The  stone,  which  ye  have  set  at 

nongfat, 
Ob  this,  rejected  by  the  builders*  hands, 
As  a  sore  basis,  all  saWation  stands."  580 

No  pfiest  was  ^n  so  impotently  skitPd, 
As  to  saggest  the  passage  unful  filPd ;   ' 
All,  by  the  wond^rous  core,  were  oyercome ; 
The  liring  proof  was  there,  and  struck  them  domb. 

In  vain,  a  council  then,  as  well  as  now> 
Tosilence  miracles,  or  disarow: 
iNer  and  John  could  neithcr  be  deterr'd ; 
They  needs  mast  speak  what  they  had  seen,  aod 

heard: 
Nor  chaige,  nor  chains^  nor  medltated  death 
OwM  stop  to  God^s  commands  th*  obedient  breath; 
His  ilnal  argument,  stilł,  Peter  brings, 
"  We  are  bis  witnesses  of  all  tfaete  thinga." 

This,  you  may  read,  sir,  was  the  real  patb 
That  P«ter  trod,  m  hif  copOmied  feitbj 


That  all  the  preadi«r9  of  the  gospel  trod, 
When  they  explain'd  the  orades  of  God: 
Preach*d  whnt  themselves,  without  a  leamed  sŁrifc^ 
«'  Saw,  heard,  and  handled  of  the  Word  of  Life;» 
When,  in  their  days,  so  mightily  it  grew, 
And  wrought  such  proofs  that  prophecy  was  tnie; 
Whłcb,  tbo'  it  fiointed  to  the  iiiture  scenę. 
And  oft  prefigur^d  tłie  Messiah*s  reign» 
Yet  gave  a  light,  comparatiyely  dim, 
Tbat  ow*d  its  shining  certatnty  to  him. 

Thus,  sin— to  come  direcŁly  to  the  text, 
With  which  the  critics  are  so  much  perplex'd; 
Whereof  the  real  mea ni ng,  Haińy  trac'd« 
Lays  heaps  of  paper,  printed  on  it,  waste; 
Had  tbey  adverted  that  St  Peter,  still» 
From  what  he  saw,  upon  the  holy  bill,  610 

Argues  apostles  not  to  have  surmis*d, 
Or  follow*d  iables  canningly  deyisHl; 
But  to  hare  witness^d  only  what  they  knew, 
From  their  own  sight,  and  bearing,  to  be  tnie| 
And  tu  haye  justly  gathered,  from  thence, 
The  surę  completion  of  prophetic  aenae : 
To  which  the  Jews  did  rightly  to  attend, 
'Till  tbey  themselyes  should  see  it  in  the  end ; 
Had  they  considei*d  thia,  they  would  haye  found 
.Of  ail  their  wide  perpłexitie8  tbe  ground;        620 
Haye  soon  perceiy*d  that,  in  the  yarious  brawl, 
A  wrong  translation  was  the  cause  of  alL 

Peter  makes  no  comparison  between 
Prophetic  word,  and  what  himself  had  seen; 
As  if  he  thought  the  yision  in  the  Mount 
Less  surę  to  him,  upon  bis  own  account. 
This  is  a  stretcb  by  which  the  doctor  meant 
"  Of  public  patien^e,  surę,  to  try  th*  estent;** 
Or,  (stiU  tocopy  Bopolite  a  clown) 
"  To  try  how  far  his  nonsense  would  go  down.  630 
To  say  the  trutb,  his  pagea  indeyout 
Haye  fiimish'd  matter  of  ofience  tkrougbout; 
But  here,  from  knowtng  what  the  world  would 

bear, 
Grown,  without  ceremony,  ąuite  seyere',*' 
He  would  obłige  his  readers  to  admit 
A  thing,  that  shocks  or  pŁain,  or  critic  wit; 
That  dark  old  prophecy,  in  Peter'a  choice. 
Was  beld  morę  surę  than  God's  immediate  yoice: 
They  must  admit,  ^r  eise  they  must  be  weak, 
Something  morę  surę  than  truth  itself  could  speak. 

Nor  does  St.  Peter,  as  tbe  leamed  gloze, 
Speaking  to  Jewish  conyerts,  here  suppose, 
Tbat  they  would  think  comparatiye  distrust 
Of  an  apo8tle's  own  experience  just: 

. '  P.  8.  *<  But  to  say  the  truth,  I  haye  neyer  ob> 
senred  a  stranger  instance  of  the  public  pattence 
and  blind  defierence  to  the  authority  of  a  great 
name,  than  in  the  case  of  these  very  Discourses ; 
which,  though  in  all  parts  greatly  exceptionable, 
and  fbmishing  matter  of  offence  in  eyery  page, 
haye  yet  passed  through  many  editions,  not  only 
without  reproof,  but  with  some  dęgree  even  of 
approbation.  And  it  waa  this  experience  perhaps 
of  what  the  world  would  bear,  which  madę  his 
lordship  reaolye  to  withdraw  bis  prefiice,  and  to 
treat  na  no  longer  with  any  ceremony ;  having 
seen  that,  notwithstanding  the  consciousness, 
which  he  had  declared,  of  being  in  the  wrong, 
the  public  was  still  disposed  to  think  him  in  the 
right,  and  tbat  his  nonsense  would  go  down  with 
them,  without  giying  him  tbe  tfouble  of  making 
aa  ezcuse  for  it..* 
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BYROSrS  POEIIS. 


No  tnie  ćonAftietion  of  tłie  text  can  guide 
To  sueh  śaspicioo,  sir,  on  eitber  side. 

His  words  import,  direetly,  if  you  seek 
Thcir  genuine  meaniog  in  tbe  yalgate  Gredc, 
And  mind  the  previously  related  sceoe; 
His  words,  I  say,  most  evidentły  mean,  650 

**  We  8»w  the  glory — ^heard  the  voice,  and  thus 
Ha^e  the  prophetic  word  madę  surę  to  us;" 
Which  ye  do  well  to  fbllow,  as  a  spark 
That  sprcads  a  ray  tbrough  places  that  aie  dark ; 
'Till  ye,  with  us,  enjoy  the  perfect  light. 
And  want  no  prophecies  to  set  you  right. 

An  Eiiglish  reaider  may  be  led,  indeed, 
l^o  think,  that,  as  th*  apostle^s  words  proceed 
With  '*  we  have  also" — it  was  somethinr  morę, 
Some  surer  proof  than  what  had  gone  b^re :   660 
But  "  also,*'  tbo*  without  italics  read^, 
Is  an  addition  to  what  Peter  said: 
It  only  shows  how  our  translation  fyWd, 
And  madę  the  blnnder,  that  has  sińce  preTaiPd; 
Which,  tbo'  sufficientty  proYokM  to  mend, 
The  learned  still  choose  ratber  to  defend. 

A  writer,  whose  fireethinking  scbemes  inctte 
The  bisbop,  and  the  doctor  botb  to  write; 
Who  had,  it  seems,  in  prophecies,  a  nile 
First  to  extol,  and  tben  to  ridicule,  670. 

Took,  sir,  his  staod  on  tbis  comipted  place, 
From  whenoe  he  botb  might  heighlcn,  and  dim 

grace: 
One  point  tbe  vu1gar  erronr  gain'd,  alone; 
While,  for  the  other,  he  employ*d  his  own. 
Ingenious  authors  answer'd  him  apace,     ' 
But  got  no  triimiph  in  tbu  knotty  place ; 
Good  sense  obłig'd  ibem  whoUjlito  reject 
St  Peter's  preTrence,  in  his  own  respect; 
Ck>Ilin8  bimaelf  th*  absurcHty  forbore; 
That  height  was  left  for  Middleton  to  soar.      680 
But  still  some  otber  they  suppoe^d  there  was, 
Something  that  prophecy  must  needs  surpass : 
What  it  was  not,  thcy  easily  could  see; 
But  what  it  was,  »!arce  two  of  them  agree: 
Intent  some  kind  of  prePrenee  to  proTide, 
Which  **  also**  plainły,  and  '*  morę  surę'*  imply'd: 
AU,  by  an  errour,  which  the  simple  thought 
Of  constrMng  right  had  rectifi'd,  were  caugbt. 

In  tbis  mistykę  the  bishop  too  has'shar'd, 
^  Asserting  prophecy  indeol  comparM,  690 

And,  by  St  Peter,  to  the  voiee  prefenr*d, 
Which  he  himself,  upon  the  Mount,  had  heard : 
Yet  not,  says  he,  as  that  freethinker  meant; 
The  woitls  relate  buŁto  that  one  event, 
That  stands  upon  prophetica)  record, 
To  wit,  tłie  glorious  coming  of  our  Lord  *. 

But,  one  or  all,  to  make  a  surer  word 
Than  heav*nly  demonstration  is  abi«id ; 

^  P.  9d.  «  His  lordship*!  exposition  of  the  text  is 
tbis:  *  that  the  word  of  prophecy  is  compared, 
indeed  and  preferred  here  by  St  Peter  to  the 
evidence  of  that  heavenly  vQice,  which  he  himself 
had  heard  in  tbe  Mount,'  yet  not»  as  that  iree- 
thinking  author  imagines,  op  the  account  of  its 
being  a  surer  proof,  or  better  ai^ment  for  the 
generał  truth  of  the  gospe^  but  only  for  the  par- 
ticuiar  articic  of  Christ^s  coming  again  in  glory, 
to  which  case  alone  the  comparison  relates;  for 
^th  regard  to  the  truth  of  <he  gospel ,  Peter  is  so 
far  from  sp«»aking  of  prophecy  in  this  place,  as 
tbe  best  evklence,  that  he  maaifiBStly  speaks  of  it 
asnotthe,best" 


And  glaringf  in  tbe  instance  that  he  dfos^ 
Because  that  coming,  as  the  contezt  shows,     70Ó 
Was  of  such  majesty,  as  Peter  knew 
That  Christ  was  really  cloŁh*d  with;  in  his  view( 
And,  tberefore,  could  not  possibly  say«  ff« 
Have  also  something  surer  than  tosee: 
We  were  e^-toitnenett  of  what  we  preach, 
Yet  thjnk  morę  certan  what  the  pn^Aets  teaclu 

He  contradicts,  in  splitting  on  the  shelf 
Of  our  translation,  Peter,  and  himself; 
The  saintr—by  such  restriction  of  his  own, 
As  was,  by  him,  unthought  of,  and  unknown;  711 
Himsel^-iwho  says  that  Peter,  in  this  place, 
Adroitting  gospel  truth  to  be  tbe  case. 
Far  from  preferring  tbe  prophetic  test, 
Has  manifostly  said  *t  was  not  the  best 

And  of  all  gospel  tnitKs,  that  you  can  nasie, 
This  glorious  coming  is  the  one  great  atm; 
The  sum,  and  substancę,  with  respect  to  man, 
Of  heav*nly  purpose,  sińce  tłie  world  began: 
Divine  intention  could  no  morę  have  beeu 
For  Christ  to  suffer,  than  for  man  to  sin;       780 
Tho',  sińce  tbat  iatal  accident  befell, 
Incamate  love  would  sa^^e  him  from  a  beli. 
Whereas  his  glorious  rcign  amongst  mankiiid 
Might,  from  thetr  first  existeitce,  be  design^dt 
And  siuce  his  suff 'ring,  saving  adrent  past, 
What  sense  of  justice  candeny  the  Ust  ? 
His  reigning  glory,  were  tbe  prophets  dumb, 
AU  things,  iu  naturę,  ery  aloud  will  come. 

Besides,  what  better  does  the  text  affoid. 
To  any  tolerable  sense  restor'd,  '791 

Compare,  prefer,  or  construe  how  you  will, 
Than  that  divine  appearance  on  the  bill  i 
That  ascertaining,  in  a  beav*nly  light. 
Om*  &^Tiottr'8  gloiy,  by  a  present  sight; 
That  record,  which  the  Fatber,  tbereuponb 
Gaye  of  his  Son  to  Peter,  James,  and  John: 
So  fuli  of  proofs  tbat,  let  what  will  be  chief, 
Doubt  is  too  near  akin  to  disbelief. . 

The  doctor  says,  *•*  't  is  surely  no  offence 
To  tnie  religion,  or  to  oommon  sense,  1^ 

To  think  that,  tiacing  circurostances  out, 
Perplext  apostles  might  be  left  in  doubt'.** 
Yet  may  a  serious  reader  think  it  is, 
From  one  plain  circumstance,  and  that  is  tbis| 
Wben  they  descended  fron  the  sacred  place, 
After  partaking  of  this  heav'nly  grace, 
Our  Saviour  cbaig^fl  them  that  they  shooki  not 
'To  any  man,  tbe  Yision  that  befeil ;  [telli 

'Till  he  himself  was  risen  from  tbe  dead : 
The  Tision  tbeu— 4f  be  knew  what  he  sałd»    750 
Was  tnie,  and  reał ;  while,  if  you  complete 
The  doctor^s  hints  of  possible  deceit. 
To  give  his  rash  leflections  any  force, 
Our  Lord  himself  must  be  deceiT'd,  or  worse: 
Such  thiugs  would  foUow— but  the  horrid  train 
Is  too  oflRnisive,  even  to  explain.  [mąka 

In  fine-*tbese  comments,  which  the  leanied 
On  Peter**  words,  afe  owing  to  mistake : 
Those,  which  the  doctor  has  been  pleas'd  to  iram^ 
Upon  his  wbole  behairiour,  are  the  same..       7ii0 
Nor  is  morę  iearoing  needfol  in  the  case^ 
Than  to  oonsult  the  untranslated  place : 
The  phrase,  you  'U  see,  asserts  what  1  asseit. 
And  leaves  no  critic  room  to  oontroTert 

■  P.  5i.  <<  It  is  no  offence  surely,  eiiher  to  rea< 
son  or  religion,  to  imagine  that  this  woudeiful  ap- 
parition,"  ^cc  before  quoted,  liue  37.. 
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Crotiot^  wboee  pampbnise  tbe  doctor  ąuotes, 
Q'vm  it  this  meaninsf  in  bis  learned  notes; 
**  The  word  of  prophecy  we  all  alłow 
T»beofgreatattthońty,  butnow, 
tf ith  ns  moch  greater,  who  have  seeii  th'  erent 
80  spUy  oorrespond  with  its  intent.*'  770 

This  pares  tbe  way  to  a  becomiag  sense. 
And  orertbiows  oar  antboi^s  vain  pretence ; 
*  Vsin  ftrt  and  pain^  employ'd  npon  the  theme. 
To  dms  op  sn  imaginary  scbeine, 
Of  which,  the  wbole  New  Testament  around. 
Nor  foot,  nor  foot«tep,  sir,  is  to  be  found  \** 

Trsditioii— Uio*  of  apostolic  kind. 
Soch  ts  was  £nocb*s  propbccy— -you  find 
CoDtemptuonsly  rallM,  **  I  Icnow  not  wbat  V* 
Tfao*  by  St  Jnde  so  ptainly  pointed  at : 
Beetiue,  if  Jude's  aotbonty  ba  good, 
PropbcU  esisted  long  before  the  flood :  780 

Tbat  glorioos  adwent — set  so  oft  in  riew, 
Botb  inthe  ancient  Scriptores,  and  the  new— 
Orbiai,  who  flrst  was  proroisM  at  tbe  iałl, 
Hmeofall  ages,  was  foretuld  inaU. 
If  cnoch  and  if  Noab  preacb^d  away. 
Was  Adam,  think  ye,  silent  in  his  day  > 
Hsd  he  no  loss  to  tell  his  chifdren  then? 
Ko  taviDg  righteousness  to  preach  to  men? 
Did  God  ordain  two  SaTiours,  in  the  case 
Of  antę,  aod  of  post  dilnvian  race }  790 

Let  orał  mention,  or  let  writte n  feiil, 
)f  good,  that  is,  ił  Christian  sense  prerail, 
It  aeirer  can  permit  us  to  rcject 
Coa»iitency  of  truth,  for  tbeir  defect: 
One  Ood,  one  Saviour,  and  one  Sptrit  still 
Recon,  let  bookwonns  reason  as  they  wili : 
Wkatever  isyts  a  man  from  beinfc  cnrst, 
Wbat  man  can  say,  God  bid  it  from  the  fii-st? 
Or,  if  h«  does,  and  talks  as  if  he  knew, 
Will  want  of  writiogs  pn>ve  that  he  says  true?  8O0 
With,  or  withont  them,  fancy  can  take  aim; 
Ifwanting,  trinmpb;  or,  if  not,  disclaim: 
lA  them  abonnd,  no  miracles  make  out; 
Let  them  be  silent,  make  apoetles  doobt. 

The  two  main  pillars  of  his  wbole  diicourse, 
Whereon  the  doctor  seems  to  rest  ita  force, 
Aad  begs  the  reader,  sir,  to  recolleot 
lo  bil  conclimon,  are  to  this  effisct; 
*'That  gospel  proofs  on  prophecies  relyHl, 
Sngly ,  aod  indepeodently  appły 'd ;  8 1  fi 

Aad,  that  the  first,  firom  whom   its  preaobers 

draw 
Tbeir  proof  of  Christ,  is  Moses  in  tbe  1awV* 

Botb  whicb  St  Peter's  evidence,  again, 
SbowB  to  be  slips  of  bis  too  hasty  peni 
For  when  th'  apostłe,  at  tbe  tempie  gate, 
ReitDr^d  the  eripple  to  a  perfect  state ; 

*P.  SS.  **And  Orotins  parapbrait^^s  the  Mmc 
woidt,  as  if  the  apostle  had  said,  '  Tbe  word  of 
prapbeey  had  alwaya  great  aatbority  with  as,  but 
now  a  mach  greater,  after  we  have  seen  the  e^ents 
conesponded  so  apttywith  the  predictions  eon* 
cemittg  the  Mesaiab.'** 

*V.Ą.  **'l  fbond  much  art  and  pains employed 
(by  the  bisfaop)  to  dress  np  aa  imaginary  scheme, 
ofwbjch  I  had  not  discovered  the  least  tracę  in 
aay  of  tbe  Foar  Goapels.** 

*  P.  18.  «  Nor  do  they  (tbe  apostles)  refer  us, 
fcrthe  eńdences  of  oar  faitb,  to  I  know  not  what 
>I>ropheeiea  of  Enocb." 

^See  the  qaotatioa  in  tbe  nezt  column. 
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And  took  occasion,  from  tbe  healed  lame. 

To  preach  the  gospel,  in  out  Sayiour^s  name; 

Tbus  be  bespake  tbe  people  that  stood  by, 

"  God,  by  the  mouth-^observe  tbe  sacred  tie)-^ 

Of  all  bis  prophets  hath  foresbown  his  Son,     821 

Jesus,  by  whom  this  mińicle  is  dnne/' 

Wbich  of  them,  singly  then,  did  Peter  cito? 

Wbat  independency,  where  all  unitę? 

Where  all  predicted,  as  one  spirit  bid, 

That  Christ  should  sufler,  as  be  really  did. 

'*  And  enter  into  glory" — ^for  that  next 
Tbe  preacher  speaks  to,  in  tbefollowing  text: 
Where,  in  bis  exhortation  to  repent, 
Jesus,  be  tells  them,  sball  again  be  sent;         830 
HeaT*ns  must  receive  mankind's  appoitited  head» 
'Till  time  hath  done  whatever  God  hatb  said 
By  all  bis  prophets,  sińce  the  world  began— 
For  so  the  sense,  witbont  curtailing,  ran; 
Of  whicb  the  doctor,  quoting  but  a  part, 
Has  yet  dissołr^d  tbe  cbarm  of  all  his  art: 
Since  all  the  prophets — ^!et  the  world  begin 
With  Moses,  if  be  will— «re  taken  in; 
And  join^d  togetber,  mnst,  whate'er  he  thinks, 
Produoe  a  chain,  however  iew  the  links.  840 

'T  is  true,  be  afterwards  begins  to  quote. 
And,  first,  tbe  propbet  of  whom  Moses  wrote: 
Addingk— >*'  tbat  all,  who  in  sucoession  canie, 
Had  likewise  spokeu  of  the  rery  same:" 
Tbe  same — (see  bow  propbetic  woids  conspire) 
God's  own  predicted  to  the  Jewish  sire: 
"  And  in  thy  seed,*'  so  Peter's  words  attcst, 
'*  Shall  all  the  kindieds  of  the  P^ith  be  blest:'* 
Proofs  of  our  Savioar  Christ  you  see  him  draw 
Prom  in,  from  tkfte%  from  before  tbe  law.        850 

What  can  be  said  in  answer,  sir,  to  this? 
The  faot  is  plain,  tbo'  Peter  judg'd  amiss; 
For  such  defect,  bcscruples  not  to  own, 
**  Collins  against  th*  «vangeliBt  bas  shown: 
The  Tery  gospels  have  some  proofs  assign*d 
Of  loose,  precarious,  and  uncertain  kind^." 
This  unbelierer  (in  the  shocking  terms, 
In  which  his  caose  a  clerg}'man  confirms) 
**  Has  argnments  unanswerabły  strong. 
To  prove  their  manner  of  applying  wrong:      860 
Altho*  whAtcTcrTlifficulties  lie 
A^inst  the  way,  wherein  they  sball  apply, 
It  is  the  bciit,  which,  of  all  other  ways, 
The  case  affords,"— so  runs  his  Tev'rend  pbrase* 
5k>  deist,  and  dirine,  but  botb  in  yain, 
Seek  to  unftisten  the  propbetic  chain. 

Should  the  New  1'estament  be  treatod  so 
By  one,  whose  character  we  did  not  know, 

•  P.  151.  '*  From  these  two  obserrations,  it  fol- 
lows,  that  whatorer  diiiłculties  may  be  charged 
to  the  particular  applications  of  prophecies,  which 
are  fbund  iu  tbe  New  Testament,  yet  on  the  wbole* 
tbat  way  of  applying  them  must  be  esteetned  by 
Christians,  as  the  best  which  the  case  afTords;  and 
that  the  authority  of  the  gospel,  os  far  as  it  it 
gronnded  on  prophecy,  rests  on  thosc  single  and 
independent  predictions,  whicb  are  delivered  oc* 
casionally,  be.e  and  tbere,  in  tbe  Law  and  tbe 
Prophets.  It  must  bo  confessed,  bowerer,  that 
the  antbor,  against  whom  tbe  bishop^s  discourstrs 
are  le^elled,  bas  alleged  se^eral  strong  and  e^en 
unanswerable  objecttons  to  some  of  them,  which 
are  cited  by  the  evangelists  in  proof  of  the  mission 
of  Jesus,  as  being  of  Uto  loose  and  precarious  a 

natore  to  build  aoy  solid  argument  upon.'*- 

ą 


226 


BTIlOM'S  POEMS. 


Might  not  the  language  misf  ita  aini*d  efiect? 
Aud  rather  tempt  tbe  reader  to  suspect  870 

That  8ome   presiimptuous    mocker,    and    self- 

wiU'd, 
Had  Eno€h*s,  Jude's,  and  Peter*s  woids  fulfill'd ! 

To  elear  a  tortui^d  passage  from  abuse» 
This  good  efRsct  may,  possibly»  produce, 
That  when  a  writer,  of  the  modem  mode» 
Shall  cast  reflections  on  tbe  sacred  codę. 
Men  will  not,  merely  upon  sudden  trust 
In^bold  assertions,  take  them  to  be  jusŁ; 
Since  it  may  be — ^tbat  he  bas  only  madę 
Of  great  mistakes  a  critical  paradę;  880 

Has  only  spoken  evil  of  tbose  things, 
Of  which  he  does  not  really  know  tbe  springs; 
Has  met  with  matters  high  abovę  bis  reach, 
And,  scoming  to  be  tau^ht,  presum^d  to  teach: 
Raising,  about  them,  an  aifected  ery, 
That  ends  in  nothing  but  a — who  but  U 

**  Barę  prophecy*'  the  doctor  bas  profest, 
**  Admits  coimpleticn  cnly  for  its  test: 
Th'  eTent,  foremki  by  it,  must  also  be 
MThat  Jiuman  pnidence  neyer  couid  foresee;    890 
J^or  huma9  power  produce;  or  eise  no  siga 
Con]^  '^ęnoe,  appear  of  agency  divine  \^ 

ProJ[)hecy  theo,  as  his  deiBcriptions  own, 
Can  be  madę  surę  by  miracles  alone : 
It  is,  what  hc  bimself  is  pleasM  to  cali, 
While  imfulfiU*d,  no  evidence  at  alL 
How  is  it,  tben,  in  his  repeated  term, 
Of  standing eridencc,  morę  surę  and  firm? 
How-  is  this  /sonsonant  to  standing  still 
As  nonę  at  all,  till  miracles  fiilfill?  900 

If  it  has  nOne  till  they  are  ovei|Miist, 
Is  not  the  evidence  from  them  at  last? 
From  them  prophetic  word,  before  obscurc, 
Becomes  an  e?idence  confinn^d,  and  surę; 
Its  trath  in  first  demon»trated,  akid  then, 
Reflects  its  light  on  miracles  again. 

A  hungry  ąuestion,  tbereforc,  to  inquire, 
Of  two  great  proofs,  thatactually  conspire, 
Whtch  is  the  best(  when,  with  united  light, 
They  both  produce  an  e?idence  so  brighL        9\0 
But  <*the  freethinker,  with  a  crafty  view,» 
(If  what  his  leam*d  assistant  says  be  tnie) 
**  Had  rais*d  prophetic  credit  to  exceąs, 
In  order,  morę  aecurely,  to  depress; 
And,  for  this  cause,  his  lordship  undertook 
To  write,  it  s^ems^  at  all  ^.entSą  a  book  *.*' 

"^  P.  4p.  **  YHiereas  ą  bąrc  prophecy,  deliTered  as 
the  proof  of  a  divinę  c))aracter  in  any  person  or 
doctrine*,  is  incapable  of  any  persuasive  force,  or 
of  giving  any  aort  of  conviction,  uotil  it  be  ac- 
oomplished;  the  completion  of  it  being  tbe.  sole 
test,  by  which  its  veracity  can  be  determioe^ 
The  eyent  likewise,  foretold  by  it,  must  be  of  a 
kind,  which  neither  human  pnidence  couid  fore- 
see,  nor  human  power  produce;  for  otherwise  it 
oonld  not  givę  any  assuranoe  of  a  divinę  in^r- 
position." 

*  P.  29."  As  for  as  theae  wordsgo,  there  is  certain- 
ly  nothing  in  them  but  what  a  sincereadvooate  of 
tbe  gospd  might  freely  alloF  aud join  issue  upon; 
but  they  came  from  an  enemy,  who  had  a  crafty 
Ticw  in  cYtoIling  the  credit  of  prophecy,  in  order 
\o  depress  it  afterwards  the  morę  eiTectually  ^  and 
this  was  the  ground  of  his  lordship's  resolution  to 
cunfutc,  or,  at  all  erąntSy  to  coutradict  them,  &&" 
qnotedp.  18. 


.    This  beiDg,  thęn,  the  motire  whicb  be  lMid»  '    ^ 
A  reader  asks— what  is  theie  in  it  bad  ?' 
With  what  decorum  does  a  priestacćase 
Abishop,wntingagainst  crafty  views?       *     920' 
Yiews  of  an  enemy  to  gospel  truth—- 
Is  the  defending  of  him  less  nncouth  ? 
Does  such  defence,  with  such  a  rudeness  writ, 
Tbe  priest,  tbe  bishop,  or  the  cause  belit? 
So  interlarded  with  that  loose  ręproacb, 
Wbich  want  of  argument  is  wont  to  broach;     • 
So  deeply  ting^d  the  Cioeronian  style 
With,  what  tbe  critics  commonly  cail,  bile; 
That  they,  who  thought  it  worth  their  while  to 

seek 
The  anthor^s  motiye,  judg'd  it  to  be  piqiie.      930 

Soon  as  you  enter  on  the  work,  yoa  see 
An  instant  sample  what  the  whoie  will  be: 
First,  "  being  jealous  of  tbe  bishop^s  riews. 
His  book,  for  years,  he  dar^d  not  to  peruse; 
Afraid  to  tru&t  so  eniioent  a  guide. 
For  foar  his  judgment  should  be  warp*d  aside:'' 
Tho*  quite  secure— *<  for  he  had  ever  found 
Aut  bonty  to  be  a  treach'rous  ground ; 
And  even  this  '*— this  capital  aflair, 
That  was  to  lead  his  judgment  to  a  soaie,        940 
"He  found— and  just  as  he  espected  tuo— 
Who  fear^d  before  a  bias  fhim  his  Tiew** 
When  graciously  inclin'd  to  see  it  Since, 
"  Snite  of  a  kind  that  neyer  can  conTince^:" 
Which,  to  be  sui]^  afforded  reason  good 
To  write  a  book  against  it,  lest  it  should. 
.  Had  any  other  auŁhor,  less  polite, 
With  Yułgar  phrase  attempted  thus  to  write; 
And,  thus,  begun  so  fine  a  scheme  to  spin; 
"  The  reas^ners  of  this  worŁd  had  broken  in,    950 
Rudely  unraveird  all  his  fine-spun  scheme  ^V 
And  sent  him  fonh  to  seek  another  theine. 

How  suited  this  to  any  good  design, 
That  should  engage  a  Christian,  a  dJTine? 
"  But  what  are  names — if  not  a  single  one 
Be  worth  regard,  for  siicteen  ages  gone  ł 
If  to  inquii«  what  any  of  them  say 
Be,  as  he  thinks,  but  wasting  timc.  away"  ł 

9  P.  2.  "I  knew  hia  lordship  also  to  be  eminatly 
qualłfied  to  dress  up  any  subject  into  any  form, 
which  wonld  best  serre  his  own  Tiews,  aiid  wts 
jealnus  of  warping  my  judgment  by  some  bisi, 
which  bis  authority  might  be  apt  to  imprint:  fir 
so  far  as  my  experience  had  reached,  I  bad  erer 
found  authority  a  trearheruos  guide  to  a  leareber 
after  truth.'*  P.  4.  "  Upon  this  task  I  soon  after 
entered,  and  found  this  capital  work  of  hit  lofd- 
8bip's  to  be  jttst  such  as  I  eapected,  esbibitin^s 
species  of  reasoning  peculiar  to  himself,  ever  snbtle 
and  refined,  yet  never  convinctng.'' 

>o  P.  106.  *'  But  hia  lordship  beiiig  apprdieoiife 
that  tbe  reaaoners  of  this  worid  might  break  ia* 
upon  him,  and  rudely  onraTel  his  fine^paB 
scheme." 

"  P.3.  « I  thooght  it  an  idie  cariosity  andante 
of  time,  to  inqttire  what  any  modem  dtrioe  bad 
praached  or  written  aboot  it  (viz.  the  nainre  of 
prophecy),  becauae  the^whole  that  can  be  kaown 
authentically,  oonceming  its  relation  to  Christ- 
ianity,  must  be  leamt  from  those  who  firit 
planted  Christianity,  and  were  Snatructed  by  tbe 
author  of  it,  on  what  foundatkrn  it  rested,  and 
how  for  the  argument  of  prophecy  waa  asefal  ta 
its  propagation  and  mppoft.'* 
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• 

RimMlf  ezcepted  in  the  modest  creed, 

Uniess  be  writet  for  nobody  to  read.  960 

Surę,  of  all  treach'roas  guides,  the  greatest  cbeat 
b  tliatofwUd,  ancbristian  self-conceit :  ~ 
Pofsen*d  by  tbis  domestic,  inbred  pride, 
The  wwe  Treetbinkers  srorn  tbe  nainc  of  guide : 
Theirown  tafficiency,  with  eyes  their  owh, 
Clearfy  bebeld,  tbey  trust  to  tbat  atone, 
Keii>lT'd  DO  other  nuucims  to  imbibe, 
TbaD  wbftt  tbeir  reason,  and  their  sense  prescribe; 
That  ii  tbemseWes—for  what  a  man  calls  his, 
h  tuch  a  case,  is  reałfy  what  he  is :  970 

Choote  bow  reOnM  an  egotist  may  be, 
His  reaBon,  judgtnent,  mind,  and  sense  is  he. 
Id  toch  confineoient  if  he  sita  enthrall'd. 
Ko  matter  by  what  title  be  is  callM; 
Bltod,  as  a  Sadducee,  to  hea?*nly  light, 
He  wiU  believe  his  own  conceptions  right: 
Nopropbecy,  to  him,  can  seem  morę  surę; 
Nor  mirecle  attestod  work  his  cnre. 
That  of  cooreniton  from  his  own  dark  roind 
Mwtfirst  convince  him,  that  he  once  waa  blind  : 
Hien  may  be  see,  with  salutary  grief,  981 

The  dire  eifects  of  wretched  unbelief ; 
Łooter,  aod  looser  from  all  sacred  ties, 
To  what  strange  heigbts  a  self-taught  iophist  flies. 

Priendship  to  doctor  Middleton,  sincere, 
Most,  if  exerted,  wisb  him  to  fórbear 
A  kind  of  writing  on  the  Christian  cause, 
Tltttgaias  him  m>  desirable  applause: 
That,  whether  mcant  or  not,  may,  unawares, 
loTolTe  a  reader  in  fineethinkilig  snares.  990 

IndTe  himself— If  freąoent  tiie  relapse, 
A  teacber  of  divinity,  perhaps, 
May  ran  the  riaąue  of  being  quite  bereft ; 
Of  hariog  noihing,  biit  the  habit,  left. 

May  that,  wbich  teaches  rightlyto  di?ide 
Theword  of  trutb,  be  his  petition'd  guide! 
Or,  if  resotT*d,  at  present,  to  pursue, 
Atftiture  łeisure,  a  mtstaken  cłue; 
May  fiitore  leitare —an  uncertain  datę— 
If  gnntedt  find  him  in  a  better  state !  1000 
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Ora  ibiks,  gooe  a  yiaiting,  rererend  sir, 
Having  kft  me  at  home  here,  less  able  to  stir, 
1  am  tbinking  on  matters,  that  loTingly  pasr, 
^Ifheie  the  'sąoire  of  the  hofiNe,  and  I,  visłted  last; 
Attbericai^s  of  fiowden,  old  frieird  of  us  two, 
Andatorer  of  learning,  iair,  honest,  and  true; 
Especially  sach,  as  shall  make  to  appear 
Any  pasiage  of  Scripture  morę  easy,  and  elear. 

Tbs  Seiipitnre  waa  writ,  and  ts  oft  understood. 
By  persona  onleamed,  bni  pioos  and  good; 
WhohaTe  mach  better  helpa,  than  merę  leamihg 

can  yield, 
Whieh  may  yet  be  of  nse,  in  it's  own  proper  field ; 
If  it  be  but  to  mend  its  own  faults  in  a  brother; 
Aod  correct,  in  one  man,  the  mistakes  of  another; 
Or  to  conbat  onr  icraples,  and  fix  a  true  thought, 
WheD.the  bead  shall  oonfirm  what  the  heart  bas 
beentanght.  • 


One  thing,  I  remember,  that  fell  in  onr  way, 
Was  the  speaking  in  tongues,  on  the  Penteeost 

<Jay;  •     [light, 

Whicb  uur  friend,  the  divine,  had  conceiv*d  in  a 
That,  however  ao  thought,  does  not  seem  to  be 

right: 
Ali  the  comments,  't  is  true,  that  one  erer  bas  met, 
Concur  with  his  notions  about  it ^  but  ;^et 
The  mistake  is  so  plain,  that  I  wish,  by  some 

means,  ,'  . 

To  obtain  his  review  of  those  wonderfol  scenes.    - 

*  It  is  not  my  thought;  for  I  first  was  appri8'd 
Of  the  thing  by  a  Jacob,  too  greatly  despis'd;     * 
Dipping  into  whose  writings,  which  little  I  knew, 
Some  expre8Słon  like  this  was  presentcd  to  view-^ 
"  All  languagcs  spoken  by  Peter  in  one — " 
A  tmtb,  which  the  moment  I  entered  upon, 
All  the  force  of  simplicity,  fitness,  ąnd  fact, 
£xtorted  assent,  that  I  could  not  retract. 

If  the  honest  ol^  vicar,  onr  rialled  frien^i 
To  St.  Lake's  own  acoount  will  be  plęas^d  to  kU 

tend, 
I  cannot  bat  think,  that  the  current  conceit 
WiU  yield  to  solotion,  śo  elear,  and  complete» 
Of  a  number  of  difficult  pointa,  that  arise 
Upon  Tiewing  the  text  with  anprejadic*d  eyes; 
If  speakers  were  morę  than  aposUes;  and  spokedi 
But  to  one  in  fifteen  was  a  tepaible  tol^n. 

For  the  names  to  that  number,  if  rightly  1  eoant 
By  a  Baguly  Bibie,  of  nations  amoant, 
Wbo  all  understood ^hat  a  Pteter,  or  3.ohn, 
Or  whoe\'er  he  will,  was  discoursing  upon : 
And  to  all,  at  one  time;  for,  how  plain  to  be  seen, 
That  persons,  nor  place,  could  admit  of  fijteen? 
Wneii  Parthians,  and  Medes,  Elamitcs— aiid  thtf 

rest— 
Must  be  too  intermixM  to  be  singly  addreit^ 

"  Are  notthede**— said  the  men  (the  derout)  of 
each  land,  [stand?—'" 

"  Galiłeans, -4hat  i^peak?  whom  we  all  under* 
As  much  as  to  8ay--hy  what  wonderful  pow'r8 
Does  the  tongue  Galilean  become,  to  us,  ours? 
While  the  good  were  sojustly  a8toni8h*d,  the  bad, 
Whose  heaits  were  anopen'd,  cry'd  ont,  they  are 
Unaccountable  charge,  i f  we  do  not  reoałl  [mad» 
That,  in  one  single  tongue,  the  apo!$tle8  speak  all. 

For  separate  speakers,  and  tongues,  it  is  eleara 
Oood  aiMl  bad,  without  madness,  might  equaUy 

hcar; 
And  Burprise,  in  the  bad,  wonid  be  eąually  keen, 
How  illiterate  men  could  spcak  all  the  fifteen: 
Buc  the  miracle,  wrought  in  the  simplest  of  ways^ 
In  both  good  and  bad,  well  acoounts  for  amaze; 
One  was  sensibly  touch'd  with  a  gifl  so  divtne. 
One  Btupidły  rai^d  the  reproach  of  new  wlne. 


When  St.  Peter  stood  up,  and,  to  all  the 
throng, 

ShoWd  the  truth,  in  a  aermon  so  ^ood,  and  so  long. 
But  to  one-fifteenth  part  was  it  only  then  shown  >' 
To  the  worst,  the  Jerasalem  scoffers  alone?  [word, 
Whiłst  all  the  good  stranger^,  not  knowing  one 
Stood  anedifi*d  by?  This  ts  greatly  absurd: 
God   pourM  out  his   spirit^that  ans  wers    alf 

•  mock— 
Ai^  4pake,  bf  St.  Peter,  to  all  his  whole  flock. 
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The  Tulgaf  objeetion,  which  commeiiting  strain  ] 
Has  madę  to  a  thing  so  exceedłiigly  płain. 
Ii — the  miracłe  then  would  not  be  in  the  speaker, 
It  would  be  in  the  hearers — now  what  can  be 

weaker  ? 
For  the  gift,  in  this  case,  had  a  twofold  respect, 
And  iDńst  needs  be  in  both,  to  produoe  its  eflFect; 
To  account  for  the  fiact,  which  the  comments 

forgot,  l^}' 

Why  the  pious  could  hear  what  the  mockers  could 

It  is  no  whcre  affirmM,  that  th'  aposUes  acqttir»d 
Any  tongue  but  tbeir  own,  tho»  divinely  łłi«pit*d: 
St  Peter,  St  Jobu  are  soon  mcntion'd  agąin. 
And  describM  as  unleamed,  and  ignorant  mep : 
v*But  enough— or  too  much^«"for  ti\e  shortness  of 
ticce  [rhyme; 

Gives  a  hirit  to  set  bounds  to  the  e^tension  of 
Our  friend  wili  aclcnowledge,  tho*  hasty  the  letter, 
This  quęstiun's  solution^— or  give  us  a  better. 

60  I  shall  not,  herc,  touch  upon  Hcbrew,  and 
Whcre  a  rabbi ,  so  ablo,  if  minded  to  scek ,  [  G  reck, 
May  obf  enre  other  points,  in  which  learning,  that 
makes  [takcs: 

Many  things  elear  enongh,  bas  occasioh'd  mis- 
Whether  this  be  one  instance,  I  only  desire, 
That  a  sultable  leisure  may  prompt  to  inquire; 
For,  to  me,  it  appears,  that  the  mi  racie  donc 
Was  all  by  one  lanjgaage — as  elear  as  the  Son. 

Bagwley,  August  12, 1756. 
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Mant  thanks  have  bcen  order'd,  thisday,  to  at- 

tend 
The  wceipt  of  your  letter,  dear  vicar,  and  friend; 
Which,  at  first,  being  left  to  your  leisure  to  frame, 
Was  surę  to  be  welcome,  whenever  it  came: 
The  point,  which  the  Mnse  had  a  miiid  to  propose 
In  ber  ftee  spoken  rhymes,  you  hare  handled  in 

prose; 
All  fair  on  both  sides,  because  say  it,  or  sing, 
Truth  alone,  in  the  case,  is  the  principal  thing. 

But  I  cannot  but  marTol,  that  mucb  better  sight 
Tban  my  own,  should  not  see  so  meridian  a  light, 
As  that  of  the  speakiug,  at  Pentecost  time, 
By  the  Spirit  of  God,  to  the  good  of  each  clime, 
iii  one.  single  tongue,  by  that  Spirit  in8pir*d» 
Whose  assistance  did  all,  that  could  then  be  re- 
quirM ;  [known, 

Whose  power,   it  is  certa! n,   could  make  itsf-lf 
By  a  number  of  tongucs,  or  by  one  tongue  alone. 

Só  needless  the  many,  so  simpłe  the  one, 
That  I  wonderwhat  judgroent  can  hrsitate  on, 
Or  a  leamed  inquir7,  that  finds,  if  it  seek, 
That  the  tongue  might  be  one,  in  conbtruction  of 

Greek : 
Which  as  comma  takes  place  (as  oW  Gregory  said, 
Nasianzen  1  thiuk)«ither  way  may  be  read; 
They  speak  in  ourtongues— or,  as  crystalline  dear, 
The  fect  is,  to  my  understanding— we  hear. 

I  sent  you  some  reasons,  from  Eaguley,  why 
The  tongue  was  but  one,  whjch  you  clioose  to  pass 

byj  [^ay» 

And  to  oomment  St.  l.ukc  in  a  nrtiny-tongu'd 
That  darkeos  the  light,  which  I  togk  to  b^  day : 


And  day  it  is  still^-^for  account  that  y««i  gi^i 
**  So  plain  and  so  obvious"  is  water  in  sie^e; 
Which  seems  to  be  something,  at  flrst-tooking 
view,  X**'™'*^ 

But  by  holes  plain,  and  obviou9,  it  qnickly  ram 

**  The  tongues  which  appear*d,  and  which  sit 

upon  each, 
All  cloven,  and  fiery,  (yonargue,)  may  teach, 
And,  by  notice  symbolical,  make  it  disoem^d 
That  they  spake  in  such  tongues,  as  they  oetcr 

hadleam»dV'— 
Need  I  tell  an  Hebrcean,  that  tongue  is  the  sso^ 
In  relation  to  fire,  as  the  English  word  flame? 
Which  appears  to  be  cloveu,  and  proof  that  is 

spun  [tbe  p«n. 

From  the  tongues,  or  theflames — bas  too  mocfa  of 

Wben  you  ask-^"  Pray,  what  rcason  can  ^ 

beassign^d  [wind?" 

For  tongues  ?»»  I  ask  you—"  Pray,  what  reason  for 

Not  to  shun  a  fair  question;  but  tongue  beiog 

flame  [sim*. 

May  have  answer*d,  already»  your  qnestioiuof 

I  think  that  an  air,  that  a  Aame  from  abore, 

Both  is,  and  betokens,  the  life,  and  the  lovr, 

Which  if  Christians  were  blest  witb,  one  languafe 

would  do;  [be  two. 

And  their  whde  body  filPd  with,  there  could  not 

But  let  them  be  symbols,  the  tongues,  if  yoa  will, 
Of  the  grace  which  the  Spirit  was  pleas'dto  instii; 
His  gift  is  as  good,  if,  in  ^eaking  their  own, 
Men  madę  the  same  truth,  in  al|  languages,  knows: 
This  (ffect,  you  will  grant,  the  good  gifl  to  {oteDd; 
Now,  supposingtwo  ways  of  attainingoneeod, 
Is  that  explicatJon  less  likely,  or  just, 
Wiiicb  takes  the  roore  simplc,  morc  plainly  angnst? 

Your  account  is  quite  new,  in  one  thiogtbat  I 
meet,  [street; 

That   is— "  That  tl\e  speakera  went  into  the 
Or  went  out  pf  the  house  to  the  multitude  inet'"«» 
For  of  this  going  out  1  have  never  read  yet; 
Or,  if  ever  I  did,  have  forgotten  the  book,  [Lokf, 
And  can  find  nothing  said  in  th'accooDt  ofSL 

'  **  The  cloven  tongues  likc  ftre,  which  mt  npoo 
each  of  the  persons  mentioned  (Acts  1 15.)?  v« 
a  plain  symbolical  notice,  that  by  the  Hofy  Obwt, 
with  which  they  were  then  baptized,  they  sboojd 
be  endowed,  for  the  prgpagation  of  the  go^pd  in 
all  nations,  with  divers  languages,  If  this  is  not 
the  case,  pitiy  what  reason  can  be  ass-gned  wby 
there  should  be  an  appea rance  of  fiery  toagoei 
divided,  and  sittingupon  each  uf  the  apostlesaod 
disciples?** — Mr.LAncaster*s  Letter  to  Dr.  Byrom. 

^  *'The  aposlles  and  disciples,upontbeniiMBr 
of  what  had  happened  being  spread  abrosd  by 
thóse  of  the  house  in  which  Uiey  vrcre  assemUed, 
went  out  to  the  multitude,  wliom  such  a  report 
had  brought  together;  and  then,  in  ocder,  fint 
one  of  tbem  in  one  language,  and  then  aaoUtfr 
of  them  in  another,  and  so  on,  till  all  tbc  iaapiła^ 
of  the  nations  specified  were  used,  addicssed  tbe 
multitude;  who  hearing  illiterate  Oaiileantspeak' 
ing  after  such  a  manner,  to  each  difiereot  clasi 
amongst  them,  in  their  own  proper  laugnagc,  ia 
which  they  węve  bgm,  were  amazed  and  cos- 
fouDded.'*— -Mr.  JL^s  Letter.  . 
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Boi  w%Mi  AoM  imply  boffa  proftnie,  and  devoot 
Cotaiag  into  the  houtes  and  not  them  to  go  out. 

If «7  one  nk  what  ailthoiity,  then,  yoa  ha?e  got 
For  Uk  fcene,  and  succeMion,  which  liere  you  allot 
To  tbe  apeaking  ditciples,  in  number  fifteeQ» 
Bjrm  otder  well  fancied,  bat,  not  to  be  seen 
la  the  Acts,  or  elaewhere^  the  New  Testament 

throagh, 
Koih— irhat  I  shall  jnst  give  a  hint  of  to  you^*-^ 
Will  ]roa  find  an  apostle,  not  even  a  Paul, 
Ifl  a  Łongue»  not  bis  own,  ever  preacbing  at  all. 

I  agree  that  **  the  mockers,  wbo  mock*d  witli 

the  throng, 
Kanr  oniy  tbeir  Tulgar,  Jerusalem  tongoe^" — 
Butirhen  you  say,  iaither,  wbat  cannot  bat  strike, 
**  That  the  nations,  tuo,  all  undersŁood  it  alike" — 
Your  otderM  confUńon  of  speaking  a  storę 
To  a  crowd,  oat  ot*  dooraiM^s  morę  pazzling,  and 

morę!  [light, 

Ja  tbe  midst  of  snch  darknets,  if  yon  can  see 
You  oeed  not  complain  of  the  want  of  eye-sight  4. 

Thosy  my  dear  old  acąuaintance,  1  run  thro*  your 
ktd  defimd  my  conTiction,  as  well  aA  1  can,  [plan, 
As  to  wbat  a  Beagelius,  or  Wesley  ^,  may  raise 
from  tireWe  hundred  and  sisty  prophetical  days j 
Al  tbe  book  u  not  here,  if  it  otherwise  conld. 
Mjr  skill  in  the  Gennan  can  do  yon  no  good; 
But  the  part,  tbat  yoa  roention,  my  author  fbreteUs 
Will  be  pot  in  our  tougoe,  by  a  doctor  at  Wells. 

So  writes  younger  Wesley,  who  caird  here,  and 
din'd, 
Aad  to  him  I  anbacrib^d  for  it;  tho*  in  my  mind, 
What  prophets  bave  written,  it*8  łeaming  in  vain, 
Witboat  some  prophetical  gift,  to  explain$ 
Nay,  inpoints  that  are  dear,  beyondany  fairdoubt, 
It  if  fiftnea  to  one— that  the  leamed  are  out. 
This  ratio,  I  find,  in  one  instanoe  is  true; 
Exr|ite  the  presumption — dear  vicar,  adieu. 

Norember  SO,  1756. 


EPISTLE  III. 

I ROPB  that  tbe  Ticar  will  pardon  the  hastę 
With  which  an  occasion,  once  morę,  is  embracM 
Of  getling  some  knowledge,  in  pointa  that  I  serk, 
From  one  so  well  Ters*d  buth  inHebrew  aud  Greek; 

'  "The  mockers  appear  to  be  snch  as  nnderstood 
the  Jewish  langnage.  St.  Peter'8  speech  (begin- 
nagActsii.  14.)  is  addressed  to  all  the  multitude; 
uA  as  being  so,  is  spoke  in  the  Jewish  langnage, 
vhich  all  of  them,  tho*  of  diiferent  nations,  onder- 
Haod." Mr.  L.*s  Letter. 

*  "  A  much  greater  complaint  tban  this  I  have  to 
nike,  and  that  is  want  of  eye»sight«^r  what 
appeart  to  you  as  elear  as  tbe  San,  does  not  ap- 
pear to  me  elear  at  all."*-— «Mr.  L.*s  Letter. 

*  "The  rev.  Mr.  John  Wesley  in  his  Ezplanation 
sf  the  New  Testament,  this  year  pablisbed,  says 
tbitthe  1260  pio^ietical  days  in  the  Rev«lations 
aic  Mt,  ai  some  have  tnpposed  1960^  but  777 
csmmon  yeara;  and  tfaatBengelms  in  bis  German 
htosAuelion  hai  sbown  this  at  large.  You  undei^ 
rtaad  the  German  langnage.  and  theidbre,  if  Ben- 
e<iraBbe  in  yoar  libnry,  Idesire  in  a  few  Hnes 
ycttwiH  kt  me  know  bow  be  makea  this  out." 

Mr.  X*»8  Uttcr. 


In  a  ąuestion  otfibet,  where  a  friendly  pnrsnit 
Has  the  trnth  forits  object,  and  not  the  dispute; 
Which,  tho*  hastę  should  encroach  upon  metrical 

leisure. 
Will  be  surę,  if  it  rise,  to  be  kept  within  measure^ 

It  would  saTe  much  Yoluminous  labour,  some« 
times, 
If  disputcstrere  ty*d  down  toclispassionate  rhymes, 
As  well  as  to  reasou»-«4Mit,  not  to  dlgreas  ■  ■ 
Haying  weigh'd  his  responses both  larger,  and  less; 
I  resume  die  same  subject^  same  frecdom  of  pen, 
To  entreat  for  some  smali  satisfaction  again, 
In  relation  to  points»  which,  appearing  absurda     * 
Have  extorted  poetical  fayOur  the  thircL 

Three  things  are  laid  down   in  prosa  favonr 
the  last,  [them  past; 

And  rpgard  to  his  thoughts  would  have  noue  of 
To  his  first  it  was  paid,  to  his  futurę  shall  be; 
But  let  Yeritas  magis  amica  be  free ; 
First, — *'  manage  the  comma,*'  says  be,  "  how 
yoa  will,  [it  stiU «,» 

Speak,— ^r  hear-^the  same  sense  will  result  from 
Yes;  the  sense  of  the  content — Xa3^itfrvn  avrwf^ 
While  they  speak  in  tbeir  tongue,  we  all  hear.  in 
our  own. 

"  The  Hebrew  word  J^hi  ^^  tongue,"  says  be 
next, 
"  Wheiie»er  it  is  us'd,  by  itself,  in  a  text, 
Ne\'er  signifles  fire,  never  signlfles  flame*— 
And  bjL>lieving  it  truo,  I  say  also  the  same; 
But  in  joint  vm  yjoht  tongue  of  fire,  or  a  blaze, 
Foreign  languages  daim  no  symbolical  phrase; 
Tho*  tongue  may  occasion  mistake  to  befall, 
It  bas  here  no  relation  to  langnage  at  all. 

Short  issue,  be  thinks,  the  dispute  will  admit. 
And  desires  me  to  aoswer  this  query,  to-wit, 
"  Werę  tbe  tODgues,  the  new  tongues,  which  a 
promise  was  madę  [play^d, 

That  diitciples  sbotild  speak,  as  St  Mark  bas  dis^ 
New  laDgruages  ?  (such  as  ha^e  never  been  got 
By  Icaruing,  before-hand,  to  speak  them)  or  not?** 
To  which,  for  the  present,  till  somebody  show 
That  it  raust  have  this  meaning,  my  ansn^cr  Isim 
No. 

Now  this,  if  be  can,  I  could  w:sh  he  would  do. 
And  prove  the  construction— *new  languiigics — true 
In  the  sense  that  be  means;  for,  when  all  under- 

stood 
One  person  who  spake,  it  was  really  as  good 
As  if  numbers  had  spoken,  or  promised  grace 
Werę  interpteted  languAges  here  in  this'place ; 
The  effect  was  the  same,  and  may  answ^  the 

pith 
Of  all  that  his  second  bas  iavouT'd  me  with. 

<  "  You  send  me  to  Hebrew  and  Greek,  and  the 
result  of  my  inąuiry  is,  however  the  comma  be 
managed  in  the  yerse  you  mean,  (Acta  ii.  11.  > 
tbe  sease  is  the  same;  and  that  Tiv''>  when  used 
by  itself,  never  signifiea  fire  or  flame.  And  there* 
fore,  to  bring  the  dispute  to  a  short  issue,  I  desire 
your  answer  to  the  foUowing  query. 

**  Were^  the  new  tongues,  which  our  Saviour  (8t. 
Mark  xvi.  17.)  promised  his  diseiples  should  speak 
włth,  new  languages,  i.  e.  such  as  they  had  ne^er 
learned-^or  notł"— — 'Mr*  W*  Letter. 


tso 


BYBOftrS  POEMS. 


Stin  difficatl  then,  if  we  oareftilly  sift, 
Is  the  yulgar  aceount  of  the  Pentecost  gift; 
Which  the  learned  adv«nce,  and  estabiisb  thereoD 
What  the  vicar  bas  built  his  ideasupon, 
Wtth  additioDs  thereto,  wbich,  as  &r  as  1  see, 
Not  one  of  the  learned  has  added,  but  he ; 
For  exainpł€w.if  some,  vf  ry  few  1  presume, 
Hare  descnb^d  the  disciples  as  qttitting  the  room. 

But  -let  theni  be  many— ^rhat  reason,  what  tiace, 
Do  we  fiod  uf  th«^ir  leaving  the  sanctifyM  place? 
Of  a  wind  from  above  did  they  fear  at  the  shake  ? 
And  the  house,  thro,  adoubt  of  its  fallin^,  forsake? 
Or  did  they  go  fortli  to  the  gatheńng  quirc,  [5re? 
Lest  the  many  bright  flames  should  have  set  it  on 
If  a  thought  could  have  enter*d  of  goin^f  away, 
What  circumstance  was  not  strong  motive  to  stay  ? 

Then  again— that  the  foreigners,  aU  of  them, 
The  )ani,uage  then  us*d  at  Jerasalem  too-^  [knew 
For  the  miracle*8  sake  one  would  here  have  de* 

muiT'd, 
Which  18  render*d  so  needless,  improper,  absurd, 
Tbat  Jenisalein  mockers  would  really  have  had 
A  pratence,  to  aliege — tbat  the  ptouf  were  mad; 
For  of  spcaking  strange  tongucs  whataccountable 

aim,  [same  ? 

Or  of  bearing  fifteeD— wben  they  all  knew  the 

Add  to  this-^e  disoiplct,  the  hundred  and 
tweuty,  ^  [likeplenty; 

Spake,-  amongst  one  another,  strange  tongues,  in 
**  One  b^  one,*'  saya  the  yicar,  who  Tery  we)l  saw 
What  Ćonfasion  would  rise  without  some  such  a 
law,  [gan 

As  the  t^xt  has  no  hint  of;  which  says— they  be- 
To  speak  by  the  Spirit — not— inan  after  man: 
Could  time  hare  sufficM  for  so  doing,  yct  why 
Speak  the  tongues  of  such  men — aa  were  nonę  of 
thelhby? 

r 

The  vi'car  saw  too,  tbat  this  could  not  attract 
Any  tnultitude  thtther— cupposing  it  ftict*^ 
And  Sb  he  concciv'd.tbat  a  rumour  was  spread 
By  the  men  of  the  house,  of  whom  nothing  is  said. 
Now  when  men  of  his  leaming  are  forc*d  to  fiad 
Such  unchronicVd  8alvos  to  dissipatc  doubt,   [out 
One  ii  apt  to  infer  a  well  grounded  suspensę; 
And  the  tnore  to  look  out  for  more  natural  sense. 

*  I  wish  my  old  friend  would  consider  the  case, 
And  how  ill  it  consists  with  effusipn  of  grace 
To  speak  Partbian,  and  Median,  and  so  uf  the  rest, 
To  nonę  bui  themddyes  being  present  address*d. 
Unlesi  he  can  grant,  on  reyolving  the  point, 
That  indeed  there  is  something  not  rightly  in 

joint) 
Or  soItc  one's  objection^  or  show  one  the  wAy 
How  U)  elear  up  tiie  matter — ^what  can  a  man  say  ? 


EPISTLE  IV. 

'  I  HAITB  w)łh  attenHon,  dear  Ticar,  repass'd 
Your  obliging  reply  to  the  Itnes  in  my  last; 
Am  sdny  tis  finał ;  yct  cannot  but  say        [way, 
That  your  patience  to  hear  me  has  gone  a  great 
And  extin{^ith*d  all  right  to  rtk]nir6  any  mott, 
If  I  put  you  toprore  two  and  two  to  make  four'; 

■  **  Your  answcr  to  the  qu€ry-- Were  the  tongues 
which  OUT  Savioiir  (St  Mark  16. 17.)  proniised  his 


Very  difflcnl t  tuk,  at  6ae  oannot  Aeuf,     [it  by, 
When  thei«*s  notfeing  more  plain  to  demoiistntt 

Bot  if— « two  and  two,  fonr,*'-»I  am  thialdog 

has  ciaim 
To  self-<vident  trutb,  bat  this  comment  the  saoie? 
— "  The  new  tongoes,  which  are  meiition*d  in  pro- 

mising  page 
Are  the  old  ones,  sobsisting  for  many  an  age:**— t 
Is  it  really  as  plsłn,  as  that  four  is  twicft  two, 
That  in  no  other  sense  they  conid  ewer  be  new, 
But  as  new  to  the  speakei*,  John,  Peter,  or  Paol; 
While  the  tongues  in  themseWes  had  no  ncimcM 

atall? 

Were  this  a  tme  thesis,  śod  riglit  to  InaintUB, 
Yet-^wo  halve8  are  one  WbolOi^^s  howemsr  moie 
plain;  [pew 

Till  the  proof,  which  is  wanted,  shall  make  itap. 
How  the  two  propositions  are  equally  dear: 
This  proof  may  be  had  from  the  chapter,  yoa  say, 
Which  relates  what  was  done  on  the  Penteoost 

day— 
The  best  of  all  proofs — ^but,  to  dó  the  fair  thing , 
Oi^e  me  Icare.  to  esami ne  what  reasons  yon  brii^< 

"  That  y^uw^at  is  languages  oft,  if  you  aeek 
Tn  the  Septuagint,  or  the  New  Testament  Greek, 
Acknowledge  you  must."— Yesj  tis  really  tbft 


*'  TiBuc  ^jLUTł^c  y^awwDHf— in  this  Ycry  place 
Must  mean,  in  our  languages;  sense,  yoaiinist 
Is  the  same  as  iuTif  liaXncTw  ^ifjum —  [own, 

In  our  languages,  or  in  our  dialcct  *;**-—¥€&, 
Two  and  two  making  fuur  is  not  plai ner  thao  this. 

But  how  it  flows  hence,  that  in  cited  St  Mark 
It  has  no  other  meaning,  i*m  quite  in  the  dark: 
Few  words  of  a  lauguage  are  always  confio^d 
To  a  meaning  precisely  of  just  the  same  kiod: 
For  the   roota  of  the  Hebrew,   in  Uutchiofloa^ 

school, 
I  remember  they  had  such  a  kind  of  a  nile; 
But  the  reach  of  its  proof  bas  been  out  of  my 

pow'r,  hoor. 

Tho>  Vve  talk'd  with  their  master  fuli  maoy  aa 

1  belier^,  that  by  grace,  which  the  Spirit  io- 

BtilPd,  *  [actlyfuliaN 

"  They  shafl  speak  with  new  tongut^s"  was  a- 

in  our  Savioilr*s  di.wiples;  that,  grace  being  got, 

They  did  ao  speak  iu  tongues,  as  beforetheyomid 

not. 

disciples  they  ahould  speak  with,  such  lai^gnaiEelii 
thpy  then  knew  not  ?  is.  No.  This  is  doing  thi«gi 
to  the  purpose — a  bold  Alexandrine  stroke-HUid  1 
am  pqt  upon  the  diftcult  task  of  showing,  tbst 

two  and  two  make  four/' Mr.  L's  Łetter. 

*  **  You  cannot  but  own  that  the  word  y>mnai  m 
scveral  places  of  the  Old  Testament,  accordiiy  to 
the  seyenty,  and  in  many  places  of  the  New 
Testament,  signifles  languages.  And  that  itdoei 
ao  in  the  above  cited  (St  Mark  16.  17.)  nay  be 
fully  proTed  from  the  Tery  chapter  (Acts  S)  ii 
which,  What  was  done  oo  the  day  of  penteonrt 
is  related.  In  ▼.  Ih  the  aignification  of-^wc 
l^trtfmtf  ykumśmę^t  erideotly,  in  our  laiiguas«i» 
the  same  as  is  otherwise  ennŃsed  in  ▼.  0.  bf^ 


77 tiut  iuOM/tm^  and  in  taS.  by ff  lfXixfw t^" 

Mr.  Ł*i.  Letter. 


KISTLES. 
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Withjespcot  to  good  itnmgen,  partaking  of  I  Or  whether  yomr  p«Uenee  ean  bear  to  exci|8e 

I  A  reply  to  your  hłDts  oa  Łhe  aense  tbat  1  cboo§e? 
In  the  mean  time  I  thank  you  for  ft^oan  in  hand; 


Fbr— "  speak  with  new  ton^es*' — with  new  łan- 

guaget  place, 
And  the  promiae  falfilN  we  may  Tery  wdl  eall. 
By  ODC  spirit-foimM  tongue,  which  histructed 

tbem  ali. 

If  tbe  bo!d  AIexandrian  stroke  of  a  no  [so, 

fiad  been  pet,  in  my  la^t  (and  it  would  have  been 
1/  tbe  facU  had  requjr>d  it)  wbat  could  it  ha^e 

shown, 
7W  the  text  had  this  meaning,  if  not  this  alone  ? 
For  faow  do  a]|  langnages,  spoken  in  one, 
DJai^ree  with  the  promise  insisted'  upon? 
I  allow  it  fuIfilPd;  let  the  ricar  allow 
Tbe  iiilfiJHng,  itsełf,  to  determine  tbe  hm. 

God*svondexfal  Works,  wben  disciples  display  *d, 
And  spake  by  the  Spirifs  omnipotent  aid, 
Er^ryone  nnderstood,  in  a  language  bis  own, 
Łoqiientlbas  ilIi»<^XaXvTTtt;v  aurwy—    [good  sense, 
Hhite  they  spake— at  the  fint ;  for  good  Q  reek,  and 
iMŃd  ns  to  form  an  nnwritten  pretence 
Fordtviding  of  tongnes;  when  the  Spirifs  dfescent 
Ga?e  at  once  both  to  spcak,  and  to  know  what 
was  meant. 

But  thog  to  interpret^,  it  seems  you  forbid, 
Bt  placing  the  stop  as  ohkOregory  did; 
Who  thonght  as   you  think;  tho*  you  bring,  I 
At  least  a  morę  plausible  reason  tban  he;  [agree. 
Prom  a  passage  that  sutts  with  your  meaning  alone, 
Acts  tbe  lOth — ^for  they  heard — »kkov  yntp  at/Twy 
Xax«m9— them  spcakiog  (&)  yXii<n-euc-^n  tongues, 
Wbere,  indeed,  to  that  Greek  tbat  construction 
<     beiongs. 

By  transposing  two  words  the  grammatical  lot 
Shows wben  they  areabsolute;  when  they  are  not; 
Batbe  it — *'  them  speaking**  as  you  would  ćollect, 
*'  In  oor  languages**-— still,  it  will  nerer  affect 
The  fbrce  of  tbose  reasons,  from  wHich/tift  in^ 
ferr*d,  t^^rd; 

That  at  once  they  were  spoken,  at  onbe  tbey  were 
Nor  of  tbose,  which  deny  tbat  tongues,  4<iatenu^ 
Mean  always  preciaely  wbat  languages  do.   [new, 

Tbat  eridenoe^,  Ticar,  which  here  you  haire 

brought, 
Cronezainined,  will  certainlylavour  tblsthought; 
ForCorneiins  conTerted,  and  company  tdo, 
WitboDt  interrention  of  languages  new, 
Uo«  can  any  one  think,  but  firom  prgudibe  bred. 
Tbo'  houest,  from  what  be  has  often  heard  said, 
Thattben  they  were  all  on  a  sudden  inspir^d 
To  ,speak  with  strange  tongues,  wben  no  reason 

leąuir^d? 


And  speaking  or  stlent-— am 

Yonn  to  commaad. 


Bot  now  being  got  to  tbe  end  of  a  tether, 
PreasribM  to  your  trouble — 1  łeave  to  you,  whether 
Tongnes,  any  where  else,  in  the  sense  you  assert, 
Were  spoken  to  puipose,  tbat  is  to  con^ert? 

•*  ^  Let  me  obflerve  that  the  words — ygOoimn 
miwt  (▼'11.)  are  not  as  you  would  baye  them 
pat  abiohiteily,  but  are  govemed  of  akm^ait;  as 
ItAirnw  auTwy  (▼•  6.}  are  of  n»am  and  as  ai/Ttov 
^^^^umn -fimamic  vre  of  the  same  veib  (Acts  10. 
T.4fi.)»»  Mr.  Ł*8  Łetter. 

4  See  tbe  last  reforeaoe,  where  the  Ticar  pointę 
toActs  le,  t.  46. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  J.  BL-^K-^N,  ESL 

OCCASIONEO    BY  A   DI8PUTB    CONtERNINO    TSil 
FOOD  OF  8T.  JOHJH  tHB  BAPłlST. 

The  point,  Mr.  BU-^ — n,  disputed  upoo,  [JohA, 
Whether  insects  or  herbs  Were  tbe  food  of  9L 
Is  a  singular  proof  how  a  leałmed  pretence 
Can  prerail  with  some  folks  over  natural  sense, 
Soconsistent  with  herbs,  as  you  know  was  allow*d) 
But  the  dust  that  is  raisM  by  a  cHtical  crowd 
Has  80  błiuded  their  eyes,  thatpUin  simple  trutii 
Is  obscur*d  by  a  posse  oi  classics  fonooth ! 

Diodorus  and  Strabo,  Solintks  ind  ifeiiah. 
And  authorities  down  from  the  Aristotelian, 
Have  inention*d  Whole  dans  that  were  wont  tt^ 

subsiśt,  - 
In  the  East,  upon  locusts  as  big  ai  your  Ast: 
Ei^o,  so  did  the  Bapti8t;^now  were  it  all  true 
Tbat  reporters  affirm,  but  not  one  of  tbem  knew^ 
What  follows,  but  bearsay  how  sayages  eat? 
And  how  locusts  sometimes  are  nece68ity*8  meat^ 

If,  amongst  their  old  tales,  thejr  had  chancM  to 
determine  [veniun^ 

That  the  Jews  were  accustom*d  to  feed  on  these 
U  would  baye  been  sometbing;  ot  did  they  produce 
Any  one  single  Henhit  that  śtór'd  them  for  use, 
Haying  pick*d  *em,  and  dri'd  'em,  iind  smokM  iii 

the  sUn,  .  -1   .    , . 

(For  this  befóre  eatińg  they  tell  lis  wks  dóne{) 
The  example  were  patter  tban  any  tbey  bring. 
To  support«ttch  an  awkward  improbable  thtng; 

Hermitical  food  the  poetical  tńbe 
Of  classics  haye  happen'd  sometimes  to  describei 
And  their  natiye  desbriptions  arie  .eonstantly  found 
To  relate  in  Some  shape  id  the  fhiits  of  the 

ground; 
If  exception  occurs,  one  may  yenttire  to  say, 
Tbat  the  locust  cdnceit  neyer  came  in  their  way| 
Or  let  its  defender  declare  if  be  knows 
Any  one  single  instiŁtice  in  yeise  oł*  in  prdee. 


But  the  wdrd  which  the  ieit  has  ^ade  use  of 
'ti8  said, 
Means  the  anitfoal  locust,  i^bereyer  *tis  read, 
Of  a  species  which  Jews  were  permitted  to  eat; 
Ther^  is  tberefore  no  need  of  a  plantal  cdnceii, 
Of  topsj  kUmmits,  or  buds,  pdds,  ot  berrics  oł 

'  trees. 
For  to  this,  the  s(Ae  proof  ii,  no  classic  agreet ; 
And  tbe  Latin  locustaś  came,  oniy  from  want 
Of  attention,  to  signify  tóps  of  a  plant, 

It  would  take  up  a  yolume  to  elear  the  mistak^s^ 
Which,  in  this  single  eale,  classic  prąjudice  make^ 
Thro^  attachment  to  writers,  who  pass  a  relątiouj 
Which  others  had  sign'd  withodt  examinaiion ; 
As  the  authors  hare  dóne,  who  haye  read  and 

.    hare  writ, 
That  locusts  are  foćii,  whttjh  the  law  did  penaH^ 
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And  tbe  plaoe,  .wfaich  tliey  quote  for  a  proof  tbat 

itdid, 
Is  one  that  will  proTe  them  eTpressly  forbid. 

1  appeal  to  the  HebYew,  and  for  the  Oreek  word, 
To  the  twenty-tbtrd  Iliad,  where  once  it  occurM; 
Aod  where  the  old  prince  of  the  classics  one  sees, 
Never  once  thought  of  insects,  but  branches  of 
As  the  context  evinces;  tho'  all  to  a  tnan,  [trees, 
Translatora  adopt  the  locustical  plan: 
How  the  Latin  locusta?  should  get  a  w^ong  sense 
Ib  their  business  tu  prove  wbo  object  the  prutence. 

But  the  clas«ical  Gi^eek,  tbo*  itoften  confirm, 
Cannot  always  explain,  a  New  Testament  term, 
Any  morę  than  an  Oid  one;  and  therefore  to  pass 
All  authorities  by  of  a  pagaiiish  ciass, 
Łet  them  ask  tbe  Greek  fothers,  who  foli  as  well 
knew  [i«  true? 

Their  own  tongue,  and  the  gospel,  which  mcaning 
But  for  inscSełs  to  (ind  a  plain  pit>of  in  their  Greek 
Wm  cut  a  librariaM  out  work  for  a  week. 

For  herbs  here  is  one,  which  uniess  it  is  match*d, 
Ought  to  carry  this  ąoestion  as  fairly  dispatcbHi; 
IsidoruSy  Greek  fetber  of  critical  fuine, 
Has  a  letter  coocerniug  this  very  Greek  name, 
Bismissing  the  doubt,  which  a  querist  ha4  got, 
If  tbe  Baptist  did  cat  animalcnles  or  nut, 
*<  God  forbid,*'  says  the  father,  "  a  thing  so  ab- 
surd! 
.The  summits  of  plants  is  the  seofie  of  the  word." 

-  Buch  an  ancitot  decision,  so  quite  a  propos, 
Disperses  at  oncę  all  the  classicol  show 
Of  a  learning,  that  bnilds  upon  Africa's  east. 
And  the  traunts,  how  wild  people  were  fabPd  to 

feast 
Upoa fancird  huge  locusts,  which  ne\er  appear, 
Or  bugc,  or  unhuge,  but  five  montbs  in  the  year: 
To  be  hoarried,  and  pickrd  in  salt  and  in  smoke:' 
How  Saint  John  is  employM  by  these  critical  folk ! 

Where  the  locust  could  feed  such  an  abstioeut 
saint, 
Of  food  fur  his  purpose,  conld  never  have  want: 
If  the  descrt  was  sandy,  and  roade  suoh  a  need, 
Huw  account  for  the  locusts  descending  to  feed? 
In  short,  Mr.  Bl—k— u,  tbey  cannot  escape 
The  charge  of  absurd,  in  all  nuinner  of  shape; 
If  they  can,  let  them  do  it— mean  whiłe  I  conclude 
That  St.  Jobn's  was  the  plairtal,  not  animal  food. 

Thus,  sir,  1  hare  stated,  as  brief  as  Vm  able, 
The  friendly  debatę  that  we  bad  at  your  table; 
Where  the  kind  entertainer,  1  found,  wos  inrlin'd, 
And  ackuo«ledge  tbe  pleasure,  to  be  of  my  niiad : 
Having  ouly  to  add,  now  1  make  my  report, 
That  howe'er  we  may  diiicr  in  points  of  this  sort, 
Our  reception  at  Orford,  atl  pleas'd  we  review. 
And  rejoice  in  the  hcalth  of  its  master Adieu. 
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Thus  Homer,  descrlbing  the  pestilent  lot 

That  ainongst  the  Ureak  foroes  Apollo  had  shot. 


Tells  how  it  began,  and  who  auil^f^d  tiM  first, 
When  his  ill-treated  priest  the  wholc  anmy  haA 

tours^d: 
Or  rathcr  wfiat  suifer^d;  for  custom  compntes 
That  Apollo*!  first  shafts  fell  amongst  tbe  po^ 

brutes; 
fnstructing  both  critlcs  to  constme,  and  schooli, 
Kc/:«f  9^yc  the  dogs— and  m^w;  the  niules. 

Now,  observing  old  Uomer*s  poetical  ieatnres;, 
i  would  put  in  one  word  for  the  guiltłess  daab 

creatures. 
And  the  iaiiaous  blind  bard;  for,  aa  fiu*  as  I  aee, 
Tbe  Jeam^d,  iu  this  casc,  are  much  blinder  tbao  he: 
At  the  mules,  and  the  dogs,  in  his  Tersily*d  Greek, 
Nor  Phcebus,  nor  priest,  had  oonceiWd  any  piqae; 
And  I  doubt,  notwithstanding  the  common  coBsen^ 
That  the  meaning  is  mist  which  Mseonides  meanL 

Why  the  brutes  were  first  plaguM,  an   East». 

thius,  and  others,  [pothen, 

Hare  madę  a  great  rout   ivith  their  pbysical 
Of  the  naturę,  and  causes,  and  progress  of  płatne; 
And  all,  to  the  purpose,  quite  foreign  and  ragnes 
But  be  medical  symptom h  wbatever  they  will, 
Such  matters  I  leave  to  friend  Heberden'8  akiO, 
And  propose  a  plain  fact  to  all  cnnninger  ke»^ 
»«That  the  mides  and  the  dogs,  in  this  passage, 

are  men. 

Just  tlien,  as  they  rise,  to  eicplain  my  ideas— 
Let  the  le^icon  tell  what  is  meant  by  ttpmci 
Tn  plain,  common  sense,  witbout  pbysical  roots, 
Tbe  Gre<Man  'outguards,  the  custodes,  or  scouts: 
The  word  may  be  mules  too,  fur  aught  tbat  I  knov. 
For  my  scapula  says,  His,  lonice,  so; 
And  refers  to  the  lines  above  quoted  from  Homer, 
Where  mules,  I  conceive,  is  an  arrant  misnomer. 

If  a  woiid  bas  twomcanincs,  to  critical  test, 
That  which  makes  the  sense  better  is  certainly 
The  plague  is  here  plainly  describ'd  to  begin  n>eit; 
In  the  skirts  of  the  camp,  then  to  enter  within; 
To  ragę,  and  occasion,  what  Iliad  styles, 
Incessantly  burning  their  fimeral  piles;         [fools 
Which  the  Greeks,  1  copjccture,  were  hardly  such 
As  to  bum  or  erect  for  the  dogs  and  the  mules. 

The  common  Greek  word,  the  Homerica]  too. 
Por  mules  is  'ĄfjtMWi,  ^'bere  it  will  do;        [coera» 
And  there  was,  as   it  happened,  no  cauae  ta 
Its  use  in  this  place,  for  it  suited  ihe  Tcrse: 
Whereas  a  plain  reason  obligM  to  discard, 
If  this  was  the  point  to  be  shown  by  the  bard, 
That  first  to  the  parties  abuut  the  main  camp 
Apollo  dispatch>d  the  vindicative  damp. 

Thus  much  for  u^n^c — tbe  ro«*aning  cframę 
Is  attended,  I  own,  with  a  little  morę  newness; 
For  the  sense,  in  this  place,  will  oblige  us  to  pJnt 
A  meaning  for  lunric,  which  lexicons  want: 
And  if  that  be  a  reason  for  soroe  to  reject,  [pect; 
Tis  no  morę  than  correction,  tho'  just,  may  es- 
But  if  it  be  just,  the  tnie  critics  aill  add, 
'Tis  a  meaning  that  lexicoiia  ought  to  haTe  had. 

Both  canes  in  Latin,  and  xwtc  in  Greek, 
And  the  Hebrew  word  for  them,  if  critics  woold 

seeic, 
Should  be  rendered  sometimes  in  prose  writen  oc 

bards. 
By  sląres  or  by  serraats,  attendaats,  or  giaidis 
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j  kftYO  bett,.  ia  my  tłuHight,  r 

M«eh a  Hke  kinid  of  meaung,  aa  really  they  onght, 
Tbedifiefaice»4wrha|M»  that  for  camp  preaerva- 

tMB*  [tiOD. 

One  mov*dt  or  patroU'd ;  while  the  other  kept  ^sta- 

A»v(,  which  i%  wlate,  in  the  commonesŁ  sense, 
To  a«Knbe  the  dogs  here,  has  no  sort  of  preteace; 
Nor  here  will  the  lexicon8  help  a  dead  lift, 
Th«t  aJloiF  the  odd  choice  too  ot  slow,  or.of  srv{ft: 
If  thedoąa  were  demolishM,  'twill  certaiiily  fullow 
That  wkiie^  alow,  or  tw(ft,  was  all  one  to  Apoiio; 
Wboie  fiun'd  peoetration  was  rather  too  deep 
Thaa  to  take  dbgs  f  jr  sołdiers,  as  Ajax  did  sheep. 

Why  tbem?  or  wby  mulcs?  for  description  al- 
lows 
Tkat  he  sbot  at  no  horses,  bulls,  oxen,  or  cows; 
Witb  a  irengcaiice  selecting,  from  all  otber  classes, 
Poor  dogs  of  some  sort,  and  impeccant  half-asses; 
yov  graatJDg  what  poem  shows  plaiuly  enough, 
That  Ilooier  abounds  with  nonseusical  sŁoff, 
Yet  it  sbould,  ior  bis  sake»  if  it  eau,  be  ooDfin'd 
To  the  pagan,  and  not  the  poetical  kind. 

The  mules  and  the  dogs,  being  shot  at,  coheres 
Kg  better  vrith  sense,  than  the  bulls  and  the  bears: 
Toexculpate  old  Homer,  my  worthy  friend,  Lloyd, 
Some  aort  of  correction  should  here  be  employM; 
And,  for  languages  sake,  in  which  matters  are 

tpread 
Of  a  greater  concem,  if  old  writers  are  read, 
Wbere  it  seems  to  be  wanting,  the  critics  shonld 
To  Diake  out  foir  English  for  lAtin  or  Q  reek.  [seek 

ir  the  words  have  a  meaning  both  human  and 
brate, 
Wbere  Homer  describes  his  Apollo  to  shoot, 
Tbo'  bnite,  in  tfa«  Latin,  pos^esses  the  letter, 
I  take  it  for  gran^ed  that  human  is  better: 
Do  yoQ  thiok  this  a  fair  postulatum? — **  I  do; 
Bat  you  only  affirm  tbat  the  human  is  trae.^ — 
That**  all  that  I  want  in  this  preaent  epistle; 
In  the  aeKt  I  shall  prove  it<»as  elear  as  a  whistle. 
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YooB  coDsent,  I  uiade  boki  to  snppose,  in  my 
To  a  fair  postalatum  had  readily  pass^d;       [hist, 
That  a  multsh  distemper,  or  that  a  canine, 
Keitber  suited  Apollo*s,  nor  Uomer's  desiirn, 
like  making  the  subjects,  wbo  felt  its  first  shock; 
Ts  be  men  like  their  masters,  tho*  baser  of  stock: 
Kow  proof,  at  the  presecit,  comes  nnder  the  peu, 
That  u^f  and  kuuc,  may  signify  men. 

YoaMI  draw  the  eondusion,  so  fair,  and  so  just, 
TJiat  if  they  may  do  it,  tbey  certainly  most ^ 
U  woaM  look  with  an  unphilosophical  fuce; 
And  anti-Rawthmelian ',  to  question  the  case: 
UW  the  pnwfs  of  this  i^uint,  which  1  formerly 

Doted, 
Barę  slipt  my  remembrance,  and  cannot  be  quoted ; 
Ffom  Homer  bimself  it  may  chance  to  appear, 
As  1  promisM  to  make  it,  no  whistle  morę  elear. 

lluitac^f;  are  goards,  in  Iliadal  lorę, 
Yoamay  see  in  book  Kappa,  linę  eighty  and  four; 

'  AUoding  ta  Rawthmel*8  coffee-house,  whei« 
teferal  raembers  of  the  Royal  Sucifty  usually 
ipest  thttr  eveaiqga. 


Wfaere  the  wise  coBimentaton  coofesf  in  tfaair 

ralea» 
Tfaat-»-here  it  is  goards,  not  V»«w  mules: 
Being  join'd  with  itm^  companions,  they  knew 
As  iTOM^  were  men,  that  u^tc  were  too: 
Now  let  us  iUustrate  the  combated  place, 
As  near  as  we  can,  by  a  parallel  case. 

Plain  sense,  as  I  take  it,  if  once  it  is  shown 
That  Homer  opposes  to— 4>eing  alone-r* 
Haring  two  xuui  a^yot  along  with  an  hero. 
Will  cali  »em  companions,  not  dogs,  in  Uomeio: 
Turn  then  to  his  Odyssey,  Beta,  linę  ten, 
Wbere  dogs,  as  they  cali  »tm,  are  certainly  men; 
Attendcd  by  whom  (he  will  secood  who  seeks) 
Telemachus  went  to  a  council  of  Oreeks. 

With  his  sword  bucklM  on,  and  a  spear  in  hit 

hand,  [band; 

He  went  (having  8ummon*d)  to  meet  the  whole 

So  brave]y  set  forth,  so  equipt,  and  so  shod, 

That,  as  Homer  hos  phras^d  it,  he  look>d  like  a 

go<>; 

Not  ałone— 4o  enhance  the  description  of  song. 
But  he  took  with  him  two  xvyac  ap>vf  along; 
Two  swift  fboted  dogs!    yes-^two  puppies  no 

donbt, 
That  Apollo  had  sav»d  firom  the  generał  rout! 

One  can  bot  reflect  how  we  li?e  in  an  age 
That  scruples  the  sense  of  all  sensible  page; 
Any  kind  of  old  nonsense  mure  pleas*d  to  admit* 
If  in  Homer,  or  Virgil,or  Horace,  tis  writ; 
But  yet,  to  do  justice  to  these,  and  the  rest 
Of  the  poor  pagan  poets,  it  must  be  confost, 
That  time,  and  transcribing,  an^  critical  notę 
Have  father'd  much  on  them,  which  thej  ne?er 
wrote. 

This  place  is  a  proof  how  the  critics  madę  bcrtil 
To  foist  thcir  own  sense  into  rerses  of  old ; 
Por  instead  of  two  Greeks  here,  attending  their 

master, 
And  fboticg  a  pace  neither  slower  nor  faster; 
They  bave-  madę  in  tome  places,  to  follow  bk 

track, 
Of  their  swift-footed  dogs,  an  indefinite  pack; 
The  son  of  Ulysses  unskilfully  forciug 
To  go  to  a  councłl,  as  men  go  a  coursing. 

Ov%  ołof— «x  tfłłr— Tor  master  and  damę. 
Not  alone — to  interpret  by  Homer^  tnie  aim, 
Thece  are  places  enoo  to  eyinee  that  attendanti 
Were  men,  or  were  maidens,  were  friends  or  do.- 

pendants: 
Thns  Achilles — hx  uoc — ^Oraega  rehearses, 
Had  two  d'i0tt«ovTi;  both  namM  in  the  yersea,- 
Antomednn— Alcimus — whom,  it  is  said, 
He  valued  the  most,  for  Patroclus  was  dead, 

^nelope  thus,  iu  flrst  Odyssey  stniin, 
Two  afx»Mn>M  fol]ow*d— two  women,  'tis  plain, 
When  the  damę  was  m  om— and  mention'd  anon, 
How  they  stood  to  attend  ber,  on  either  side  one. 
Hacl  afMfmXoi  signify*d  cats  in  the  Oreek,   [seek^ 
Would  not  sense  have  oblig>d  us  new  meaning  to 
And  two  dogs  as  unfit  as  two  cats,  you  will  own. 
To  detcribe  mau,  or  woman — not  being  alone. 

To  close  the  plain  reasons,  that  rise  in  oiie*a> 
mind, 

Take  an  instance  from  Yiiyil  9f  similar  kuni;. 
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Where,  in  hir  imitsUoii  of  Homer,' flo  dotibt, 
He  describes  king  £viuider  to  dress,  and  march 

out; 
And  discern,  by  the  help  of  his  Mantoan  pen, 
How  custodes  and  canes  werebotb  the  same  men; 
Where  canes  are  dog^s,  as  all  cnstom  opinet — 
8ee  Yirgirs  eighth    book— come  1*11  copy  the 

lines — 

Nec  non  et  gemini  custodes  liroine  ab  alto 
Procedunt,  gressumąue  canes  comitantur  heri- 
lem.^— 

KfTcfocyot  in  Homer  were  then  in  bis  viiew, 
When  Vii:gil,  in  Latin,  thus  painted  the  two; 
And  the  canes  in  him  are  the  very  custodes. 
Most  aptly  repeated,  dignissime  sodes: 
Did  ever  Tene  yet,  or  prose  erer;  record 
Any  literał  dogs,  that  kept  pace  with  theirlord? 
Proceeding— -attending — bow  plain  the  suggestion 
That  dogs,.  id  the  case,  are  quite  out  of  the  qnes- 
tioni 

And  now  I  appeal  to  all  critical  candplir, 
If  Homer's  youug  bero,  or  senior  BT^nder, 
Had  dogs  for  companions,  to  honour  iheir  gressns, 
As  translators  in  verse,  and  in  prose,  would  pos- 

sess  ns: 
The  modems  I  think  (tho'  a  lover  of  metre) 
Should  manage  with  judgraent  a  little  discrceter, 
Than  to  gapę  and  admire  wfaat  óld  poets  have 
sung,  [tongue. 

If  it  wiU  not  make  sense  in  their  own  mother 
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'  Haying  shoim  you  tbe  passage,  one  cannot 

avoid 
An  appendix  so  propcr,  kind  yisitant  Lloyd, 
To  the  mules  and  tbe  dogs,  which  a  little  while 
sińce  [evince: 

Were  guards   and   piąuets,  as  verse  sought  to 
Whetber  tu/nc  atteudcd,  two  footed,  or  four, 
Upon  heroes  or  kingb,  let  the  critics  expIore; 
But  u^c  for  mules,  in  old  Homer's  intent, 
I  suspect  that  his  rhapsodies  never  once  meant. 

The  word  is  twicc  usM  in  tbe  twenty-third  book, 
In  the  sjjace  of  five  lioes;  where  I  madę  you  to 

look; 
I'I1  refresh  your  attention— Achilles,  know  then, 
Had  desJr*d  Agamemnon,  the  monarch  of  men. 
To  exhort  'em  to  bring,  when  the  morning  ap- 

pear'd, 
And  prepare  propet  wood,  for  a  pile  to  be  rear*d. 
For  the  purpose  of  burning,  as  custom  instiilM, 
The   remains  of  Patroclus,  whom  Hector  had 

kiird. 

When  the  Morning  appearM,  witfi  faer  rosyfy'd 

fingers, 
Agamemnon  obey'd;  and  exborted  the  bńnjgers, 
The  miUes  and  the  men;«-as  trauAlation  pre- 

sents 
F.xborted  them  all  to  com6  out  of  their  tents: 
So  Ibe  men  and  the  mules  lay  amóngtt  one  an- 

other, 
If  this  be  the  case,  in  some  hanunocs  or  other; 
And  the  men,  taking  with  'em  ropes,  hatcbets, 

and  tools,  [mules. 

Were  conducted,  it  seems,  to  the  wood  by  the 


For  tiie  m«lef  weaŁ  bafepe  H 

sny [wsy: 

Whi<}h,  a  man  may  pratumey  wat  to  sbow^emtte 
Or,  sińce  tbere  was  danger,  the  mules  going  fint 
Might,  perhaps;  be  because  the  men  nonę  of  %ai 

darst; 
For  tbey  all  werę  to  pass,  in  their  present  emplof^ 
To  the  woods  of  mount  Ida,  belonging  to  Troy; 
And  if  Trojans  fell  on  them,  for  steiding  their  fire, 
The  men  ui  the  rear  might  the  sooner  retire. 

However,  both  mulish,  and  well  booled  fotks 
Cńme  sale  to  the  monntain,  and  ćut  down  łts  oatt; 
And,  with  morę  bulky  pieoes  of  timber  cntont, 
They  loaded  such  mules,  as  Were  mnles  wHhoot 

doubt : 
When  you  found  in  the  Łatin,  sO  cćrtain  a  płace- 
Where  ithe  loading  description  sbow'd  mules  ia 

the  case, 
Your  eyes  to  the  left,  I  saw  rolling,  to  scelt   ' 
If  the  w^rd  for  these  mules  was  i^niui  ią  Greek, 

And  had  they  discoyer*d  that  reaily  it  was^ 
Conjecture  had  come  to  morę  dtfficalt  pan; 
But  sińce  it  was  not,  sińce  *«ifxiSTwy  came, 
What  else  but  the  meaning  cotdd  Tary  the  ńaine?  ^ 
Why  shoUld  Homer,  so  foudf  aś  you  reiy  ndl 
noted,  '  [qnoted, 

Of  repeating  the  words  which  his  Mnse  luid  once 
Make  so  awkward  a  change,  without  any  pretenoe 
Of  a  reason  suggested  by  metre,  ot  sense  ? 

*ftfMcifoi,  mules,  tho*  a  mascnlinis  ender, 
Is  alwayś  in  Greek  of  thefemininegender; 
But  ncniCf  you'll  find,  let  it  mean  wliat  it  will, 
Never  iA  of  that  gender,  but  maaculine  still; 
How  ridicuious  then,  that  tfpuc  the  Hees, 
Should  become,  by  their  loadiag  'iifciem,  Sheesł 
In  a  Latin  description  Would  poetry  pass, 
That  should  caU  'em  muiot,  and  then  load  'en 
muhtf 

Both  tbe  word,  and  the  sense,  which  is  reiily 
the  bard*s. 
Show  thfe  masculine  mulet  to  be  certainly  gotidi : 
Any  mules  I  desire  any  critic  to  name, 
If  Jackś  in  the  gender,  that  are  not  the  same: 
One  place,  which  I  hinted  at,  over  our  tea, 
May  be  offisrM,  perhaps,  as  a  mascniineplea; 
But  if  fołks  were  unbiassM,  they  quickly  iiŃinId  find 
A  mistake  to  be  there  of  tbe  yery  same  kind. 

Tbe  Trojans  met  Priam  at  one  of  their  gates, 
Witli  the  corps  of  his  Hecton— ^mega  relate»— 
Whom  they  would  have  lamented  there,  all  tbe 

day  long, 
Had  not  Priam,  addressing  himself  to  tbe  thnmg, 
Madę  a  speech—^"  Let  me  pass  with  the  muiei'^« 

and  80  on  fnpon: 

For  mules  drew  the  hearse  which  the  corps  laf 
Now  the  words  that  be  said,  at  the  entrance  of 
Were       Ougti/yt  ^ti >J9rijtAry  u^ari  fxou         '  [TWy, 

Priam  said  to  the  people,  still  hurrying  down,* 
'*  Let  me  pass  thro'  the  giuads'*-^to  go  into  tbe 

town) 
This  is  much  better  sense,  by  the  leśye  of  ths 

schools, 
Than  for  Priam  to  say,— *'  Let  me  pass  with  ths 

mules." 

For  Idseus  directed  the  mnifsh  machinę, 
While  horset  drew  that  ia  which  Pńam  was  leet; 


CRmCAL  REM  ARES  ON  HORACE. 


W1»  tlMNq^  of  no  molas,  Imt  of  reachinf  tbe 

dome,  [home. 

Wbere  tiMf  all  might  lajneat  i>Ter  Hector,  at 

Tbe  muks  had  been  nam*d  yery  ofteń  before, 
Ib  tlie  Teiy  same  book,  times  a  doceń,  or  morę;  , 
And  the  proper  term  for  '«m  had  always  occurr*d ; 
It  ii  only  this  once  that  we  meet  with  this  woids 
Tbat  it  signifies  guards,  it  is  gimnted,  some- 

times, 
At  1  inttancd,  you  know,  in  the  Bagutey  rhymes; 
And  will  critics  soppoee  that  the  poet  would  make 
Yariatwu  for  merę  anibfguity's  sake? 

That  Apollo  shonld  plague,  Ag»memnon  exhort, 
These  irrational  creatures  is  8Łupid»  in  short; 
Wbere  no  metamorphosia,  fobie,  or  fictioiii 
Ctn  defend  soch  abuae  of  plain,  narratiTe  diction. 
Perchance,  as  a  doctor,  youMl  think  me  unwisc^ 
Forporing  on  Homer,  with  present  sore  ieyes; 
Bat  a  glance,  the  most  transient,  may  see  in  his 
That  a  mole  is  a  mule,  and  a  man  is  a  man.  [plan, 


CUmCAL  REMARKS  IN  ENGUSH  AND 

LATJN, 

UPÓir  SBVBRAŁ  PASiAGBS  IM  HORACtŁ 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND. 

rtOFOtlUO  A  CokRSCnÓN  IH  THC  FOŁU>WIllO 

PA88AOB. 

Si  non  Acrisiom  Virginis  abditie 
CinroDEM  #aVidI7M  Jnpiteret  Venus 
Risissent Lib.  3.  ode  16. 

Sothenyou  thtnk  Acrisius  really  Sold 
Hit  ds^ghter  Danae,  liimseif,  for  gold; 
Wbea  the  whol\e  story  of  the  Orecian  king 
Mskes  sach  a  bargain  so  absurd  a  tbing, 
Thtt  łieither  )»oetry  nor  sense  could  make 
Tbe  poet  gttilty  of  the  Tile  mistake. 

No,  sir  j  iker  flither,  here,  was  rich  enough  j 
Satire  on  him,  for  selling  her,  iS  stufT: 
Fcar  was  his  rootive  to  a  ?ast  expense 
Of  gates,  and  guards  to  keep  her  in  a  fenćc : 
Bat  lome  duli  Uockhead  happ'ningto  transcribo, 
Wbea  half  alseep,  has  mafie  kim  take  the  bribe, 
Wkich  Jupiter  and  Yenus,  as  the  baid 
Had  writ,  madę  use  of  ti>  conrupt  the  guard: 
Ali  the  remarks  on  avarice  are  just ; 
Bat  twas  tbe  keeper  that  betray'd  his  trust. 

Passage  from  Virgil,  which  you  here  select  us, 
Howfcold  is  cogent  of  mortale  pectus; 
Aad  from  Euripides,  that  gold  can  upe 
fatcc    nnattempted  even  by  the  pope; 
53iow  money^s  force  on  subjccts  tbat  are  vicious; 
But  what  has  this  to  do  with  king  Acrisius  ? 
Who  a|wrM  no  money  to  secure  his  life, 
Lort,  if  his  daughter  once  became  a  wifo: 
He  shnt  ber  up  for  fear  of  de8tb-*^nd  then 
faU  her  bimadf !— all  stnff,  1  say  again: 
Beath  was  his  dread ;  nor  was  it  in  the  pow'r 
OfkfTe*t  bewitchment,  or  of  mooey'd  sbow>r, 
Of  Yeans,  Jnpitei^  or  all  the  fry 
Of  Hoaier*s  heaT'n  to  hire  the  man  to  die. 

Wbere  it  his  mwńatj  of  auy  kind, 
Noled  in  aU  the  fiMea  that  yoH  Ibid) 


EzceptinthoseófyoorinTeiitiiigflMhion   ^ 

That  make  him  old,  and  a^arice  his  paasioa? 

To  hide  the  blnnder  of  amannenses, 

Whoy  writing  words,  ftill  oft  unwrit  the  sessots 

Fact,  that  in  Horace,  in  a  worid  of  places, 

Appears  by  irreoorerable  traces; 

On  which  the  critics  raise  a  learned  dust. 

And  Still  adjusting,  nerer  can  adjusL 

HaviDg  but  one  of  all  the  Roman  lyrics 

To  feed  their  taste  for  sla^ish  panegyricsy 

The  morę  absufed  the  manuscriptal  letter, 

They  paint,  from  tbence,  somc  fancy'd  beauty  bet- 

Hunting  for  all  the  colours  round  aboiąt,        [ter: 

To  make  the  nonsense  beautifully  out; 

Adorning  richly,  for  the  poet^s  sake, 

Some  poor  ballucinating  scribe*s  mistake. 

Now  I  would  have  a  shoit-hand  son  of  minę 
Be  less  obscquious  to  the  classic  linę, 
Thao,  Hght  or  wrong,  to  yield  his  approbatioBy 
Because  Homeric,  or  because  Uomtian; 
Or  not  to  see,  when  it  is  fairly  hinted^ 
Either  original.  defect,  or  printed. 
Not  that  it  niatters  two-pence  in  regaid 
Of  either  Grecian,  or  of  Roman  bard; 
If  schools  were  wise  enough  to  introduce 
Much  better  books  for  education^s  use; 
But  sińce,  by  forće  of  custom,  or  of  lash,    [tmsh, 
The  boys  most  wadę  thro'  so  much  trannt  and 
To  gain  their  Oreek  and  Latin,  they  should  leam 
Trae  Greek,  at  least,  and  Latin  to  dtscern; 
Nor,  for  Łhe  sake  of  custom,  to  admit 
The  fiłołts  of  language,  metre,  sense,  or  wit: 
Because  this  blind  attachment,  by  command, 
To  what  their  maSters  do  not  understand, 
Makes  reading  8ervile,  in  the  younger  flock^ 
Of  rhyming  Homce,  down  to  prosing  Lock; 
Knowledge  is  all  meehanically  known, 
And  no  innate  ideas  of  their  own. 

But,while  Pm  rhyming  to  you  wha^comes  next, 
\  shall  forget  th*  Acrisius  of  the  te«t 
Your  reasons  then,  why  this  custodem  pavidura 
Should  not  be  chang^d  to  custódemque  aviduiii, 
Turn  upon  avarice;  you  think  the  father 
Fond  of  the  bribe;  1  think  the  keeper  rather, 
Who  had  no  fear  from  0anae-^the  v/ife— 
Who  could  recieive  the  gold,  and  lose  no  life. 
Most  needs  be  he,  and  that,  without  the  chaiige^ 
The  verse  is  uiipoetically  strange: 

You  make  Acrisius  to  have  been  the  guard. 
And  to  be  paridus^— «xtremcly  bard 
To  make  out  either;  for  what  other  place 
Shows  that  the  king  was  jailur  in  the  case? 
And  is  not  pavidus  a  dictum  gratis? 
Was  not  his  Dauae—- munita  satis? 
Safe  kept  errouKh?   If  j>avidus  come  after, 
The  dear  joy  Horat^e  must  provoke  onc*8laughter: 
Plain  common  sense  suggesting  all  the  \ikhilc, 
—Not  fear,  but  fancy'd  nfety  gavc  the  smile: 
Safe  as  Acrisius  thought  himself  to  be, 
The  custos  aridus  would  take  a  fee; 
A  golden  shower,  they  knew,  would  break  his  oath. 
And  Jupiter  and  Yenus  langh^d  at  both. 


Sumę  Maecenas  oyathos  amici 
Sospitis  cnrruM 

A  DIALOOUE. 

What!  must  Mscenas,  when  he  sups 
With  Horaee,  drink  a  hundrad  cups  ? 
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A  hufkdped  cnpt  Mecenas  drink! 
Where  most  he  ynit  them  a]l  d»ye  think? 
Pray  havc  the  cńticsaH  so  blundei^d, 
That  nonę  of  *cm  correct  this  hundred  } 

**  Not  that  I  know  bas  any  one 
Had  any  scruple  thert*apon; 
And  for  wbat  reasou  pray  should  you? 
The  reading,  to  be  surę,  is  true; 
A  buudred  cup&— Łbat  is  to  say-i>« 
Mecenas  come  and  drink  away.'* 

If  that  was  all  tbe  poet  meant, 
It  is  erprtssM  withuut  tbe  cent : 

Sumę  MaKienas  cyathos 

Does  it  filii  weU  witłiout  tbe  dose, 
Tbe  monstrous  dose  in  cup  or  can, 
That  snits  with  ncither  bard  nur  man. 

<<  Nay,  why  so  inonsfrons?  Is  it  told 
How  much  tbe  cyatbus  would  bold? 
You  tbink  perhaps  H  was  a  mug 
As  round  as  any  Jonian  jng : 
Thy  dntnk  all  nigbt :  if  smali  the  glass, 
Would  centum  moantto  such  a  mass?** 

Smali  as  you  will,  if 'twas  a  bumper. 
Centom  ibr  one  would  be  a  thumper: 
lt'8  bolk  Horatian  terms  define, 
Yates  attonitus*  with  nine; 
GratiSf^forbidding  morę  tlian  thrćr*— 
Tbey  were  no  thimbles  you  may  see. 

"  Not  in  that  ode—in  this  tbey  migbt 
InCend  a  morę  diminish'd  pligbt; 
And  then  Mscenas  and  tbe  bard 
That  night,  I  warrant  ye,  drank  bard; 
•  Perfer  in  lucern*— Horace  crics ; 
To  what  a  pitch  might  nimibers  rise !" 

A  desperate  long  night !  my  friend, 
Bi^ore  their  bundrcd  cups  could  end; 
Nor  does  the  yerse  invite,  throughout, 
M&*cenas  to  a  drunken  bout: 
Perfer  in  tuccm  com^s  tn  view 
Withprocul  omnis  damor  too. 

"  Was  it  no  bout,  becauśe  no  norse 
Should  intemipt  their  midnijbt  joys? 
Horace,  you  read*  with  aanual  tap. 
Notes  bis  escape  from  dire  niishap: 
Must  he,  and  friends  conven'd,  be  sober, 
Because'twas  March,  and  not  October?** 

Sober  or  drunk  is  notthe  case. 
But  word  and  meaning  to  rej>lace, 
Botb  hęre  demolish'd:  did  tbey,  pray^ 
Do  notbing  eise  but  drink  flway? 
For  frien  Js  conrenM  bad  Horace  got 
Ko  eutertainment,  but  to  sot? 

"  Ycs  to  be  surę;  he  might  rehearse 
Some  new  or  entertaining  verse; 
Might  touch  tbe  lyre,  invoke  the  Muse; 
Or  twenty  thingt  that  be  might  choose; 
No  doubt  but  be  would  mix  along 
With  cup,  and  talk,  tbe  joyous  wng.^ 

Doubtlesshe  would;  and  that'a  the  word, 
Fbr  whtch  a  centmn  so  absnrd 


'  Hor.lib.3.  odel9.  t.  14. 


Has  been  inserted,  by  mistak^ 
Of  his  cranscribers,  scarce  awake; 
Which,  all  the  criticti,  when  tbISy  keep, 
Are,  ąuoad  hoc,  quite  fast  asieep. 

*'  For  thafs  the  word"— ^*  What  word  d»yt. 
mean? 
Por  song  does  centum  intervene  ? 
Song  would  be—O,  I  take  yonr  hint, 
Canłnm,  not  centum^  you  would  print ; 
Sotpiiis  cantum — but  the  clause 
Can  hayc  no  sense  with  such  a  pause.** 

Pause  then  at  sotpiłis,  nor  strike 
The  three  cssnras  all  alike; 
One  cup  of  Helicon  biit  quaff, 
The  point  is  plain  as  a  pik^^taflT; 
Tbe  wine^  the  song,  the  lustre^s  light>— 
The  verse,  the  pause,  the  sense  h  rigbt. 

"  SŁay,  let  me  read  the  Sapphic  out 
Botb  ways,  and  then  resolve  tbe  doubt"-— 

**  Sumę  Msecenas  cyathos  amici 
Sospitiu  centum — et  Tigilcs  lucemas 
Perfer  iu  lucern— procul  omnis  esto 

V  Ciamor  et  ira« 

**  Sumę  Mapcenas  cyathos  amici 
Sospitis-»canturo,  et  vigiles  lucernas 
Perfer  in  lucern— procul  omnis  esto 
Clanior  et  ira.'' 

"  Weil,  I  confess,  now  I  have  read, 
The  thing  is  right  that  you  hare  sald; 
One  vowel  rectify'd,  bow  plain 
Does  Hurace*8  iotent  remain  V*    , 


— NONUMQ.  prematur  in  annum. 

Hor.  Art.  Poet  L  388. 

Ye  poeis,  and  critics,  and  men  of  the  schoołg, 
Who  talk  about  Horace,  and  Horace*8  rules; 
Ye  learued  admirers,  bow  comes  it,  I  wonder, 
That  nonę  of  you  touch  a  most  tangible  bluuder? 
I  speak  not  to  servile,  and  sturdy  logicians, 
Who  will,  rigbt  or  wrong,  follow  printed  editions; 
But  you,  that  are  judges,  come  mb  up  your  eyes, 
And  unshackle  your  wits,  and  V II  show  where  it 
lies. 

Amongst  other  rules,  which  yonr  Horaoe  bu 
To  make  his  young  Piso  for  poetry  fit,       -  [writ, 
He  tells  bim,  that  verses  should  not  be  puna\], 
When  the  Muse  (or  Minenra)  was  not  in  the  mood; 
Ttwt  whate*cr  he  should  write,  "  he  should  let  it 

descend 
To  the  ears  of  his  father,  his  master,  his  fSriend';" 
And  let  it  lie  by  him— -now  prick  up  yonr  ears-* 
Nonumque  prematur  in  annum — nine  years. 

Ninę  years !  I  repeat— for  tiie  arand  is  enoagb, 
With  the  help  of  plain  sense,  to  di«coverthestuft 
If  the  rule  had  been  new,  what  a  figare  woold  dIm 
Have  madę  with  your  Pisos,  ye  maaters  of  nine) 
Must  a  yooth  of  quick  parts,  Ibr  hisTerse^t  pcr- 
fection,  [reetioo^ 

Let  it  lie  for  nine  yean-^n  tte  HoiiseofCor< 

'  — In  Mettii  descendat  jadicif  anres^ 
£t  patrit  et  nottrai.-— 
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Ś3ff 


Kine  yean  if  bis  V8f8es  must  lie  in  the  leayen, 
Tike  the  young  rogue  himsclf,  and  tiantpori  him 
fbrieren. 

To  make  tfais  a  nuuuia,  that  Horace  infuses,* 
>lQ0t  proYoke  all  the  laoghter  of  all  the  nine 

MusM. 
Hov  the  wits  of  old  Romę,  in  a  caae  go  fiicetaous, 
WoaM  bare  jok'd  apon  Horace,  and  Pi^o,  and 

Metiuf, 
If  thej  all  could  not  make  a  poetical  linę 
Ripe  enongh  to  be  read,  tili  the  year  bod  stnick 

nine! 
Bad  the  bojrbeen  posseat  of  nine  lires,  Uke  a  cat, 
Yet  iorely  be^d  ne*er  baye  submitted  to  that 

*'yah!>'  aaya  an  old  critic,  <*  indefinite  mimbep— 
Todenote  many  yean*'—- (wbich  is  just  the  same 
lumber)—  touch  »"— 

Suotes  a  length  of  Słuintllian  for  "  time  to  re- 
But  wisely  stops  tliort  at  his  biaming— ^oo  much. 
Some  took  many  years,  be  can  instance — ^in  fine, 
Isocrates  ten— -poet  Cinna  just  nine; 
Bare  instance  oftaking,  which,  had  he  been  oool, 
IV  old  critic  had  seen,  never  coold  be  a  rule. 

"Indeed/*  says  a  young  one,  ''nine  yean,  I 
conless, 
Is  a  dcsperate  while  ibr  a  youth  to  suppves8 ; 
I  ran  hardly  tliink  Horace  would  make  it  a  point; 
The  vord,  to  be  surę,  must  be  out  of  its  joint; 
lie  by  vith  a  nonum ! — had  I  been  his  Piso,    [so. 
r«ł  have  told  little  Flaccy,  minę  never  shonld  lic 
Had  he  said  for  nine  montiia,  I  should  think  tbem 

enoo; 
Tbis  reading  is  fiaise,  sir — pray  tell  us  the  true/' 

**  Why,  you  are  not  far  off  it,  if  present  coi^ec- 

ture 
May  fumish  the  place  with  a  probable  lecture; 
For  by  copies,  1  doubt,  either  printed,  or  written, 
Ttic  bundreds  of  editors  all  bave  beeo  bitten. 
Nine  moatbs  you  allow'*— '*  Yes** — "  Weil,  letus, 

for  fcar 
Of  afffonting  Siiintilian,  e'en  make  it  a  year: 
Give  the  critics  their  numque,  but  as  to  their  no— 
Yuu  have  one  in  płatu  English  morę  fit  to  be- 

stow." 

**  I  inkę  the  correction— -unumque  prematnr— * 
Let  it  He  for  one  tweUemontb — ay,  that  may  hołd 
And  titue  enough  too  for  consulting  about  [water; 
Master  Pi8o'8  performance,  before  it  came  out. 
What!  would  Horace  insist,  that  a  bketch  of  a  boy 
^MMikl  take  as  much  time,  aa  the  taking  of  Troy  ? 
Tbey,  that  bind  out  the  yonug  one,  say,  when  the 

old  fellow 
Tookany  time  like  it^  to  fliake  a  thing  mellow; 

"Tho*  correct  in  hts  trifles'' — ^**  Young  man  you 

rayright. 
And  to  them  that  will  see,  it  is  plain,  at  first  sight; 
But  eriticf  that  will  not,  they  bunt  all  around 
Fpriometbing of  samenesa,  in  sense,  or  in  aound; 
It  is  all  one  to  them;  so  attach*d  to  the  letter, 
That  to  make  better  sense  jnakes  it  iiever  the 

better:  [own  *en) ; 

Kay,  the  morę  senae  in  reodings,  the  Iras  tliey  will 
Yo«  musi  leare  to  tbese  sages  their  mumpsimus 

nonum* 

*3uivt.  Infifttt.  Orat.  lib.  x.  a  4.  de  Bmendattone. 


« *  Do  you  think,'  they  ery  out,  '  that  with  ao 

iiitle  wit 
Such  a  world  of  great  critics  on  Horace  hare  writ? 
That  the  poeta  themsel^es,  were  the  biunder  ao 

plain, 
In  a  point  of  their  art  too,  woald  let  it  remain?' 
Por  you  are  to  coosider,  the>e  critical  chaps 
Do  not  like  to  be'snubb'd;  you  may  renture, 

perhaps,  [amiss; 

An  amendment,  wbere  they  ran  see  somewhat 
But  may  raise  their  ill  blood,  if  you  circulate  tbis.** 

"  It  will  circntate,  this,  sir»  as  sura  as  their 
blood, 
Or,  if  not,  it  will  stand — as  in  Horace  it  stood* 
They  may  wrangle  and  jangle,  nnwifling  to  see; 
But  tiie  thing  Is  as  elear  as  a  whistle  to  me. 
Tbis  nonum  of  theirs  no  defence  will  admit, 
Except— tbat  a  biot  is  no  biot,  till  it  's  hit; 
And  now  you  haye  hit  it,  if  nonum  contcnt  *um, 
So  would,  if  the  verse  had  so  had  it,  nongentnm.* 

YouMI  say  thi  s  is  pai  nti  n  g  of  characters— true; 
But,  really,  good  sirs,  1  have  met  with  tbese  two: 
The  first,  in  all  comments  quite  down  to  the 

Delpbin, 
A  man,  if  he  likes  it,  may  look  at  himself  in : 
The  last,  if  you  like,  and,  along  with  the  youth, 
Prefier  to  nonumque  poetical  tmth, 
Then  biot  out  the  biunder,  now  here  it  is  hinted. 
And  by  all  futurę  printers  unumąue  be  printed* 


Nunc  et  campus  et  ARX>e 
Lenesaue  sub  noctem  susurri 
Composita  repeta  n tur  hora. 

Hor.  lib.  i.  ode  ix.  v.  13. 

Bt  Campus,  and  by  Areas,  my  friends, 
The  question  is  what  Horace  hei-e  intends? 
For  such  expi'essioit  with  tbe  currcnt  style 
Of  tbis  whole  ode  is  bard  to  reconcile: 
Nay,  notwithstanding  critical  pretence, 
Or  I  mistake,  or  it  can  have  no  sense. 

The  ode,  you  find,  proceeding  to  relate 
A  winter's  frost,  in  its  seyereiit  state, 
Calls  out  for  fire,  and  winę,  and  loves,  and  dance. 
And  all  that  Horace  ramblcs  to  enbance; 
But  how  can  tbis  fiiir  weatber  phrase  belong 
To  such  a  wintry ,  Saturnalian  song  \ 

A  leamed  Frenchman  quotes  tbese  Tery  lines 
As  really  difficult;  and  thus  refineii — 
"  We  use  tbese  words"  (says  monsieur  Sanadon) 
'*For  nightly  meetings,  hors  de  la  maisoo; 
But  't  is  ridiculous  in  f^ost,  and  snów, 
Of  keenest  kind;  that  Horace  should  do  so.*' 

Right,  monsieur,  right;  such  incoherent  słnff 
Is  here,  no  doubt,  ridiculous  enough : 
The  Campus  Martius,  and  its  aćtive  scenes, 
Wbirh  commentators  say  th*  cKpression  means^ 
Have  here  no  place;  nor  can  tbey  be  akin 
To  scenes,  not  laid  withuut  doors^  but  within. 

**  Nnnr.  must  refer**  (proceeda  the  French  re« 
<*  To  donec — puep— age  of  Taliarque ;         [mark) 
Not  to  the  frost ;  for  which  the  bard,  before, 
De8ign*d  the  two  flnt  strophes,  and  no  morę; 
As  commentators  rightly  should  bave  taagiłt, . 
Or  inattenUTe  mders  dse  are  eaugbt.*' 


S9S 


BTAOirS  POEII& 


Now  iBAttentirA  crities  too,  I  fay, 
Arc  caught,  sometimes,  in  their  dopmatic  way : 
Voit6d  berę,  we  mustdmde,  fbnooth, 
The  time  of  winter  fiom  the  time  of  youtih; 
When  all  expremon8  of  Horatian  growth 
Do,  in  thif  ode,  *%  i§  plain,  refer  toboth. 

Yontbiu]  th' amusements,  and  for  frosty  week; 
From  drinkingo— dancing--down  to— hide  and  seek: 
Bot  Campus  comf  s,  aiid  Ares,  between. 
By  a  mistake  too  big  for  any  skreen : 
And  how  nonsensically  join'd  with  lispers. 
By  assłgnation  met,  of  nightly  whitpere? 

Strange,  bow  interpretera  retail  tbe  iarce, 
Tbat  CampuSy  here,  shoold  mean  tbe  Field  of 
Mars;  *    [o»er, 

Wben,  in  tbeir  task,  they  most  bave  just  read 
Contrast  to  tbis,thc  very  Ode  before; 
Wbere  ev'ry  manly  exercise,  disclos^d. 
To  loTe'8  efieminacy  stands  oppos'd. 

In  tbis,  no  thougbt  of  any  iSeld  on  Earth, 
But  warm  fire-side,  and  Roman  winter^s  mirtb : 
Ko  thougbt  of  any  but  domestic  ring; 
Wbere  al)  0ccembrian  costoms  took  tbeir^wing: 
And  wher&— but  oome— tbat  matter  we*ll  su]^ 

presa— 
Tbere  should  be  sometbiog  for  Cantabs  to  goess. 

I  '11  ask  anon — fi^om  whnt  bas  uow  been  said, 
If  emendation  pops  into  yoor  head: 
Or  if  you  Ml  teacb  me  bow  to  cumprebend 
Tbat  all  is  rigbt;  and  nothing  berę  to  mend. 
Come,  sbarpen  up  yeur  Łatin  wits  a  bit; 
Wbat  are  'they  good  for  elM— these  Odea  tbat 
Horacewrit?' 

N.B.  The  emendation  of  wbich  tbe  aotbor  ap- 
proved  was  caniut  et  cktt. 


Cedcs  coemptis  saltibus,  et  domo, 
VilUque,  flarus  quam  Tibeńs  lavit, 
Cedes;  et  EXTRUCTIS  IN  AŁTUM 
DlVlTiI8  potietur  biercs. 

Hor.  lib.  ii.  ode  iii.  T.  17. 

THII  pbrase  of  *'  riches  built  on  high** 

Has  sometbing  in  it,  at  first  sigbty 
Wbich,  if  tbe  Latin  language  try, 

Must  nceds  appear  not  to  be  rigbt: 
Produce  an  instancc,  wbere  before 
T  was  e^er  U8'd,  I  'U  say  no  morę. 


Talk  not  of  "  riches  piPd  on  bcaps," 

To  justify  thc  Latin  pbrase; 
For  if  you  take  sucb  critic  leaps, 

You  jurop  into  dog  Latin  days; 
Aad  I  sball  answer  to  tbat  trick 
In  mea  mente  non  est  sic. 

Tbat  lands  were  berę  tbe  poet's  tboogbt, 
And  bouse  along  the  riyei^s  side. 

And  lofty  villa  built,  or  bought, 
Is  roocb  too  plain  to  be  deny'd. 

Tbese  higb  ext]\icted  spires  be  writ 

Tbat  mortal  Oellius  muft  quit. 

«  Weil,  fir,  supposing  tbis  the  case, 
And  stmctores  whać  tbe  poet  meant; 

]Imv  will  you  fili  tbe  faulty  place 
Witb  phnise  tbat  suited  bis  intent^ 


Meaning  and  metfe^both  ańnuige, 
And  tmall,  if  possible,  the  ehange?* 

Smaller  and  better,  to  be  surę, 

Into  tbeir  place  amendments  fali : 
What  iirst  occors  wili  berę  secnre 
'    Meaniug  and  metre,  cbange  and  alL 
May  it  not  be  tbat  for  diritiis 
Tb^original  had  ss-dificiis? 

If  yoo  objectthat  •ep*rata  m 

Makes  in  one  woni  an  odd-dirision^ 
Horace,  I  aoswer  to  tbat  plea,  - 

Has  morę  than  once  tbe  like  elision ; 
In  short,  opon  oorrection*s  plan, 
Gi^e  os  a  better,  if  ye  can. 


Non  est  meom,  si  mngiat  Alricis 
Malus  proceilis,  ad  miseras  precei 
Decurrere,  et  votis  pacisci, 
Ne  Cypris  Tyrissąue  merces 

Addant  a^aro  divitias  mari ; 

Tum  me  biremis  prosidio  scapte 
Tutum  per  Sj^tsoa  tumułtns 
Aura  FBRBT  geminusą.  PoUnx. 

Hor.  Ub.  iii.  ode  ix.  ▼.  57. 

Thii  paasage,   sirs,    may  pot  ye,    one  woold 
think, 

In  mind  of  him,  who,  in  n  flirious  storm 
Told,  tbat  tbe  vettc1  certainly  would  sink. 

Madę  a  reply  in  tbe  Horatian  form; 
<*  Wby  let  it  sink  theo,  if  it  will,**  quoth  be, 

1  'm  but  a  passenger,  wb||t  is  H  to  me." 


« 


So,  '*  non  est  meom,"  Horaoe  here  cries  ont. 
To  parchase   cąlm  with  wretebed  rows  and 
"  .     pray^rs; 

Let  them  who  freigbt  the  sbip  be  thos  derout, 
I  *m  not  cq,ncem*d  in  any  of  its  wares. 

May  not  one  ask,  if  common  sense  will  read, 

Was  ever  jest  and  eamest  morę  agreed? 

''  Nay  but  yoo  see  tbe  reason,"  *t  is  reply^d, 
"  Wby  be  rejects  tbe  baigaining  of  prayV; 

His  little  skiff  will  stem  the  raging  tide 
With  double  Pollux,  and  with  geiitler  air. 

Tbis  is  bis  morał,"  say  bis  undcr-pullers, 

'*  The  poor  and  innocent  are  safe  in  scuUeis.** 

Why  sotbey  may  be,  if  they  ooast  along. 
And  sbun  the  winds  that  make  a  mast  to  mom; 

But  here,  according  to  the -critic  throng, 
Horace  was  in  tbe  abip,  tho*  not  his  own. 

Supposp  a  sculler  just  contrivM  for  him, 

Wben  the  abip  sunk,  would  his  bireoua  swim? 

Can  you  by  any  construing  pretence— 
If  yoo  auppose,  as  commentators  do, 

Him  in  the  ship-^make  tolerable  sense 
Of  bis  surviving  all  the  sinking  crew? 

With  winda  so  boist^rons,  by  what  conning  tirist 

Can  bis  elear  stars,  and  gentle  air  resist  ? 

Tbe  gifts  of  Fortune  Horace  bad  resign'd. 
And  poor  and  bonest,  his  just  £incy'd  case^ 

Notbing  to  do  bad  be  with  itormy  wind. 
Nor  in  JEgean  seat  to  seek  a  płace. 

How  is  it  likely  then,  that  he  shoukl  mean 

To  paint  bimself  in  tuch  «i  nwkwaid  loeaćf 
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»  Wby,  hiil^  (MM  mc  biremU— most  soppoM, 
By  lloi  eaeaping,  that  he  turę  was  in  t; 

Aadfim  too,  that  comes  into  the  cloae, 
In  ali  Che  books  that  we  have  here  in  print— ** 

BoUi  wonis  are  wrong  tho*,  notwithatandiDg  that, 

7te  iboald  be  cmm,  and  JM  heferaL 


The  KUMy  or  morał  if  yon  please,  ts  tbis, 
Henceforth  be  probity,  tho'  poor,  my  lot; 

Tbe  lorę  d  riches  is  but  an  aby sa 
Of  dangerous  onea,  that  now  ooncern  me  not 

Cwght  in  itfl  ttorma,  let  arańoe  implore,  . 

I  ttenk  ny  stan,  I  *m  rowing  sale  to  shore. 


Hor.  Łib.  iii.  Ode  xTiil    ■ 

WiisirE'KR  tbis  Horace  comes  into  one's  band, 
One  meets  with  woids  fuli  bard  to  understand: 
If  oae  ooosolt  the  cńtics  thereupon, 
Some  places  have  a  notę,  some  otbers  nonę; 
Aaii,  wben  they  take  interpfetating  pains, 
Saaetimes  the  difltoilty  still  remains. 

To  yoa  that  see,  good  friends,  where  I  am  blind, 
Let  me  propoee  a  ćaae  of  eitber  kind: 
Pionisiog  firaty  for  both  relate  to  weather, 
Tbst  Winter  and  December  come  together: 
The  Romans  too,  as  far  as  i  remember, 
HsTe  join'd  together  Winter  and  December. 

In  Book  the  Third  of  Horace,  Ode  Eighteen, 
Ad  Fsunam — ^these  two  Sapphics  here  are  scen : 

**  Ludit  kerboto  pecus  omne  campo, 
*     Cum  tibi  nonae  redeunt  Deeembris: 
Festus  in  prads  vacat  otioso 
Cum  bove  pagus. 

**  Inter  audaces  lupus  errat  agnos; 
Spargit  agrestes  tibi  slh&Jrondes} 
Gaodet  iwuam  pepalisse  fossor 

Ter  pede  terram.*' 

Now  in  December,  if  we  reason  close, 

Are  ftelds  poetically  caird  herbotef 

\%  tbst  tbe  monthy  tbo*  Faumu  kept  the  fuld» 

For  dansg  iomAf  to  frisk  about  aorboldf 

Lesves  I  would  add  too— but  the  leam'd  Dacier 
Hai  madę  this  point  elaborately  elear; 
As  one  that  aitKil  Horace  interwcaTes— 
"Tbe  trees  in  Italy  then  shed  their  leares; 
And  tbis  the  poet^s  artifice  profound,      [ground.*' 
Tbe  trees  themselTes    for   Faanus   8traw'd  the 

U 18  we  11  aay,  a  fine  Horalian  flight, 
Bttt  is  tbe  heibage,  are  the  lambs  to  rigfat^ 
Is  tbere  in  all  the  ode  a  single  thing, 
Tbst  nskes  tbe  Winter  difier  from  the  Spring  ? 
Nonei  of  December  are  indeed  bybernaJ, 
Bot  all  tbe  rest  is  absolutety  vcmat. 

**  Leius  inoadis  per  e^rica  rura**** 
Boa  tbis  begin  like  Winterł— but  quid  plura? 
Read  bow  it  all  begins,  goes  on,  or  ends, 
Kotbing  bot  nones  is  winterly,  my  friends ; 
Neitber  in  haman,  nor  tn  brutal  creatures, 
Ooe  tiace  obaenr'd  of  Wniter's  stormy  featares. 

May  not  there  be  theii>  tho*  the  critics  make 
Nobnitation  at  it,  a  mistake? 
Tbe  difgers  dancing  tto  has  somewbat  spissy— 
**  Gaadet  ównm  temun  pepuKsse." 


He  in  revenge  (say  comments)  beats  the  soil, 
Hated,  beoauae  it  gaTe  him  so  mach  toil. 

* 

As  oft  the  diggers,  whom  we  chance  to  meet. 
Tum  up  the  ground,  and  press  it  with  their  feet; 
Horace  himself,  perhaps  we  may  admit, 
Javersam  terram,  not  tnctroin  writ; 
But  this  at  present  our  demand  postponesk-* 
Pray  8olve  the  doubt  on  these  Decembrian  nones. 


Ut  tuto  ab  atris  corpore  viperis 
Dormirem  et  i/RSis^ 

.Hor.  lib.  iii.  ode  ir. 

Horace,  an  infant,  here  he  interweave8, 
In  rambling  ode,  where  no  design  coheres, 

By  fabled  stock-doves  cover*d  up  with  ]ekvcs, 
Kept  safc  from  Nack  slunn*d  vipers,  and  from  hearss 

But,  passing  by  tbe  incoherent  ode, 

I  ask  the  critics  where  ttie  bears  abode? 

The  Ieaves  indccd,  that  stock-doves  could  conrey, 
Would  be  but  poor  defence  a;;ain8t  the  anakeSy 

Aud  sleeping  boy  be  stitl  an  easy  prey 
To  black  perraders  of  the  thorny  brakes; 

The  bears,  I  doubt  too^  would  have  smelt  him  out» 

If  there  bad  been  such  creatures  thereabout 

The  snakes  were  black,  the-baan,  I  guess,  wer» 

wbite, 

(Or  what  the  Tulgar  ooiRmonly  cali  bulls) 
Beara  bad  there  been;  another  word  is  right, 

That  has  escapM  tbe  criticisiog  skulls, 
Who  suffer  bears  as  quietly  to  pass, 
As  if  the  bard  had  been  of  Łapland  class. 

A  word,  where  tense  and  sound  do  so  agrce, 
That  I  shall  spare  t^  speak  in  its  defence; 

And  Icave  absunłity  so  plain  to  see, 
With  due  corroction,  to  your  own  good  sense: 

'T  is  this  in  short,  in  these  Horatian  TCrses, 

For  bears  read  goats — ^prg  tir^if ,  legę  hkck. 


Romae,  principis  urbium 
Dignatur  soboles  inter  AMABIŁĘ9 
Yatum  ponere  me  choros. 

Hor.  lib.  !▼.'  ode  iii. 

Thi9  is  one  ode,  and  much  the  best  of  two^ 
FamM  above  all  for  Sca1iger's  ado : 
"  1  rather  would  hś^e  writ  so  good  a  thing 
Tbau  reign,"  quoth  he,  *<  an  Arragonian  king.** 
Had  he  been  king,  and  master  of  the  vote, 
I  doubt  the  monarch  would  have  chang^d  his  notę; 
And  loading  Terses  with  an  huge  renown, 
Would  still  have  kept  his  Arragonian  crown. 

This  ode,  howe'er,  tho*  short  of  such  a  rout, 
He  show'd  some  judgment,  when  he  sin^^^  out; 
ComparV)  with  others,  one  is  at  a  stand      [band : 
To  think  bow  those  should  come  from  the  same 
For  if  they  did,  t  is  marvellous  enough, 
That  such  a  Mose  with  such  a  breath  should  p«iF; 
That  such  a  delicate  hannonions  Muse 
Shoukl  catch  the  clouda,  or  sink  into  the  ptews. 

But  Fome  has  sold  them  to  us  in  a  lot, 
And  all  is  Horace,  whether  his,  or  not. 
Por  hts,  or  whose  you  will  then,  let  them  pesą^ 
What  signi6e6  it  who  the  author  was } 


ub 
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Jhingfain  of  Eanins,  as  we  are  told 
By  ancient  provert>,  might  afibrd  some  grold; 
And  that  *b  tbe  case  of  what  this  Horace  sung, 
Some  grains  of  gold  with  tinsel  mixM,  and  dung. 

We  'H  my  this  ode,  allowmg  for  the  age 
That  Horace  writ  in,  was  a  golden  page; 
The  words  well  chosen,  easy,  free,  and  pat, 
Tbe  lyric  daim  so  maoag^d— -and  all  that— 
"What  I  would  notę  is,  that  no  critic  yet, 
Of  them,  I  mean,  whose  notes  my  eyes  haye  met, 
Has  seen  a  blemish  in  this  finisb*d  piece, 
Outdone,  they  say,  by  neither  Rodie  nor  Greece. 

Yet  there  is  one,  ^ich  it  is  somewhat  strange, 
That  nonę  of  *em  should  see  a  cause  to  change. 
But  let  a  great  inddicacy  stand, 
As  if  it  came  from  Horace*s  own  hand : 
To  vatum  cAorot  jol  n'd  amabilet, 
WheD,  what  be  meant  was  łoa^  toboks, 
Meo  perkub,  sire,  altcr  this, 
If  taste  be  in  you,  lead  amabi&s, 

If  ye  refase,  I  hare  no  morę  to  say, 
Keep  to  Bat  print,  and  read  it  your  own  way;  . 
Let  iear  to  change  a  TOwePs  rotę  dispensc 
Włth  jingling  sound,  and  unpoliter  sense. 
I  don't  expect  that  critics,  with  their  skill, 
Wall  take  tiie  hint — but  all  tnie  poets  wilt. 
Be  it  a  test,  at  present,  who  bas  got 
The  nicer  taste  of  liquid  rerse,  who  not. 


Iracunda  diem  proferet  Ilio, 
Matroni8q.  Pbrygum,  classis  Achillei ; 
Post  ccrtas  hyemes  uret  Achaicus 
Igmis  Iliacas  domos.         Hor.  lib.  i.  ode  xy« 

SpONDiBO  a  stabili,  si  numeros  modo 
Obseryare  yelis,  incipit  ultimus 
Yersus-Hion  poterunt  carminis  et  pędem 

Leges  ferre  trochaicam. 

Castigant  pneros  Archididascali, 
Pro  longa  fuerit  syllaba  si  breris ; 
£t  credunt  critici  dicere  Uoratium 

^-/gntr  Iliacas  domos  ? 

Sunt,  qui,  cum  penitos  sensus  abest  metro, 
Pągnant,  ac  vitium  mille  modis  tegunt^ 
fiuos  Tocum  ratio  dissona  plurimos 

Fizis  mentibus  ingerit. 

Yemm,  carminibus  cum  sua  quaotitaa 
Desity  quam  ratio  metrica  postulat, 
Num  peccare  velit,  tam  pueriliter, 

Romano)  fidicen  lyraeł 

Si  demum  parilis  culpa  notabitur 
Yatom,  quam  pariter  corrigere  est  nefast, 
IX;finidat  aamenis;  tu  tamen,  interim, 

Yemm  restituaa  metrum. 

Yociy  qua  legitur,  litera  defuit 
Princeps,  quam  soliti  pingere,  forsitan* 
Hand  scripsere:  legać  ■■nret  Atkakit 

IJgmt  Iliacas  domos. 


Knis  neget  ardois 
Pronos  relabi  posse  rivos 
Montibns,  etTyberim  reverti; 
Cum  tu  coempios  undique  oubiles 


Libros  Panssti,  Socraticam  et  domum 
MiTTARB  loriris  Iberi^ 
PoUicitus  melfora,  tbndis. 

Hor.  lib,  i.  ode 

Non  esse  dices,  credo,  poeticum 
Hoc  tendit;  et  qud  tenderet  Icciiis? 

Mutare  libros? — »t  yicissim 
Non  alios  habuisse  fSertur. 

Mutare,  rursus,  Socraticam  doimiii»— 
Hssc  veUe  sectam  linquere  te  docent: 

At  secta  loricas  Iberas 
NuUa  novo  dederat  clienti. 

Dum  YOK  eoemptot,  intuitu  mero, 
£t  qua9  sequuntur  verba,  prioribo^ 

CoUata,  suadent  hic  legendum 
PoUicitus  meliora,  ven£s. 

Libros  coemptos  rendidit  Iccius, 
Miles  futurus,  Tirque  scientic^ 

Suam  iiolit  hic  libris  tneri, 

Flaccus  ait^  jocolans,  sed  armia. 

Tam  d^screpantis  militie  dncem 

Ironiarum  pleon  redaiiguit 
Ode;  sed  extremum  videtur 

Multa  manus  viti4ase  carmen. 

Sic  ipsa  Flacci  pinxerat,  antumo, 
Incertum  amicum — Suis  neget  aidnia 

Pronos  relabi  posse  riyos 

Moiitibus,  et  Tyberim  reverti; 

Cum  tu  coemptos  undique  noHNi 
I      Libros  Panseti,  iiocraticam  ui  domom 
Tutere  loricis  Iberis, 

Pollicitus  meliora,  uendis. 


ł 


Hor.  Lib.  ii.  Ode  xiv. 
''Eheu!  fugaces,  Postbhme,  Posthnme^ 
Labuntor  anni;  ncc  pietas  moram 

Rugis,  et  instanti  senectae 

Affiiret,  indomiŁieque  morti. 

"  Non  si  treoaus,  quotquot  eunt  dies. 
Arnice,  places  illachrymabilem 

Plutona  tauriS'» — Hem !  trecenis  ? 

Nolumus  hanc  posuisse  vocem, 

Foxleie,  Flaccum;*— quotquot  eunt  dies, 
Tauris  trecentis  illachrymabilem 

PJacare  dtvum !  immanis  ipso 

Intuitu,  numems  patesciL 

Suovis  trecenos  lumino,  Posthumum 
Mactare  tauroa,  si  ben^  finterit 

Yates,  quot  emctos,  memento, 

Myriadas  feriat  per  annos. 

Haec  inter  artes  norma  poeticas, 

— .«  Famam  seqai,  vel  coDyenientiam**— 

Prsscripta  Flaoco,  quam  trecenis 

Immodic^  violata  tauris! 

Vu1t  quando  ceutum  pocula  sospitis, 

Codex,  amici— tum  sibi  sa{>phicum 

SSuid  carmen  exposcat  vo1ntans. 

Te,  statuo,  repetente-»cantuiii» 

Idem  in  trecenis  bsereo,  suspicor; 
Rt,  Donjocantem»  simplicius  velim 
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Diiisse  Tatea^  (nunque  dtci 
Shnplicjns  potoit)  quod  argaet. 

Suod,  nempł,  mora  et  repbas  imminet 
J£ąnk  ac  colonis;  mors — ^neque  Postbamo 

Vitanda  Urcmium  imnioiaHdo 

Ldz  qiioŁies  nitet  orta,  toaros. 

Ni  MIor,  omnis  ▼ictima  Posthumi 
DuDtant  anum  qiłoqae  die  bovein 
MacUta  Plutoni  poposcit, 
DniD  V8lait  manos  ipsa  Flacci : 

fini  KTipsit,  aot  qiu  scribere  debuit, 
(Tn  lieot  inqui8,  carmine  oapero; 
finoi)  mu^  pnjrnax,  dum  refeUit, 
Hoe  peniŁus  tibi  subdit  aosum) 

"  I7on  si . . . .  qiiotquot  eunt  dics, 
Amire^  places  illachrymabilem 

PlatoDa  taans"^-qaos  opinor 

8Sc  melias  DumerlMe  carmen. 

Si  laaa  vox  sit,  ne  moTeas  loco* 
S  non  tit— amplis  ingenio  Tiris 
Immiste,  dic  qi]mnam  aodales 
ie  tacito)  repleant  hiatum  ? 


— Thwre  placaris  et  borna 
Fmge  lares  avidaque  porc^ 


Hoa.  lib.  iii.  ode  zxiii. 


Oiui  mens  sit  bajas  carminis,  ob^eoro, 
l^Mctes;— monenda  est  nistica  Pbidyle, 

Vel  thare,  vf»|  fhictu,  vel  herbl 

Rnricolas  płacuinse  diris. 

Si  pora  mens  sit,  si  manus  innocens, 
nicare  possint  ab8qne  crooribns; 
Pninomqae  et  extremum  poetae 
^nis  negat  hoc  yoluisse  yersnm? 

Vh;  enro  panom  yelle  pntareris, 
Uibane,  ńaccnm  frneibas  additam ; 
Nsm  thura,  nam  friiire^,  et  omnem 
Sordida  sus  TitiaYit  herbam. 

9tttd  parra  landat  niimina,  mnn<nni, 
Si  pmu  tandem  yictima  poscitur  ? 
Sttid  prosit  immnnis  m2innsvi>, 
Farre  ptiim,  8aliensque  mica? 

Aat  omnis  ut  rps  bsereat,  in^lira, 
Aut  Tłle  mendmn  corrige  protinns ; 
Non  mnlta  mutabis  legpndo, 
^— Fnige  lares,  aMaqne  parcat. 


mFORiGomn  criticiim,  iw  engłish  vbr8B. 

Ths  wbole  design  of  this  Horatian  strain 
b  90  esoeediog  obrioua  and  plai  n, 
That  one  would  vonder  bow  correctiog  eyes 
Conłd  orerlook  a  biot  of  sucb  a  size, 
As  awiogtie  poni ;  when  the  linę, 
So  read,  quite  mina  Horace*s  design. 

He,  as  tbe  Fene  begina,  and  as  it  ends» 
Thii  point  to  rustic  Phydile  commends, 
That  inoocence  to  gifts  the  gods  prefer, 
And  fragal  off*rings  woulc^  sufflce  Arom  ber; 
Tbat  «ant  of*Tictims  was  in  her  no  fimTt; 
SbeDughtpnsent  fniit,  incensc,  cake,  and  salt. 

fOŁ.  ZT. 


Witb  wbat  connexion  coaM  be  add  to  these 
A  greedif  swinef  in  order  to  appease 
Those  Yery  detties,  whom  Ode  is  meant 
To  paint  witb  cheap  and  bloodless  gifts  contentf 
From  pious  bands  receiv*d,  tho*  e^er  so  smali — •* 
Bat  midaęne  porcA  spoils  it  all. 

Wbat  morał  meaot,  if  thcy  requir*d,  in  flne, 
From  rustic  Phydile,  a  great  fiit  swine? 
Wby  little  gods,  and  little  matters  nam'd, 
I  f  sucb  a  sacrifice  as  thii  was  claim*d? 
I\frł;a  is  wrong,  sirs.  whether  we  regard 
The  gods,  the.  country woman,  or  the  bard* 

What  must  be  done  in  sucb  a  ca«e  as  this? 
One  must  amead,  tho'  one  should  i-)  't  amiss. 
ni  tell  you  the  correction,  frank  and  free, 
That  upon  rcading  first  occur*d  to  me; 
And  seemM  to  suit  the  bard*s  intention  better, 
Witb  smali  mutation  of  the  printed  letter. 

Tho'  amdaqiie  porci  runs  along 
Witb  verb,  and  case,  and  measure  of  the  song, 
Yet,  if  the  poet  is  to  be  renown'd 
For  something  morę  than  mera  Italian  sound. 
For  lif<^  and  sense,  as  well  as  sbell  and  carcass, 
Read — Frugelaretf  midtu^  pamt. 


'  Yile  potabis  modicis  Sabinnm 
Cantharis,  HoB.  lib.  i.  ode 

HAYfe  ye  no  scmple,  sirs,  when  ye  rebearse 
This  hissing  kind  of  an  Horatian  venie? 
To  me,  I  own,  at  sight  of  triple — u, 
Snspicion  said  tbat  something  was  amiss; 
And,  when  one  reads  the  triple  Sapphic  tbro*, 
'T  is  plain  tbat  what  sUspiclon  said  was  tnie. 

Critics,  as  cusiom  goes,  if  one  sball  bring 
The  plainest  reason,  for  the  plainest  thing, 
Will  stick  to  Horace,  as  be  sticks  to  print, 
And  say,  sometimes,  tbat  there  is  tiothing  in  *t. 
Or,  berę,  mistake  perhaps,  mąy  be  qiy  lot; 
Now  tell  me,  neighbours,  if  't  is  so,  or  not. 

This  ode,  or  (sioce  apparently  mishap 
Has  lost  the  tnie  beginning  of  it)  scrap, 
Informs  Maecenas  tlna  poor  Sabinę  winę 
Shali  be  his  drink,  in  Horace'8  design; 
Winę  which  the  poet  had  incaskM,  theday 
Tbat  people  shouted  for  the  knight  away. 

This  is  the  first  thing  that  it  8ay9->-the  next, 
Without  one  word  of  intervening  text, 
Says,  be  shall  drink  (and  in  poctic  shape 
Winę  is  describ'd)  the  very  richest  grapę; 
My  cups  Falernian  Tintage,  Formian  bill 
( Is  all  tbat  foliows  after)  iłever  fili. 

These,  aud  these  only,  in  tlie  printed  codę, 
Are  tbe  two  pertods  of  this  pijany  ode: 
And  bow  they  stand,  in  contradiction  fiat, 
Wboe^er  can  coitstrue  Latin  mnst  see  that. 
The  critics  saw  it,  bot  forsook  tbeir  siglit. 
And  set  tbeir  wits  at  work,  to  make  it  rigbt. 

How  thcy  have  done  it — ^sucb  as  łiavp  a  mind 
To  know  their  fetches,  if  tłiey  look,  may  find ; 
And  smile  thereat;  one  ounce,  that  but  coheres, 
Of  mother  wit,  is  wortb  a  pound  of  theirs; 
Wbo  having,  by  their  dint  of  leaming^  »e^^ 
That  Moon  is  cheese,  soon  proy^'ik^\K  ^i^w^ 
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T  win  be  enoagh  to  głrc  ye  jnst  a  taste, 
From  Delphin  here,  of  criticising  hastę; 
"  Maecenas,  setting  on  some  journey  out, 
Seiit  Horace  word,  before  he  took  his  route, 
As  Cruquius,  Lubin,  Codex  too  pretend, 
Tbat  he  wouid  sup  with  his  assured  fńend." 

Horace  writes  back — ^and  this,  it  seemsi  tbe 
ode — 
**  'T  is  mighty  kind  to  takc  me  in  ypur  road ; 
But  yoa  must  be  content  with  slender  fere, 
Such  as  my  poor  tenuity  can  spare: 
Fifc  potabu-^Sabine  winę  the  best — ^" 
As  learnedly  Theod.  Marcil.  bas  guest. 

So  &r,  so  gdbd — but  wby  should  Horace,  sUp, 
Say  you  shall  drink  the  wines  of  richest  tap? 
Tbat  is,  ouotb  roai^gin  of  the  Deiphin  totne, 
Dompotabii — yon  shall  drink  at  home; 
Hac  vina  quidem  bibet  aptid  te, 
Says  notę,  ńon  Ua  vero  apud  me, 

Certey  it  adds,  as  Pitny  understood, 
The  knifhfs  own  lirlte  was  exquisitely  good — 
Oood,iobe  tnre,  tho'  Pliny  bad  been  dumb; 
But  bow  does  aH  tbat  bas  been  said  o'ercome 
Tbe  contradiction?--Why,  with  this  assistance, 
T  is  plAin  they  8upp'd  together— at  a  distance. 

One  easy  bint,  without  such  awkward  stiri^ 
DissoWes  at  once  the  difflculty,  sirs: 
I^t  Horace  drink  himself  of  his  owa  fftnum— 
Fit/e  potaHo  madkiM  Sabińwn 
Canth*m — and  Meecenas  do  so  too— 
TU  bibet  Cacubum — and  all  is  trae. 

Ko  WfbAl  hissing  spoils  poetic  grace, 
Nor  conŁradłction  stares  ye  in  tbe  face; 
But  vene  intention,  without  farther  tourś: 
ril  drink  my  winę,  Msecenas, — and  yoU  yourl 
Should  not  all  judges  of  Horatian  letter 
Or  take  this  reading,  or  propose  a  better  ? 


MrSCELCANEÓUS  PIECES: 

COH8I8T1NG  OF  THOUGHTS  ON  YABIOUB  SUBJECTS, 
FRAGMENTS,  BHGRAHS,  &C. 

TiMB  tbat  is  past  thou  nerer  can*8t  recall; 
Of  time  to  come  thou  art  not  surę  at  all; 
Time  present  only  is  wlthin  thy  pow'r ;       [hour. 
Now,  now  improve  then,  wbilst  thou  canst,  the 


A  GRACBFtTŁ  manncr,  and  a  friendly  eisi 
Will  give  a  no,  and  not  at  all  displease; 
And  an  tll-naturMi  or  ungraceful  ycs, 
W  ben  it  is  giv*n,  is  taken  much  amiss. 


But  smali  the  ditfYence,  if  TertuUian'«  r^btj 
To  do  an  injuryj  or  to  reąuitej 
**  He  is,"  said  he, "  who  does  it  to  the  other, 
Bdt  somewhat  sooder  wickcd  than  his  brothcr/ 


Srt  not  the  faults  of  other  folks  in  view. 
But  ratber  mind  wbat  thou  tbyself  should'st  do; 
For  twenty  errours  óf  thy  neighbour  known 
Will  tend  but  little  to  reform  thy  owii. 


Safer  to  reconoile  a  foe,  than  make 
A  conque8t  of  him,  for  the  conquest's  sake; 
This  taoies  his  pow*r  of  doing  present  ill. 
But  tbat  disarms  him  of  the  vcry  will. 


To  give  reproof  in  angen  to  be  siire, 
Whate'er  the  fault,  i?  not  the  way  to  cure: 
Would  a  wise  do<xtor  offcr,  dost  thou  think, 
Tbe  sick  bispotion,  scalding  hot  to  drink? 


My  reason  is  I,  and  your  reason  is  you. 
And,  if  we  shall  diflfer,  both  caiinot  be  tnie: 
If  reason  must  judge,  and  we  two  most  agree, 
Another  third  reason  must  give' the  derree, 
Superior  to  our's;  aud  to  which,  it  ia  fit, 
Tbat  both,  beingweakcr,  should  firi^cly  submł^! 
Now  in  reason,  submitting,  is  plainly  imply'd 
That  it  does  not  prctend,  of  itsełf,  to  decide. 


In  truths  that  nobody  can  miss, 
It  is  the  gnid  that  makes  the  guu; 
In  such  as  lie  niure  deeply  bid, 
It  is  tbe  quu  that  makes  the  ptid* 


A  QUERT. 

SuouŁn  a  good  angel  and  a  bad — befweeo 

Th*  Infirmary  and  Theatre  be  seeu; 

One  going  to  be  present  at  the  play, 

The  other,  where  tbe  sick  and  wuumled  lay; 

Querft— Werę  your  conjccture  to  be  bad— 

Which  would  the  good  one  go  to,  which  the  tadr 


YERSES  DE8IGNED   FOR  A  WATCH-CASB. 

CouŁO  but  our  tempers  move  like  this  machia^ 
Not urg*d  by  passion,  nor  delayd  by  spieen; 
But,  tnie  to  Nature*8  regulating  pow»r. 
By  virtuous  acts  distinguish  ev'ry  hour; 
Then  health  and  joy  ^ould  follow,  as  they  onglil, 
The  laws  of  motion,  and  the  laws  of  tiioughtj 
Sweet  heaith^  to  pass  the  present  moments  o'ct; 
And  everla8ting  joy,  wben'time  shall  be  no  moie. 


AN  ADMONITIO^  A«AIN«T  SWBARING,  AD»KB8n» 
TO  AN  OFFICER  IN  TIlC  ARMT. 

O  THAT  the  Mu5e  mightcall,  without  ofienc^ 
The  galłant  soldier  back  to  bis  guod  sense! 
His  temp*r.al  field  so  cautious  not  to  lose^ 
So  careless  quite  of  his  etcrnal  foes. 
Soldier!  so  tender  of  thy  prince^s  famę, 
Why  so  profuse  of  a  superior  name  ? 
For  the  king's  sake  the  bront  of  battles  bear; 
But— for  the  King  of  King*8  sake-^o  not  swmt. 


TO  THE  SAME,  BXTEMPORE;  INTENDRD  TO  AU4T 
THB  YIOŁBNCB  OF  PARTY -8PIRIT. 

GoD  bless  the  king,  I  mean  the  &ith'8  defender; 
God  bless — no  harm  in  blessing — ^the  pretałder; 
But  who  pretender  is,  or  who  is  king, 
God  bless  us  all— 4hat's  ąuite  another  tkiag* 


Oif  THE  NATURAUBATION  BIŁŁ. 
CoMB  all  ye  foreign  atcolliog  gontiy, 
Into  Oreat  Britain  make  yow  entry^ 


THE  POETASTER. 
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Abyme  tiie  Fope,  and  take  the  oaths, 

idd  70U  sball  hare  meat,  driok,  and  clotbes. 

ON  THB  SAMB. 

iTiTH  liuagiiages  dispenM,  men  were  not  able 
To  top  the  skiesy  and  buiid  the  Tow'r  of  Babel  j 
Bot  if  to  Bńtain  tbey  shalt  cross  ibe  muin. 
And  meet  by  act  of  parliamcnt  aHain, 
Wbo  knowB,  vhen  ali  to^etber  shall  repair, 
Hoar  high  a  castle  may  be  built  in  air ! 


ON  THE  SAMB. 

Tmt  act  reminds  me^  ge^meo;  ondeir  fa^onr, 
Of  oid  John  Buli,  the  hair-mercbant  ąnd  8haver: 
lohn  had  a  sign  pot  ap,  whereóf  tbe  writing 
Wssstrictly  copied  frum  his  own  inditing: 
Uoder  the  painted  wigs  botb  bob  and  ftill— - 
— Moast  munny  pade  for  living  Aer<^- 

JOHN  BULL. 


AOYBikTISBMEMT  UPON  THB  SAMA. 

Now  opon  sale,  a  banknipt  island, 
To  sny  stranger  that  will  buy  landh— 
The  birthrigbt,  notę,  for  further  satis- 
Faction,  is  to  be  throwń  in  gratis. 

ON  P]UOR'S  SOU>MO)(|,  AŃ  BJPIGRAM. 

Wiu  Solomon,  with  all  his  rambling  doubts, 
Might  talk  two  boun^  1  guess,  or  thereaboots; 
"  Aad  yet,»  quoth  be,  *<  my  elders,  to  their  shame, 
Kept  lilenoe  all,  nor  answer  did  tbey  frame.*' 
Besrme!  what  eise  but  silence  should  they  keep? 
He,  to  be  sare;  had  talk*d  them  all  asleep. 

IftfiBAM  ON  THB  FBUDS  BBTWfeEN  HANDEL  AND 

BONONCINI. 

SsHB  say^  compai^d  to  Bononcini, 
TbaŁ  Hyoheer  UandePs  bnt  a  ninny; 
OtberB  a^er,  that  be  to  Handel 
If  Ksrcely  fit  to  hołd  a  candle : 
ftrange  all  this  dilfere&ce  should  be, 
Twixt  tweedle-dnm  and  tweedle^e  ■ ! 


AN  ANECDOTB. 

TMt  ?rench  ambassadoir  bhd  been  to  wait 
Oo  Jaoies  the  First;  in  equipage  of  state: 
Bscon  was  by;  to  wtoóm  the  king  began —  [roan?" 
**Wdl  DOW,  my  lord,  what  think  yon  of  the 
"He»8  a  tali  pn>per  person,  sir,"  said  be— 
"Ay,"  said  the  king,  ^  that  any  o:ie  may  see* 
Bnt  what  d*ye  think  of  head-piece  in  the  case? 
lihe  s  proper  peraon  for  his  placce?" 
My  lord,  wbo  thought  he  was  not,  I  suppdse, 
GftTt  him  this  answer,  as  tbe  story  goe» — 
*T«]|  men  are  oft  like  hou^ws  that  ate  tali  j 
Tlie  ttpper  ruoms  are  furnish^d  worst  of  ail." 


A  LEfTER  TO  R.  L.  ES^ 


IfSenesinodobat 
O  earocaio!  that  fiat  ftfth! 
IM  hang  if  e're  an  opera  witling 
OwM  tdl  Oizzonl  ftom  a  kitling. 

DkaB  Peter,  if  thoii  canst  descend 
From  Rodelind  to  hear  a  ftiend, 

^  Tbis  bas  been  attfibuted  to  Swif^  by 
tlM  compikrs  of  his  works.       C. 


of 


And  if  thoae  laTishM  eart  of  tbine 
Can  quit  tbe  sbrill  jcelestial  wbine 
Of  geutle  eunuchs,  ąnd  sustain 
Thy  native  English  without  pain, 
I  would,  if 't  en*t  too  great  a  buiden^ 
Thy  raTisb^d  ears  intrude  a  word  in. 

To  Richard^s  ond  to  Tora*s  fiill  oft 
Have  I  stept  forth,  O  'sąuire  of  Toft, 
In  hopcs  that  I  might  win,  pcrchance, 
A  sigbt  of  thy  sweet  countenance; 
Forth  have  I  stept,  but  still,  alas ! 
Richard's,  or  Tom*s,  't  was  all  a  case^ 
Still  met  I  with  the  same  reply— 
**  Saw  you  sir  Peter?**—"  No,  not  V* 

Being  at  Icngth  no  longer  able 
To  bear  the  dismal  trissyilable^ 
Home  I  retir*d  in  saunt*ring  wise. 
And  intirard  turning  all  my  eyes, 
To  seek  thee  in  the  fHendly  breast, 
Where  thou  ha«t  madę  a  kind  of  nest* 
The  gentle  Mum!  1  *gan  inroke^ 
And  thus  the  neck  of  silence  broke. 

**  Muke!'*  quoth  I,  treading  on  ber  toes; 
**  Thou  sweet  compahion  of  my  woes, 
That whilom  wont  tó easemy care. 
And  get  me  now  and  tben^^  harc^ 
Why  am  I  thusdepriT'd  tbe  sigbt 
Both  of  the  alderman  and.knight) 
Teii  me,  O  tell  me,  gentle  Muse, 
Where  is  sir  Peter,  whelis  is  Cłowes?" 

<*  Where  your  friend  Joseph  is,  ór  gdes,*^ 
RepiyM  Melpomenę,  '*  Lord  knows; 
And  what  place  is  the  fairest  bidder 
For  the  kuight^s  ptcaenoe— 4et*s  consider— ^ 
Your  wandering  steps  yóu  must  refer  to 
Reheanal,  op*nij  or  cbncerto; 
At  one  or  other  of  the  three 
Vou>ll  find  him  most  undoubtedly.** 

Now  Peter,  if  the  Mose  says  tnie, 
To  all  my  hopes  I  bid  adi&u; 
Adieu  my  hopes,  if  op^ramany 
Has  setz^d  on  Petei^s  pericranie. 
Orunk  with  Italiaii  syren's  cup! 
Nay  then,  in  troth>  t  give  him  up: 
Tbe  man*s  a  quaćk,  wboe'er  pretends  łie 
Can  cure  hitń  of  that  flddiing  -phrenzy. 


THE  PokTASTtn. 

Wnaił  a  pbet,  as  poetry  goes  now-a-^ays^ 
Takes  it  into  bis  head  to  put  i  u  for  the  bays, 
With  an  ołd  book  of  rhymes,  and  a  half  pimt  of 

darct. 
To  cherish  his  brain,  mounted  up  to  bjs  garret, 
Down  he  sits  with  his  penj  ink  and  papeir  before 

him,  [him. ' 

And  labours  as  bard— «s  his  mother  that  bure 

Thus  p1ac*d,  on  the  can3le  he  fixe8  his  eyes, 
And  opon  the  bright  Same  on  t  looks  wonderful 

wise; 
Then  snufBng  it  close,  he  takes  hołd  of  his  pen. 
And  tbe  subject  not  starting  he  snuffs  it  again; 
'TUI  pfTcei^ng  at  last  that  not  one  single  thought. 
For  all  bis  wise  looks,  will  oome  forth  as  it  ougbt. 
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With  A  bump^r  of  winę  be  emboldens  his  blood, 
Aud  preparbs  to  receWe  it,  whenever  it  should. 

Yidelicet,  firat  he  invokes  tbe  nine  Mttses, 
Or  some  of  tbeirtńbe  for  Mm  patrouess  chooses; 
The  girl,  to  be  surę,  that,  of  all  the  long  noiftine, 
Best  suits  with  his  rhyaie— as  for  iiistance,  Mel- 
pomenę. 
And  what  signifies  then  this  old  bard-beaten  whim  } 
Włiat*s  be  to  the  Muses,  or  tb'  Muses  to  him  ? 
Why,  tbe  business  is  this-^the  poor  man,  lack-a- 

day, 
At  first  settłog  ojut,  don't  know  vrell  what  to  say. 

'  Tben   he  tbinks  of  Pamasius,    and   HeKcon 

streanis, 
And  of  old  musty  barda  niumblesover  tbe  names; 
TaJks  much  to  bimself  of  one  Phoebus  Apollo, 
Aiid  a  parcel  of  folk  that  in  *s  retinue  follow; 
Of  a  horae  oamed  Pegasus,  thoŁ  had  two  wings, 
Of  mountains,  and  nymphs,  and  a  hundred  fine 

things;  f  of  Parnass, 

Tho' with  mountains  and  streamR,  and  his  nymphs 
Tbe  man,  after  all,  is  but  just  wheie  he  was. 


TO  HEintY  WRIGHT,  OFMOBBERLY,  ESSL 

ON  BOY  IMG  THE  PICTURE  OF  FATHER  MAŁB- 

BRAKCHB. 

Wełł,  dear  Mr.  Wright,  I  must  send  you  a  linę; 
The  purchase  is  madę,  father  Malebranche  is  minc. 
The  adventure  is  past,  which  I  lon  .'M  to  achieve. 
And  Pm  so  overjoy'd,  you  will  haHly  believe. 
ir  you  will  hare  but  patience,  FU  tell  you,  dear 

friend,  ^ 

The  wbole  bistory  out  from  bcginning  to  end. 
Excuse  the  long  tale:  I  could  talk,  Mr.  Wright, 
Abofft  this  same  picture  from  morning  till  night. 

The  morning  it  lower*d  like  the  moroing  in 
Cato,    .  [too; 

And  bmn^ht  oiv  methotigbt,  as  important  a  day 
But  aboiit  ten  o'clock  it*began  to  be  elear: 
And  the  &te  of  our  capital  piece  drawing  near, 
Having  siippM  oif  to  breakfast  some  couimon  de- 

coction, 
Away  trudges  I  in  all  hasŁe  to  the  auction: 
Should  hare  caird  upou  you,  but  the  weaver  com- 

mittee 
Forbad  me  that  pleasure:—- the  morę  was  the  pity. 

The  cłock  stntck  eleven  as  I  enter^d  the  room, 
Where  Rcmbrantand  Guido  stood  waiting  their 

doom, 
With  Holbein,  and  Rubeną,  Yan  Dyck,  Tintoret, 
Jurdauo,  Poufsin,  Carlo  Dolci,  et  cet, 
When  at  length  in  the  corner  perceiring  the  Pere, 
**  Ha,'*  quoth  I  to  bis  &cc,  **  my  old  friend,  are 

you  there?"  [would  «ay. 

And  methought  the  (ace  smiPd,  just  as  though  it 
**  What  you're  come,  Mr.  Byrom,  to  fetch  me 

away." 

Now  befbre  1  had  time  to  return  it  an  answer, 
Comes  a  short-hander  by,  Jemmy  Ord  was  the 

man,  sir; 
*'  So,  doctor,  good  morrowr"  **  So,  Jemmy,  bon 
jour:  [surę: 

Some  rare  pictures  here;''  "  So  tbere  are  to  be 


Shall  we  look  at  some  of  tbem?*'  '<  With  all  my 

heart,  Jemmy;*' 
So  I  «alk*d  up  and  down,  and  my  old  pupil  wj'  me, 
Making  stiil  such  remarks  ta  our  wiadom  tboogfat 

proper,  [copper. 

Where  tfaincs  wcre  hit  ąfi  in  wood,  cauras,  or 

Wben  at  length  about  noon  Mr.  AuctiooeerCas, 
With  his  book  and  his  hainmer,  mounts  Into  hit 

box:  [upholder 

"  Lot  the  6r8ti*number  one**-^then  adi^nced  bii 
With  Malebranche:  so  Atlas  borę  Hearen  on  hit 

shoulder.  £iooth, 

Then  my  heart,  sir,  it  went  pit-a-pat,  in  good 
To  see  tbe  sweet  face  of  the  searcher  of  tmth: 
Ha,  thought  I  to  mjrself,  if  it  coat  me  a  millioa, 
'*  This  right  honest  head  shall  tben  grace  my  pa- 

▼ilion." 

Thus  stood  lot  the  first  both  in  numbcr  aad 

worth, 
If  pictur^s  were  priz'd  for  the  men  they  set  foith: 
Pm  surę,  to  my  thinking,  compar*d  to  this  nnmber, 
Most  lots  in  the  room  seem'd  to  be  but  merę  lom- 

ber. 
The  head  tben  appearing,  Cox  left  os  to  seet. 
And  fell  to  discoursing  conceming  the  foet, 
'*  So  long  and  so  broad — ^*tis  a  very  fine  head— 
Please  to  enter  it,-gentlemen''— was  all  that  bi 

6aid. 

Had  1  been  in  his  place,  not  a  stmke  of  a  hsm- 

mer  [grammsr: 

Till  the  force  had  been  tried  both  of  rhetoric  sad 
**  A  very  fine  head''— had  thy  head  beeo  at  fine, 
All  the  heads  in  the  bouMS  bad  veil'd  bonneti  to 

thine:  [hetd^ 

Not  a  Word  whose  it  was— but  in  short  twai  sa 
"  Put  it  up  what  you  please"— «nd  so  somebody 

said,  [acrovD; 

"  Haif  a  piece**— and  so  on— for  three  poundt  sod 
To  sum  up  my  good  fortunę,  J  fetcb'd  me  him 

down. 

Tbere  were  three  or  four  bidders,  I  cannottdl 

whether, 
But  they  never  could  come  two  upon  me  together: 
For  as  soon  as  one  spoke,  then  immediataly  pop 
1  advanc*d  something  morę,  fear  the  hamoer 

should  drop. 
I  consider'd,  should  Cox  toke  a  whim  of  a  sodden, 
What  a  hurry  it  would  put  a  man'a  Laacaabiie 

blood  in? 
"  Once— Lwice— -three  pound  five"— so,  nemioe 

eon. 
Came  an  absolute  rdip«-*and  thrice  happy  was 

John. 

«  Who  bought  it?»»  quoth  Cox.  «  Hert^t  tke 

inoney,**  quoth  I, 
Still  willing  to  make  theaecurest  reply. 
And  the  safest  receipt  that  a  body  can  tratt 
For  preventing  disputes,  is— down  with  yoardott! 
So  I  bought  it,  and  paid  fort,  and  boldly  I  iay> 
T  was  the  best  purchase  madę  at  Cadpgaii'8  tfait 

day:   . 
The  worka  the  man  wrete  are  the  floot  iBietan^ 
And  a  most  derer  piece  is  his  gpeanine  portraitmf. 

For  the  rest  of  the  pictores  and  how  they  were 
To  othen  tbere  pretent,  I  lea?e  to  be  toU:  [foM, 
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Thef  feemM  to  go  off,  as  at  most  other  sates, 
Jsit  as  fblks,  mODpy,  judgment,  or  fyncy  prevail8r 
SoBDSCbeap,  and  some  dear :  such  an  image  as  this 
Oomes  a  trifle  to  me:  and  an  odd  wooden  Swiss 
Weoch's  bcad,  Ood  kaows  wbo--*forŁy-eight  gni- 

nea* — ^if  her 
jGiaeaof  Mariboitragh  likes  it^-sofaocy  will  dtffer. 

• 

When  the  business  was  over,  and  tbe  crowd 

somewriiat  gone, 
Whip  iato  a  ooach  1  con^ey  number  one.    [pin  :*' 
**  I>nve  sJong,  bonest  friend,  ftist  as  e^er  you  can 
So  be  did,  and  'tis  now  safie  and  soand  at  Grays- 

inn: 
Dooe  at  Paria,  it  says,  from  tbe  life  by  one  Gery, 
Wbo  tbat  was  I  can^t  tdl,  but  1  wisb  bis  beart 

merry:  [btrtb 

Jo  the  year  ninety-eigbt;    8ixty  just  froni   the 
Of  tbe  greatest  divine,  tbat  e*er  iiv'd  upon  Eartb. 

And  now,  if  some  eveniog,  wben  you  are  at 

leisure, 
Yoa'U  rome  and  rejoice  witb  me  over  my  treasnre, 
With  a  friend  or  two  witb  you,  tbat  will  in  free 

sort 
Letns  mix  metaphysics  and  sbort-hand  and  port; 
We*!!  talk  of  his  book,  or  wbat  eUe  you*¥e  a  mind, 
Tike  a  glass,  read  or  write^  as  we  see  we're  in- 

clinM:  ^clever? 

Soch  firiends  and  soch  frerdom !  wbat  can  be  morę 
Hnzza!   fistber  Malebranche  and  Sbort-band  for 

ever« 


ON  TWO  LEANMILLEBS 

* 

AT  MANCHeSTER,  WHO  RIGOROUSI^Y  ElfFORCED 
THE  CD8T0M  OF  OBŁIGING  AŁŁ  THB  INHABIT- 
ANTS  TO  HATE  THEŁR  CORJI  OROUNU  AT  TUEIR 
MIŁŁ8. 

BoRE  and  Skin, 
Two  millers  thin, 

Wonid  starve  tbe  town,  or  near  it: 
Bot  be  itknown. 
To  Skin  and  Bonę, 
Tbat  flesb  and  blood  can't  bear  it« 


EPITAPB, 

WRITTER  IN  CBAŁK  ON  THE  GRAYE-^TONB  OP  A 
PROFŁIGATE  SCUOOŁMASTER. 

Herb  lies  Jobu  Hill 
A  man  of  skill, 

His  age  was  five  times  ten: 
He  oe'er  did  good. 
Nor  ever  wou*d, 

Uad  be  liv'd  as  long  again  *. 


AN  EPISTLE 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  OF  THE  TEM PLE. 

Sir,  upon  casting  an'attfntive  look 
Ofer  your  friend,  tbe  learned  Sberlock^s  book, 
One  tbiag  eccura  aboot  the  fali  of  man, 
Thatdoes  not  snit  witb  tbe  Mosaic  plan; 

'  These  two  trifles  are  given  on  tbe  autbority 
of  Uk  Biograpbica  Britannica.    C. 


Nor  gi^e  us  &irly,  in  its  fidl  eictent, 
Tbe  scripture  doctńne  of  tbat  dire  event« 

Wben  tempted,  Adam,  yielding  to  decełt, 
Pre8um'd  of  the  forbidden  tree  to  eat> 
Tbe  bisbop  tells  us,  that  hgMnoŁ  die: 
Pray  will  you  ask  bim,  sir,  the  reason  why  ? 
Why  be  woold  contradict  tbe  sacred  text, 
Where  deatb  to  sin  so  surehf  is  anoeYt? 
"  Tbe  day  thou  eatest" — are  tbe  words  you  know; 
And  yet,  by  bis  account,  it  was  not  so: 
Deatb  did  not  follow,  tho*  it  surely  wou'd : 
How  will  b#!  make  tbis  hardy  comment  good? 

"  Sentence,'*  says  be,  "  was  respited."— But 

"Where  does  the  scnpture  such  a  saymg  say  ? 
What  word  that  means  to  respite  or  revoke 
Appears  in  all  that  God  or  Moses  spoke? 

It  will  be  said,  perhaps,  tbat  it  appears, 
That  Adam  liv*d  above  nine  bundred  years 
Afler  his  fali— True— but  what  life  was  that? 
The  very  death,  sir,  which  bis  fali  begat« 
The  life,  that  Adam  was  created  in, 
Was  lost  the  day,  the  instant,  of  bis  sin. 
Jast  as  the  rebel  angels,  when  they  fell, 
Werę  dead  to  HeaT*n,  altbo*  alive  to  Heli: 
So  man,  no  longer  breathing  heav'nly  breatb, 
Feli  to  this  life,  and  dy*d  the  scripture  death. 

While  in  the  state  of  innocence  be  stood, 
He  was  all  Iivins:,  beaotiful,  and  good: 
But  when  be  fcd  on  the  forbidden  froit, 
Whereof  comiption  was  the  latent  root,       \ 
He  dy*d  to  Paradise*  and,  by  a  birtb  fEartb; 

Tbat  sbould  not  bave  been'rais*d,  be  liv*d  to 
Feli  into  bestial  fle.sh,  and  blood,  and  bones, 
Amougst  the  thorns  and  briars,  ntcks  and  stones. 
That  which  bad  cloth*d  him,  when  a  child  of  ligbt, 
With  al)  its  lustre,  was  ext)ngaish'd  qaite; 
Naked,  ashamM,  confounded,  and  amaz'd, 
With  oiher  eyes,  on  other  scenes  be  gaz^d. 
All  sensibility  of  beav*nly  biiss 
Departing  from  him— what  a  death  was  this! 

His  sonl,  indeed,  as  an  immortal  fire, 
Could  nerer  die,  con^d  never  not  desire: 
But,  sir,  be  had  what  gtorious  aujB;pls  claim, 
An  Iieav'nly  spirit,  and  an  heav*nly  frame; 
Form^d  in  the  iikeuess  of  the  sacnd  Throe, 
He  stood  immortal,  powerful,  and  free; 
Image  of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  . 
The  destiii'd  sire  of  a  new  heav*nly  bost; 
Partner  of  their  communicated  brenth, 
A  liring  soul,  unsobjeCled  to  death. 
Since  theii  he  fell  from  this  sublime  estate, 
CouId'less  than  death  have  been  his  rea)  fiiŁe? 
No;  as  in  life  he  chose  not  to  ahide, 
U  must  be  said,  that  Adam  vtrtly  dy'd, 

Say,  that  he  dy*d  not,  as  it  was  Ibfetold, 
But  when  nine  bundred  years  and  thirty  old, 
And  then,  if  death  be  sentence  for  a  fali, 
How  proves  tbe  bis*  op  that  he  dy'd  at  all  > 
For  if  th  '  death  he  talks  of  be  this  last, 
How  does  that  answer  to  the  sentencc  past? 
Was  his  departare  fi-om  this  world  the  time 
That  our  flrst  father  stiffor^d  for  his  crimo  ? 
One  ratber  sbould  beli(>ve,  or  liope  at  least, 
That  (so  be  it!)  his  suflferinsrs  then  ccasM ; 
And  that  the  life,  whirh  had  been  lost  at  first, 
Was  then  re«ain*d|and  he  no  lon'?cr '•ur"*. 

If  on  the  bi^hop*s  'scutcheon,  when  he  dics, 
(Tx>ng  be  the  time  deferr*d)  tbe  roonrninif  eyts 
Shnuld  read  Mort  ViUe  Janua,  in  paint, 
I  What  must  they  think  bim,  &mner,  then,  or  sainl 
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Mutt  tiot  these  wor^s  direet  thcni  to  tappoie 
An  end  of  all  a  Christian  bishop*8  woet? 
Who,  like  to  Adam,  father  of  mankiod, 
Had  pasfl^d  his  time  of  peoitence  injoinM; 
Who,  like  to  Christ,  the  secoiid  Adam  too, 
Had  always  had  redemption  in  his  yiew; 
Had  taught  himself  and  others  to  revive 
From  deiid  in  Adam  to  in  Christ  alivc; 
.  Had  been  as  tnie  a  shepherd  to  his  flock, 
As  the  poor  hind  that  reaily  wears  a  frock; 
So  trod  tbis  earthly  passage,  that,  in  sam, 
Death  was  to  him  ikegaie  ąfltft  become. 

Gate  of  wkat  life?  Undoubtediy  the  same 
That  Adam  fell  from,  when  he  ftrst  became 
A  creature  of  this  worid;  when  flrst  be  fell, 
Thsnks  to  diyine  foregoodness!  not  to  Heli, 
But  to  this  Earth— «this  state  of  time  and  place, 
Where,  dead  by  naturę,  mar\  revive«  by  grace; 
Wbere,  tho'  his  outward  system  must  decay, 
His  inward  ripens  to  etornal  day ; 
Pdts  off  th'  old  Adam».and  puts  on  the  n'=;w; 
And  ha^ing  found  the  flrst  and  sen^nce  true, 
Now  finds  the  truth  of  what  the  second  said, 
"Thewoman-sseedbhalfbraise  the  serpent*^*  head.*' 

Agaio— to  urge  tbe  instance  that  I  gave, 
Attend  we  this  good  bishop  to  his  .crare : 
The  pnest  comes  forth  to  meet  the  sable  hearse; 
And  theo  repeats  the  well-appoin^  ver%; 
*-Verse,  one  would  think,  that  might  decide  the 
"  I  am  the  resurrcction  and  the  life."—  [stńfe:-«> 

What  life  is  that  which  Jesus  is,  and  gives, 
In  and  by  which  the  true  belierer  lives? 
That  of  this  world  ?  Tben  were  it  most  absurd 
To  a  dead  bishop  to  apply  the  woni. 
n*is  that  which  buman  naturę  had  before; 
Which,  being  Cbrist's,  Christ  unly  can  restore. 
What  meaning  is  there,  tonching  the  docea«*d, 
Now  from  the  **  burtben<»f  the  ae«h"  relcasM, 
But  that  his  soul  ts  going  to  be  clad 
With  heav'n1y  flesh  and  blood;  which  Adam  had, 
Before  he  enter'd  into  that  which  Paul 
**  Body  of  death*'  might  very  justly  cali  ? 
A  flesh  and  blood,  that,  as  he  hints  eise wbere, 
Not  bom  from  Heav'n,  caii  never  enter  there : 
'    Mass  of  this  world,  whi>^  kingd(»m  Christ  dis- 
The  life  whęreof  is  but  a  liKs  so  nam'd;    [claim*d, 
A  life  of  animal  and  insect  breatb, 
That,  in  a  man,  is  rightty  stylM  a  d(^th. 

Thus,  sir,  throughout  the  buriai  oiBce  run, 
You*ll  fliid  that  it  proceeds  as  it  begiin. 
Read  any  ofiice^— baptism  if  you  will— 
Frr>m  flrst  to  last,  you*ll  flnd  the  reasou  still, 
Why  any,  or  why  all  of  tbem  are  read; 
Reason  of  all  thafs  either  sung  or  said, 
Is  by  this  one  great  solemn  truth  expłainM, 
Of  UCb  in  Adam  lost,  in  Christ  regain*d: 
Lo9t  at  the  fail— <iot  at  the  end  of  years 
That  Adam  labour^  in  this  yale  of  tears, 
When  death  thro*  Christ  was  happy,  'tis  pre- 

sum'd,  , 

And  van(}ui8h'd  that  to  which  he  flrst  was  doom'd. 

Duom*d«-7not  by  any  act  of  wrath  in  Ood^ 
(A  point  wherein  tbe  bishop  seems  to  nod) 
No  death  of  pUre,  of  tainted  life  no  pain, 
T)id  his  seyere  inflictmg  will  ordain : 
He  is  all  glory,  goódness,  ligbt,  and  loye, 
Life  that  from  im  no  creatorecan  remoye; 
But  romiteZ/^itmay,  as  Adamdid, 
If  it  will  choose  what  ligbt  and  loye  forbid: 
Truły  fon^amM  of  what  would  tnily  be. 
His  life  was  poisood by  the  mortal  trce: 


He  eat>— be  fóll<— be  dy^d-^Tit  all  tbe  same; 
One  loss  of  life  under  a  triple  nama. 

No  test  was  madę  by  positive  commaod, 
Merely  to  try  if  he  would  fell  or  staod, 
Like  that,  the  serpentiue  Satanic  suare, 
Of  which  the  man  was  biddeu  to  beware. 
"  Eat  not  thereo^  or  tbou  wiU  surely  die," 
Was  spoken  to^preyent,  and  not  to  try; 
To  guard  the  man  against  his  subtle  Ibe,    [kno«« 
Who  sought  to  teach  him  what  'twas  dnth  lo 

Death  tahispristine,  spirit-life  divine. 
And  separation  feom  its  sacred  shrine; 
The  pure,  unmix'd,  incorruptible  throne, 
Wherein  God's  image  flrst  embody*d  shone: 
Tho*  form*d  to  rufę  the  new  craated  soeney 
Built  from  the  chaos  of  a  former  reign; 
To  bring  the  wonders  of  this  world  to  riew. 
And  ancient  glories  to  an  orb  renew; 
He  aiso  had,  as  bcing  to  commaod, 
See,  and  be  seen,  in  this  new-formed  land, 
This  intermediate  temporary  life, 
Where,  only,  good  and  eyil  are  at  stri^ 
Outward  corporeal  form,  whcreby  he  saw, 
And  hcaid,  and  spoke,  and  gave  to  all  thingslav; 
l*hcy  nonę  to  bim^— His  fer  superior  mind 
Was  as  he  pleasM,  iinited  or  disjoinM: 
$io  far  unitod,  that  all  good  was  gain*d; 
Śo  fer  dfsjoinM,  that  eyil  was  restratuM: 
U  could  not  reach  him — fer,  before  his  fali, 
Nothing  could  hurt  this  human  lord  of  all. 
No  morę  than  Satan,  or  the  Serpent,  cou'd, 
If  in  his  flrst  creation  he  had  stood. 

Siich  was  his  blest  estate— wherein  is  foond 
Of  Adamus  happy  ignorance  the  ground. 
His  outwiird  body,  and  each  outward  thing, 
Froni  whence   alone  both   good  and  111  cooM 

spriiig, 
Could  not  affect,  while  he  was  firee  from  shi, 
The  life  of  the  celcstial  man  within. 
Glorious  condition !  which,  howe'er  impły^d, 
That  man,  at  flrst  plac*d  in  it,  must  be  tiy^d: 
Not  from  God^s  will,  or  arbitrary  yoioe; 
His  trial  follow*d  from  bis  pow*r  of  choice: 
God  wilPd  him  that,  himself  was  to  re-will. 
And  the  diyine  intentions  to  fulfll; 
To  use  his  outward  body  as  a  rocans, 
Whei-eby  to  raise  in  time  and  place  the  soenei 
That  should  restore  the  once  angelic  ocb, 
And  all  its  eyil  introdiicHl  absorb. 

Eyil,  that,  prior  to  the  fell  of  man, 
From  him,  whose  parne  i n  Heay'n  is  lost,  begsfl. 
Moses  bas  plainly  hinted  at  the  flend; 
Whose  malice  in  a  borrow*d  shape  was  screen*d: 
Who,  under  reason*s  plausible  disguise, 
Taught  our  flrst  parents  to  be  worldly  wise: 
Succeeding  ligbts  have  risen  up  to  show 
Of  God  and  man»  morę  openly,  the  foe. 

He,  once  a  thron*d  arcbangel,  had  tbe  swty 
Far  as  this  orb  of  our  created  day ; 
Wbere,  then,  no  Sun  was  wanted  to  give  ligbt, 
No  Moon  to  cheer  yet  undiscoyer'd  uight; 
Immensely  luminous  his  total  sphere, 
All  glory,  beauty,  brightness,  ev*ry  wbere: 
Ocean  ofbliss,'a  limpid  crystal  sea, 
Whose  height  and  depth  its  angels  might  nncf ; 
Cali  forth  its  wondera,  and  ei\ioy  the  tiance 
Of  joys  perpetoal  thro>  its  wholeeirpanse: 
Ravishing  forros  arising  withont  end 
Would,  in  obedience  to  their  wilU,  asoend; 
Change,  and  mifold  fresh  glories  to  thcir  Tiev, 
And  tonę  tbe  balleltgah  song  anew. 
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If,  wheii  we  CMt  a  thonghtlul,  thankiiil  eye 
TowrdU  the  beauties  of  au  ev'niłig  sky, 
Calm  we  admire,  thro'  the  ethereal  field, 
The  variou8  scenesthat  evea  clouds  eon  yield; 
Wiiat  buge  deligbt  mast  Nature^s  fund  afford, 
Wbere  ali  the  ńch  realities  are  stor^d, 
Whicb  God  produce*  from  its  yast  abyM, 
To  his  own  gtory,  and  his  creatures  bliss? 
His  gloiy»  first,  all  naturę  must  display, 
Elsę  how  to  bliss  could  creatures  know  the  way  ? 
Oider,  tbn>*  all  eternity,  reąuires, 
That  to  bis  will  tbey  subject  tbeir  desires; 
Tbat,  with  all  meekness,  the  created  mind 
Be  to  tbe  fountain  of  its  life  resign^d; 
Thiiiky  speak,  and  act,  in  all  tłkings  for  his  sake : 
Tbis  is  tbe  true  pferfection  of  its  make. 

Botb  men  and  angelsmost  have  wills  tbeir  owo, 
Or  Ood  and  Naturę  were  to  them  unknown: 
*Tis  tbeir  capacity  of  life  and  joy, 
Wbich  nonę  but  ^ey  can  ruin  or  destroy. 
Ood,in  himself,  was,  is,  and  will  be,  good, 
And  all  aruund  poor  forth  tb'  eiiricbing  flood. 
From  him— (*tis  Nature^s  and  Religion^s  creed) 
Nothing  but  good  can  possibly  proceed. 
That  cre«ture  ooly,  whose  recipient  will 
Sfauts  itself  up  within  itself,  is  ill : 
Oood  canuot  dwell  in  such  an  hardenM  clay, 
Bat  stagnat.'s,  and  eraporates  away. 

Thns  when  the  regent  of  th*  anjcelic  host, 
That  fell,  begaii  within  himsetlf  to  bnast; 
Began,  endowM  with  his  Creator^s  p()w'rs, 
Tbat  nothing  could  resi»t,  to  cali  them  ours; 
To  spread  thro*  bis  wide  ranks  tbe  impious  term, 
And  tbey  their  leader*s  doctrine  to  confirm; 
Tben  seUT,  then  evil,  then  apostatę  war 
Rag*d  thro'  their  hierarchy  wide  and  far; 
Kindled  to  hum,  what  they  esteom^d  a  rod^ 
The  meekness  and  subjection  to  a  Ood. 
R<fso)vM  to  pay  no  bymniog  homage  morę. 
Nor,  in  an  orbit  of  their  own,  adore: 
All  rigbt  of  He.Yv^n's  eternal  King  ahjiirM, 
They  tbonght  one  region  to  themseWei;  secur*d; 
Odc  uut  of  TbnK^  wbere, majescy  divine 
Sbcne  in  its  glorious  ootbirth  unitrine; 
Shoiie,  and  will  shine  eternally,  altho* 
Angeis  or  men  tbe  shining  bliss  forego 

Stnufcht,  with  this  proud  imagination  fir^d, 
Tu  self-doininton  strongly  they  aspir'd^ 
Btat  all  th*-ir  wilis,  irrevocabiy  bent. 
To  bńng  abuut  their  deYilisb  intent. 
How  ougbt  we  mortals  to  beware  of  pride, 
Tbat  such  great  angels  could  so  far  uiisguide! 
No  sooner  was  this  horriblą  atteippt, 
From  ali  obedienee  to  remain  e^tmpt, 
Put  forth  to  act,  but  instantly  thereon 
Hea«'n,  in  tbe  swiftness  of  a  thought,  was  trone: 
Prom  Lore^sbcatifyiiig  pov'r  estrang'd,  fchangM. 
Tbey  fvHind  their  life,  their  bliss,  their  glory, 
Tbat  State,  wbereiu  they  were  resolv*d  to  dwell, 
Spning  from  tbeir  lusting,  and  became  tbeir  Uell. 

Tbinkrog  to  rise  aboye  tbe  God  of  all 
The  wretches  fell,  with  an  eternal  iall; 
In  deptbs  of  slavery,  wttbout  a  shelf : 
There  is  no  stop  in  self-tormenting  M(f. 
Just  as  a  wheel,  tbafs  ranni ng  down  a  bill 
Whicb  bas  no  bottom,  mnst  keep  ranning  sttll : 
So  dowD  their  own  proc]ivity  to  wrong, 
Urg'd  by  impetuous  pride,  they  whirl  along, 
Their  own  dark,  fiery>  worklng  spiiits  tend 
Fartber  from  God,  and  fiurther  to  dcscend. 


He  madę  no  Heli  to  place  his  angels  in ; 
They  stirr^d  the  fire  that  burnt  them,  by  their  sin: 
Tbe  bounds  of  Naturę,  and  of  Order,  broke. 
And  all  tbe  wrath  thatfolluw'd  them  awoke: 
Tbeir  oom  disorder'd  raging  ij^as  their  pain; 
Theirown  unbending  harden*d8trengih^  tbeir  cbaint 
Renouncing  God  with  their  eternal  might, 
They  sunk  their  legions  into  endless  night  [dwelt, 

Mean-wbile  the  glorious  kingdom,  where  they 
Tb*  effect  of  their  rebellious  workings  felt: 
Its  ciear  materiality,  and  puro, 
Could  not  the  force  of  ra^ng  fiends  endure: 
Its  cletnents,  all  heav*niy  in  their  kind, 
In  one  hamionbus  system  when  combtn*dy 
Were  now  disc!os*d,  divided,  and  opake: 
Their  glassy  sea  became  a  stormy  iake: 
The  heigbt  and  depth  of  their  angelic  world 
Was  nooght  but  ruins  upon  ruins  hurl'dl: 
Chaos  arose,  and,  with  its  gloomy  sweęp 
Of  dailcning  horrours,  overspread  the  deep: 
All  was  confusion,  oider  all  defac'd, 
7*ohu,  and  Bobu,  the  defbrmed  woste: 
Ti  ii  the  Almighty's  grącions  fiat  came. 
And  stopM  the  spreading  of  tlie  heilish  flamc; 
Put  to  each  fighting  priuciple  tbe  bar; 
And  calm'd,  by  just  degrees,  th'  intestine  war. 
Light,  at  his  wor^,  th*  abating  tempest  cbeer'd;  . 
Eartb,  sea,  and  land,  Sun,  Moou,  and  stars,  ap- 
Creatures  of  ev'ry  kind,  and  food  for  each ;  [pear'd  i 
And  various  beauties  clo$*d  tbe  yarious  breach: 
Naturę*^  six  properties  bad  each  their  day, 
Lost.Heav*n,  as  far  as  roight  be,  to  disphiyj 
And  in  the  sev'nth,  or  body  of  them  all, 
To.rest  from,  what  they  yet  mnst  pro?e,  a  fali. 

Por  had  not  this  disorder*d  chaos  been; 
Had  not  these  angels  caus'd  it  by  tbeir  sin  ; 
Xor  had  compacted  eartb,  nor  rock,  nor  stone. 
Nor  grosa  materiality,  been,known: 
All  that  in  fire,  or  water«  eartb,  or  air, 
May  now  their  noxious  ąualities  declare, 
Is  as  unknown  in  Heav*n  as  sin  or  crime, 
Aiul  oiłly  łasts  for  pnrifying  tłme: 
1Y>\  Łhe  great  eud,  for  whicb  we  all  came  here, 
Tili  God's  restoriug  goodoess,  shall  appear: 
Then,  as  the  rebel  creatures*  false  desire 
Awak'd  in  naturę  the  chaotic  fire; 
So  tyhen  redeeniin^  Love  bas  fo\Hid  a  race 
Of  creatuies  worthy  of  the  heav*n)y  p'ace, 
Then  shall  anotber  fire  enkindled  rise, 
And  purge  from  ill  thesc  Ł^mporary  sk^es; 
Purge  from  the  world  its  deadness,  and  its  dross, 
\nd  of  lost  Hcav'u  rccover  all  the  loss. 

Why  look  we  then  with  such  a  londng  eye 
On  what  this  world  can  give  us,  or  deny; 
Of  man  and  angel  falPn,  tbe  sąd  rein-uiu? 
It  has.  its  pleaiures — but  it  bas  its  pains. 
It  has,  what  speajcs  it,  wouid  we  but  attend. 
Not  our  desigii^d  felicity<*an  end^ 
Sons  of  eternity,  tho*  boro  on  Earth, 
Thcre  is  within  us  a  celesti^l  birth; 
A  life  that  waits  the  efTorts  of  our  mind,     -«. 
To  raise  itsHf  within  this  outward  rind. 
This  busk  of  ours,  this  stately.stalking  clod, 
Is  not  the  body  tbat  we  have  irom  God; 
Of  good  and  evil  'tis  tbe  mortal  cf\ist; 
Fruit  of  Adamical  and  Eval  lu^ 
By  whicb  the  man,  when  heav'nly  life  wa?  ccas*d, 
Became  an  helpless,  naked,  biped  beast: 
Forc'd,  on  a  cursed  Earth,  to  swe^j^  and  ^il; 
To  brutes  a  native,  him  a  foreign  soil:  »• 
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Andf  after  all  his  years  emp1oy'd  to  koow 
The  RatisfifU^tions  of  e  life  so  Iow, 
Ninę  hundred,-or  nine  bimdred  thoosand,  past, 
Anotłier  death  to  oome,  and  Heli,  at  last— 
— But  for  that  new  mysterious  birtb  of  life; 
That  promis^d  seed  to  Adam  and  his  wife ; 
That  quick*ning  spirit  to  a  poor  dead  soul; 
Not  part.of  scrtptnre  doctńne,  but  the  whole; 
Which  writers,  fl^ring  away,  have  left 
A  merę  dead  letter,  of  all  sense  bereft; 
But  ibr  that  only  help  of  maa  forlorn, 
The  incamation  of  the  Yirgin-born. 

This  Serpent-bruiser,  lon  of  God  and  man, 
Who,  from  the  first,  his  savłng  work  began, 
ReTer«'d,  in  fuli  maturity  of  time, 
In  his  own  saerad  person,  Adamus  crime; 
Brought  hnman  naturę  from  its  deadly  foli, 
And  madę  sairation  possible  for  tUL 

Without  acknowledgiog  that  Adam  dy*d, 
Scripture  throughout  is,  in  effect,  denyM: 
All  the  whole  process  of  redeeming  Iotc, 
Of  life,  of  light,  and  spirit  from  above, 
Łoses,  by  leaming^s  piteous  pretence 
Of  mofles,  and  metaphors,  its  real  sense : 
AM  the  glad  tidings,  in  the  gospel  foond, 
Are  sunk  in  empty  and  unmeaning  sound. 

If,  by  the  first  man*s  sin,  we  understand 
Only  some  breach  of  absolute  command 
Half-punishM,  balfremttted,  by  a  grace 
Like  that  which  takes  in  human  acts  a  place; 
The  morę  we  write,  the  morę  we  still  expose 
The  Christian  doctrineto  its  rcas^ning  foes: 
Bot,  onoe  convinc*d,  that  Adam,  by  his  crime, 
Feli  from  etemal  life  to  that  of  time; 
Stood  on  the  brink  of  death  etemal  too, 
^Unless  created  unto  life  anew, 
Then  er^ry  reason  teaches  us  to  see 
How  all  the  truths  of  sacred  writ  agree ; 
How  life  restof^d  ar ses  from  the  graye ; 
How  man  could  perish,  and  how  Christ  couldaave. 

Man  perishM  by  the  deadly  food  he  took, 
And  needs  must  lose  the  life  that  heforsook, 
Not  unadvi8'd— the  moment  be  inclin*d 
To  this  inferior  life  hisnobler  mind, 
God  kindly  wam'd  him  to  coutinue  fcd 
With  fo«)d  of  Paradise,  with  angels  bread ;  ^ 

To  shun  the  tree,  the  knowledge,  whose  sad  leaT^ 
WouM  quench   in   him  the    light   and   life  of 
.  -Strip  him  of  that  angelical  array,  [HeaY*n; 

Which  thro*  hisoutward  body  spread  the  day; 
Kept  it  fł-om  evVy  curse  of  siu  and  shame, 
From  all  those  evils  tfiat  had  yet  no  name: 
That  proyM  alas !  when  he  would  not  refrain, 
The  loss  of  Adamus  proper  life  too  plain. 
Who  can  suppose  that  God.would  e*er  forbid 
To  eat  what  would  not  hurt  him,  if  he  did  ? 
Pright  his  lov'd  creature  by  a  ftdse  alarm;  • 
Or  make  what,  in  itself,  was  harmless,  harm  ? 

O  how  much  better  he  from  whom  I  draw, 
Tho*  deep,  yet  elear  the  system,  master  Law! 
Master,  1  cali  him ;  not  that  I  incline 
To  pin  my  faith  on  any  one  dłvine; 
But,  ma  u  or  woman,  whosoe^er  it  be, 
That  speaks  tnie  doctrine,  is  a  pope  to  me. 
Where  truth  alone  is  intei-est,  and  aim, 
Who  would  regard  a  person,  or  a  name  ? 
Or,  in  the  search  of  it  impartial,  scofT, 
Or  scom  the  meanest' instrument  thereof  ? 

Pardon  me,  sir,  for  haring  dar^  to  dwell 
Upon  a  truth  ali^uły  told  so  weli: 


Since  dtflfrent  wmys  of  telling  may  eiette^ 
In  diff^rent  minds,  attention  to  whafs  rifkt; 
And  men  (I  measure  by  mysetf)  tometimes, 
Ayerse  to  reas*ning,  may  be  tangfat  by  rfaymes; 
If  where  one  fails,  they  will  not  take  offenoe. 
Nor  ąuanrel  with  the  wonUf  but  seek  the  tnm. 

Łife,  death,  and  snch  like  words,  in  ■cripUire 
Have  ćertainly  an  higber,  deeper  groBnd,  [knuŁ, 
Than  that  of  this  poor  peńsbable  baU, 
Whereon  men  doat,  as  if  it  were  tb«ir  all ; 
As  if  they  were  like  Warburtonian  Jews, 
Or,  Christians  nam'd,  had  stiłi  no  highCT  Tiews; 
As  if  their  years  had  never  tattght  them  seasa 
Beyond        It  is  all  one  a  hundred  bence. 

Twas  of  soch  worldlings  that  our  Sariomr  siid 
To  one  of  his  disciples,  "  Let  the  dead 
Bury  their  dead:  but  do  thou  foUow  me.*' 
He  makes  no  mofe  distinction,  nr,  you  see, 
But  that,  with  vef*renee  to  a  life  so  bmte^ 
The  ipeiAmg  carcases  interT'd  the  midc. 

Łjfe,  to  conclude,  was  lost  in  Adam'*  fell, 
Which  Christ,  our  resurrection,  will  recall: 
And,  as  death  oame  into  the  world  by  sin, 
Where  one  begun,  the  other  musi  begin. 
Why  wiłl  the  leamed  sages  use  their  art, 
From  scripture  truth,  so  widely,  to  depait? 
But  above  all,  a  bishop,  graye,  and  wiae, 
Why  will  he  shut,  against  plain  text,  his  eyesł 
Not  see  that  HeaT*n^s  prediction  never  ty*d; 
Tbat  Adam  fell  by  eating,  sinn^d,  and  dy M, 
A  real  death,  as  much  as  loss  of  sight 
Is  death  to  ey*rycircumstance  of  light; 
Tho'  a  blind  man  may  feel  his  way,  and  grope^ 
Or  for  recoTer*d  eyes  be  madę  to  hope;  • 

We  might  as  well  set  glasses  on  his  bÓbb, 
And  sight,  from  oommon  helps  of  sigfat,  soj^fiose, 
As  say,  when  Adam's  heav'nly  life  was  kilPd, 
Tbat  sentence  was  not  instantly  folfiU^. 

Persoade  your  miti^d  friend,  then»  if  yoo  csd, 
To  re-consider,  sir,  the  feU  of  man; 
To  see,  and  own  the  depth  of  it;  becauae, 
'Till  that  is  done,  we  may  as  well  pick  straws, 
As  talk  of  what,  and  who,  the  Serpent  was 
That  brought  the  fali,  not  understood,  to  paii. 

One  thing  he  was,  sir,  be  what  eise  be  will: 
A  critic,  that  employ'd  his  fatal  sktU 
To  ca  vii  upon  words,  and  take  away 
The  sense  of  that  which  was  as  plain  as  day. 
And  thus  the  world,  at  present,  by  his  wiles, 
Tho*  not  in  outward  !thape,  he  still  beguiłes; 
Sceking  to  tum,  by  comments  Iow  and  1ax, 
The  word  of  God  tnto  a  nose  of  wax; 
To  take  away  the  marrow,  and  the  pith, 
Of  all  that  scripture  can  present  ns  with. 
May  Heav'n  deliver  from  his  windlng  tours, 
The  bishop,  and  us  aiU  I  am,  sir,  your*s. 
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ENTHUSIASM: 

A  POSnCAŁ  ESSAY,   IN  A  ŁBTTBIŁ  TO  A  FBIKID 

IN  TOWN. 

Dkar  Fribmd, 

I  HAVE  here  sent  you  the  yerses  which  you  de- 
sired  a  copy  of.  The  book  ■  tbat  gave  occasioo 
to  them  has  treated  the  subject  whereon  they  are 
madę  in  such  a  brief,  sensible,  and  liydy  manner, 

'  Mr.  Law'8  Appeal  to  all  tbat  donbt,  kc  p.  905. 
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•s  nigbt  wen  exeite  one  to  an  atteoipt  of  this 
natore;  Jast  and  improviQg  tentiments  deservc 
to  be  pitced  in  any  ligbt  that  may  either  engage 
tbc  atcention  of  a  rpader,  or  assist  his  memory ; 
and  T«ne,  as  I  hare  ibond  by  experienoc,  does 
botfa:  for  which  reason,  «rhen  I  first  met  with  an 
leocHiBt  of  Entbosiasm  8o  qnite  8atisfactoi*y,  I 
ebwe  to  gWe  it  the  dress  wberein  it  npw  appears 
before  you. 

EotbuaiaKm  is  grown  into  a  fashtonable  term  of 
lepraach,  that  iitually  comes  uppermost,  wben 
any  thmg  of  a  deep  and  terious  naturę  is  men* 
tioned.  We  apply  it,  th!t>agh  an  indolent  cus- 
tom,  to  sober  and  considerate  assertore  of  im- 
portant  truths,  as  readily  as  to  wild  and  extra« 
fagant  contendcrs  abouŁ  them.  This  indiscrimi- 
nate  use  of  the  woid  bas  evidently  a  bad  eliect : 
it  pnsbes  tbe  generał  indifibrency  to  matters  of 
the  higbest  concern  into  downright  ayersion. 
The  best  wribers  upou  tbe  best  anbjeets  are  unat- 
tended  to;  and  the  benefit  accruing  hom  their 
loTe,  and  their  labours,  is  not  perceived  by  us; 
becaase  we  are  hurried  on,  by  the  idiest  of  all 
pnjudices,  to  condemn  them  withoot  a  readinjr, 
or  to  pronoiince  them  to  be  nnintelligible,  upon 
such  a  slight  one,  as  can  hardły  be  called  an  en- 
deaTour  to  understand  tliem.  We  have  heard  it 
sald,  and  haye  seen  it  prtnted,  that  they  are  en- 
thusiasts;  and,  tu  avuid  the  iroputation  of  that 
character,  we  run  into  it  at  second  band,  and 
adopt  the  rasbneiis  and  injnstice  of  impetnous 
originals:  we  take  the  stałest  exclamatiun8  for 
tbe  fresbest  proofs;  and  the  affected  retaiiing  of 
madness,  mysticism,  Behmenism,  and  the  like 
drcisire  outcries,  contenta  os  as  if  there  were 
•ometbing  of  senae,  wit,  or  demonstration  in  it. 

Wheii  this  Iow  kind   of  enthusiatm  is  alert 

fnough  to  gai n  its  point,  the  writer  of  a  good 

book  may  pos!«ibly  lose  the  applause,  which  it  is 

highly  probable  that  he  never  sought  for.    But 

wbat  does  a  leader  get  the  while,  by  his  tamę 

resignation  of  the  right  of  judging  for  himself  to 

sach  iocoropetent  authority?     Men  of  superior 

fluency  in  erprestsing  their  own  conceptions  are 

Botalways  sedatc  enough  toexamioe,  orjadicious 

enoucrh  to  di^icorer,  the  principles  which  migbt 

andet-eire  them.     The  first  obstruction  to  their 

hypotbatis  may  pass,  with  them,  for  an  immecii* 

ate  confatation  of  any  book  what8oever:  thcy 

may  show  their  Icaming,  their  zeal,  or  their  eon- 

tempt,  and  speak  of  an  enthusiasm  diflerent  from 

their  own,  as  qufckły  as  they  please;  but  where 

theqDe8tion  is  momentons,  and  the  celebration 

of  their  famę  guite  foreign  to  it,  what  should 

induce  any  cne,  who  is  really  desirons  of  inform- 

st^c*^,  to  remit  the  freedom  of  inąuiry  after  it  for 

their  diracłtj-? 

How.many  pathetic  aceounts  of1iving  piety, 
bow  many  cxcel!ent  treatises  composed  for  the 
advancem'ent  of  it,  are  neglected,  or  unknown, 
becanse  we  are  so  eabily  prepossessed  by  popular 
bearsay,  and  wretchcd  compiters?  How  mauy 
bas  the  soomess  of  cootrorersy,  tbe  bitterness  of 
party,  and  the  rotation  of  anniscment,  in  a  man- 
ner  suppressed  ?  Tbe  enthusiasm  which  is  hence 
enkindlcd  reigns  and  rages  unsuspected,  while 
thatof  ajuster  kind,  the  genuine  elTect  of  a  tnie 
life  sod  spirit,  arising  froro  what  is  loyely,  bar- 
monioas,  and  substantial,  is  in  danger  of  being 
citingoisbed  by  it;  and,  wbenoTer  it  is  so,  the 


▼ariety  of  deluslon  with  which  a  dtffnent  spirit 
may  ^n  possess  its  rotaries,  wili  centrę,  pro* 
perły  speaking,  in  endemoniasm. 

In  short,  there  is  a  right  enthusiasm,  as  well  aa 
a  wrong  one;  and  a  man  is  firee  to  admit  which 
he  pleases:  but  one  he  must  bave,  as  surę  as  he 
bas  a  head ;  as  surę  as  he  bas  a  beart  that  foodly 
pursoes  tbe  object  of  its  desire,  whateyer  it  be. 
If  that  be  pointed  right;  if  it  reach  after  that 
godlike  State  and  condition,  to  which  all  mankind 
were  orig^nally  created;  if  it  long  to  be  fireed 
from  the  disoiders  of  its  present  state,  to  be  re- 
stored  again  to  that  enduring  rest,  li^t,  and 
liberty,  which  alone  can  accomplish  and  b^iutify 
it;  bow  can  it  be  too  constant,  or  too  yigorousł 

If  tbe  desire  be  otherwise  indined,  how  little 
does  it«ignify  to  the  main  purpose  wbat  ingenuity, 
parts,  or  ieaming,  what  natural,  or  what  acąuir^ 
talents,  men  may  be  possessed  of?  So  long  aa 
they  haye  only  ligfat  enough  <o  hate  ligbt,  they 
may,  upon  the  first  glimpse  of  it,  retire  into  their 
eartłiiiness,  and  push  out  their  works  as  thick  aa 
mole-hills:  bot,  in  reality,  a  sing!e  page,  proceed-' 
ing  from  a  right  spirit,  wbose  entbubiasm  they  all 
despise,  is  worth  a  library  of  such  a  produce. 

Ń  such  a  spirit  I  take  the  Appeal,  to  which  the 
following  lines  are  owing,  to  bewritten;  andam 
pcrsuaded,  that  if  any  sober-minded  deist,  who 
łs  prejudiced  againstChristianity,  because  he  doea 
not  really  know  what  it  is;  that  if  any  Christian 
so  called,  who  bas  been  led  into  mistakes  about  it» 
because  be  does  not  really  know  what  it  is  not; 
in  tine,  that  if  any  one,  wbose  heart  is  so  fiu*  eon- 
rerted  as  to  desire  conycrsion,  should  be  dlsposed 
to  read  it  throngh,  he  would  find  his  aecount  in 
it;  he  wouid  be  struck  with,  he  would  be  edified 
by  it 

There  is,  apparently,  something  so  solid,  tod 
so  animated,  throngh  the  whole  of  it;  suoh  an 
impartial  regard  to  truth,  whereyer  tt  may  be 
found;  and  such  happy  illustration  of  tt,  where 
it  really  bas  been  found;  that  I  had  some  tfaou^hta 
of  translating  it  for  the  use  of  foreigners,  believiog 
that  such  a  servire  wonld  be  acceptable  to  the 
morę  searching  and  unbiassed  dispositions  amoogst 
them,  and  aiso  help  to  fix  many  awakening  and 
comfortabtę  truths  upon  my  own  mind ;  which  ia 
the  interest that  1  would  propose  to  obtain^l^y  it.  If 
1  sball  find  myself  capable  of  execUtingthis  desiga 
with  justice  to  the  original,  you  shall  hear  further 
from  me.  In  the  mean  time  I  have  transcribed 
for  you  these  yerscs  upon  the  inctdental  subject 
of  Enthusiasm,  as  they  wrre  first  composed  for 
private  recollection;  and,  as  I  can  rely  upon  your 
judgment  concerning  them  better  than  I  can  upon 
my  own,  they  are  wholly  submitted  to  your  oor- 
rection  and  disposa!.     1  am,  yours,  &c. 

Manchester,  Sept.  3, 1751.  J.  Ś. 


**  Fłt  from  Enthusiasm— rit  is  the  pest, 
Bane,  poi  son,  frenzy,  fury — and  tlie  rest." 
1*his  is  the  ery  tbut  oft,  when  truth  appearK, 
Forbids  atteiition  to  our  lisfning  ea  s; 
Checks  our  fir>t^ntrance  on  the  main  concern^ 
And,  stuno'd  with  clamour,  we  forbear  to  leam; 
Mecbanically  catcb  the  common  cant. 
And  fiy  from  what  we  almost  know  we  want; 
A  deeper  senso  of  something  that  should  set 
The  heait  at  rest,  that  neyer  bas  doue  y«t; 


«50 


BY]lOM'S  POEMIi 


Some  stmpler  tecręif  that,  yet  unreYcafd, 
Amidst  conteoding  syttems  lies  concealM. 

A  book,  perhaps,  beyond  tbe  Yulgar  page, 
Removea  at  once  the  lumber  of  an  age: 
Truth  is  prcsented;  sŁńkes  upon  our  eyei; 
We  feel  conTictioo,  and  we  fear  surpńae: 
We  gazę,  admire,  disputcj  and  then  the  baw!«^ 
"  Fly  from  Enlhusiasm**— that  answers  all. 
Now,  if  my  fiiend  has  patience  to  ioąuire, 
Let  as  awhile  from  noisy  scenes  retire;        ^ 
Łet  U8  examine  sense,  ai  welJ  as  sound. 
And  search  the  truth,  the  naturę,  and  the  ground. 

'T 18  will,  imagination,  and  desire 
Of  thinkiog  lift,  that  coostitute  tbe  fire, 
The  force,  by  which  tbe  strong  volitions  dri^e, 
And  form  the  scenes  to  whicb  we  are  alive. 
What!  tho',  uusprouted  into  outward  sbape, 
The  points  of  thought  our  grosser  sight  escape? 
Kor  bulky  fbrms  in  prominent  anay 
Their  3ecret  cogitative  cause  betray  ? 
Once  fix  tbe  will,  and  naturę  must  b^^gin 
T*  unfold  its  active  rudiments  within ; 
Mind  goyems  matter,  and  it  must  obey : 
To  all  itsopening  forms  desire  is  key: 
Nor  mind  nor  matter*8  properties  are  Ipst, 
As  that  shaj]  ropuld,  tbis  must  appear  embost 
Imagination,  trifling  as  it  »eenis. 
Big  with  efiects  its  own  creation  teeros. 
We  thlnk  our  wisbes  and  d^sires  a  piay. 
And  sport  important  faculties  away : 
Edg*d  are  tbe  tools  witb  whicb  we  trifle  tbuB, 
And  canre  out  deep  realitii  s  for  us. 
lutention,  rovtng  into  Nature'8  field, 
Bwells  in  tbat  system  whicb  it  means  to  build, 
Itself  tbe  centrę  of  its  wishM-for  plan ; 
For  where  the  heart  of  man  is— there  is  man. 

£v'ry  created,  understanding  mind 
•  Movea  as  its  own  sdf-bias  is  inclin*d : 
From  6od's  free  spirit  breathed  forth  to  be, 
It  most  of  all  necessity  be  free; 
Must  have  the  powY  to  kindle  and  inflame 
The  subject-matter  of  its  mental  aim : 
Whither  it  beiid  the  Toluntary  view, 
Realities,  or  fictions,  to  pursne : 
Whether  it  raise  its  naturę,  or  degrade, 
To  truth  substantial,  or  to  phantom  shade, 
Falsbood  or  truth  accordiugly  obtains ; 
That  only  wbich  it  wills  to  gain— it  gains; 
Good — if  tbe  good  be  Yigorously  sought. 
And  ill— if  that  be  6r8t  rt  soWd  in  thouj^t. 
AU  is  one  good,  that  nothing  can  remove^ 
WbUe  held  iii  unioii,  harmony,  and  Iove. 
But  when  a  selfish  separadng  prde 
Will  break  all  boundii,  aud  good  from  good  divide, 
T  is  then  extinguisb*d,  likc  a  distant  spark. 
And  pride  self-doom^d  iuto  its  jo yłess  dark. 
The  miscreant  desire  tums  good  to  ill, 
In  its  own  origin,  the  evil  will : 
A  fact,  that  fiiis  all  histories  of  old, 
Tbat  glares  in  proof,  while  conseious  we  behold 
Tbe  bliss,  bespoken  by  our  Maker's  voice, 
Fixt,  or  penrerted  by  a  man'8  own  choice. 

Now  when  tbe  mind  determines  tbus  its  force, 
The  man  becomes  enthusiast  of  course. 
Wbat  is  enthusiasm }    What  caa  it  be, 
But  thougbt  enkindled  to  an  high  degree? 
Tbat  may,  wbaterer  be  its  ruling  tum, 
Rigbt,  or  not  right,  with  equal  ardour  buro. 
It  must  betberdTore  various  in  its  kind, 
As  objecta  vary,  tbat  engage  tbe  mind: 


^    

When  to  religion  we  ooBflae  tlie  word* 
What  use  of  language  can  be  mora  absardł 
T  is  jnst  as  true,  that  many  words  beside, 
As  love,  or  zeal,  are  only  tbns  applyM : 
To  ev'ry  kind  of  life  they  all  belong; 
Men  may  be  eagei*,  tfao*  their  Tiews  be  wtotig: 
And  hence  tbe  reason,  why  the  greatest  fbes 
To  true  religioos  eamestness  are  those 
W  ho  fire  their  wits  upon  a  diflPrent  thcaie» 
Deep  in  some  felse  enthusiastic  scheme. 

One  man  politely,  seizM  with  classic  ngę, 
Dotes  on  old  Romę,  and  its  Angostan  age; 
On  tho8e  grcat  souls  who  then,  ortben  abooti^ 
Madę  in  their  state  sucb  riots  and  soch  louts. 
He  fimciea  all  magnlficent  and  gnnd, 
Under  thts  mistress  of  tbe  world>s  oommand; 
Scarce  can  his  breast  the  sad  reyerse  abide* 
The  damę  despoil^d  of  all  her  glorions  pride: 
Time,  an  old  Gotb,  advancing  to  consome 
Immortal  gods,  and  <moę  etemal  Room;  ; 
When  the  plain  gospel  spread  its  artless  ray« 
And  rude  unsculptur^d  fishermen  bad  śway; 
Who  spar'd  no  idol,  tho*  divinely  carv*d, 
Tho'  Art,  and  Muse,  and  shrine^^ngraYer,  starT*d: 
Who  say^d  poorwretches,  and  destn>y'd,  alas! 
The  vital  marble,  and  tbe  breathing  braaa. 
Where  does  all  sense  to  him,  and  reason,  shiiie? 
Behuld — in  TuUy'8  rhetoric  divine! 
TuUy !  enougb— high  o'er  the  Alpa  he's  gone. 
To  tread  tbe  ground  that  TuUy  trod  upoo; 
Haply  to  find  bis  statuę,  or  his  bast, 
Or  medal  green'd  with  Cioeronian  rusi: 
Porcbance  tbe  rostrum— yea,  tbe  very  wood, 
Whcreon  tbis  elerated  genius  stood; 
Wbeu  forth  on  Catiline,  as  erst  be  spoke* 
The  tbunder  of  quousque  tandem  broke. 

Weil  may  tbis  grand  entbusiastderide 
The  dulness  of  a  pilgnm's  bumbler  prid^ 
Who  paces  to  bebold  tbat  part  of  Eartb, 
Whicb  to  the  Saviour  of  the  world  ga^e  birth; 
To  see  the  sepulchre  from  whence  be  rosę; 
Or  yi^fw  the  rocks  that  rentod  at  his  woes ; 
Whom  Pagan  re1ique6  have  no  force  to  cbann, 
Yet  e*en  a  modern  crucifix  cau  warm: 
The  sacred  signal  who  intcnt  upon, 
Tbiuks  on  the  sacrifice  that  huiig  thereon. 

Another'8  beated  brain  is  painted  o^er 
With^aucieut  hieroglyphic  marks  of  yore: 
He  old  Rgyptian  mummies  can  explain» 
And  raire  'em  up  almost  to  life  agaio; 
Can  into  deep  antique  recesses  pry, 
Aud  tell,  of  a!!,  the  wherefore  and  the  why; 
How  this  philosopher,  and  that,  has  thougbt, 
Belicy'd  one  thing,  and'qnite  anothcr  taught; 
Can  ruies,  of  Grecian  sages  long  forgot, 
Clear  up,  as  if  they  liv'd  upon  the  spot. 

What  bounds  to  noytrum  ?  Moses,  and  the  Jews, 
Observ>d  this  leamed  legislator'8  yiews, 
While  Israers  leader  purpoaely  concealM 
Trutbs,  which  bis  whole  economy  reveaIM; 
No  heav*n  disclos^d,  but  Canaan'6  fertile  stage. 
And  no  for-eTer-*-but  a  good  old  age; 
WbiUt  the  well  untaught  people,  kept  in  awe 
By  mcanless  types,  and  unezplained  law, 
Pray>d  to  tbelr  local  god  to  grant  a  while 
The  futurę  state,  of  com,  and  wiue,  and  oil; 
Till,  by  a  late  captivity  set  free, 
Their  destjn*d  errour  they  bągan  to  see; 
Dropt  tbe  Mosaic  scheme,  to  teach  their  yoath 
Dramatic  Job,  and  fiabylonish  truth. 
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To  soer  aloft  od  obeliskal  cloudś; 
To  d^  <iown  deep  into  the  dark — ^for  sbronds; 
To  yex  oki  matten,  chronicled  in  Greek, 
While  those  of  his  ovii  pańsh  are  to  seek; 
Wfaat  can  come  forth  hom  sncb  an  antic  taste. 
Bot  a  Clarisńmus  Bnthusiast? 
Fnufht  with  discoTeries  so  qaaint,  so  new, 
So  dcep,  fo  smarty  tK>  ipse-dixit  tnie, 
See  arts  and  empires,  ages,  books,  and  men, 
RisiDg,  and  fiiUiog,  as  he  points  the  pen: 
See  firands  and  Ibrgeries,  if  ou§rht  surpass, 
Of  oobler  stretcb,  the  limits  of  his  class,    ' 
Kot  fimod  within  that  snmmary  of  laws, 
CbDJectib^,  tinsePd  with  its  own  appUuse. 

Wbere  erudition  so  unblest  prevails, 
Saints,  and  their  li^es,  are  legendary  talas; 
Christians,  a  brain-sick,  Yisionary  crew, 
That  read  the  Bibie  with  a  Bibie  view, 
And  thro'  the  letter  humbly  hope  to  tracę 
The  liying  word,  the  spirit,  and  the  grace. 

It  matters  not,  whatever  be  the  state 
That  fulNbent  will  and  stron g  desires  create ; 
Wbeie^er  they  &U,  where^er  they  love  to  dwell, 
Thcy  kiodJe  there  their  tleaven,  of  their  Hell^ 
Tbe  chosen  scenę  surrounds  them  as  their  owa, 
Allelse  is  dead,  insipid,  or  unknown. 
However  poor  and  empty  be  the  sphere, 
Tis  all,  if  inclination  centrę  there: 
Its  own  enthusia&ts  each  system  knows, 
Boim  to  la€*d  fops,  and  powder-sprinkled  beaps. 
Gmt  wits,  afl^tinc,  what  thcy  cali,  to  think, 
That  deep  inimers*d  in  speculation  sink, 
Are  great  entbusiasts,  howe*er  refin*df 
Wboae  brain-bred  notions  so  inflame  the  mind, 
Tbat,  dnriog  the  continuance  of  its  beat, 
Tbe  snnimum  bonum  is — its  own  conceit: 
Critics,  «-ith  all  their  learning  recondite, 
PoeU,that  8ev'rally  be-mnsed  write; 
The  Tirtuosos,  wbether  great  or  smali ; 
Hw  connoisseiirs,  that  know  the  worth  of  all; 
Fhiloiophers,  that  dictate  sentiments. 
And  poKticiaiis,  wi^er  thsn  events; 
Soch,  and  sach-like,  come  under  the  same  law, 
Ałtho*  their  heat  be  from  a  flame  of  straw; 
Altho^  in  one  absurdity  they  chime. 
To  make  religious  entheasm  a  crime. 

Eodless  Ło  say  how  many  of  their  trade 
AmbttioD,  pride,  and  setf-conceit  have  madę. 
If  one,  the  chief  ofsuch  a  nuro*rous  name, 
Let  the  great  scholar  justify  his  ctaim. 
Self-loTe,  in  sbort,  wherever  it  is  found, 
Tendt  to  its  own  cnthusiastic  g^und ; 
With  the  lame  fojpoe  that  goodness  mounts  abore, 
Sinks,  by  its  own  enormous  weight,  self-love-— 
By  Łhis  the  waTVing  łibertine  is  prest, 
And  t!ie  lank  atbeist  Łotally  possest : 
Athcrists  are  dark  enthusiasts  indeed, 
Whose  fire  enkindles  iike  the  smoking  weed: 
Łij^htless,  and  duli,  the  clouded  fancy  bums, 
Wild  hopes,  and  fears,  still  Bashing  out  by  tums. 
Arenę  to  HeaT^n,  anąid  the  horrid  gleam 
Theyquestannihilatión's  monstrous  theme. 
On  gioomy  depths  of  nothingness  to  porę, 
TUI  all  be  nonę,  and  being  be  no  morę. 

The  sprightłier  inAdel,  as  yet  morę  gay, 
Firesoff  the  next  ideas  in  his  way, 
Tbe  dry  fag-ends  of  ev'ry  obrious  doubt; 
And  puffs  and  blows  ibr  fear  they  should  go  out 
BuUlly  resolvM,  against  con^iction  steePd, 
Kor  inwaid  trutb,  nor  outward  fact,  to  yield ; 


Urg'd  witb  a  tbouBand  proofs,  he  staodi  iviBKW'd 
Fast  Uy  himself,  and  sooms  to  be  ont^proY^dj 
To  his  own  reason  loudly  he  appeals. 
No  saibt  morę  zealous  for  whąt  Ood  reveąl8. 

Think  not  that  you  are  no  ei^thusiast  theń: 
All  men  are  sncb,  as  surę  as  they  are  men. 
The  thing  itself  is  not  at  all  to  blame: 
'T  is  in  each  state  of  human  life  the  same* 
The  fiery  bent,  the  dri^ing  of  the  will, 
That  gives  the  prevalence  to  good,  or  ill. 
You  need  not  go  to  doisters,  or  to  oells, 
Monks,  or  Aeld  preachers,  to  see  where  it  dwellf  t 
It  dwells  alike  in  balls  and  masąuerades; 
Courts,  camps,  and  'Changes,  it  alike  penradeiu 
There  be  enthusiasts,  who  love  to  sit 
In  cofiee-houses,  and  cant  out  their  wit. 
The  first  in  most  assemblies  woald  you  see, 
Mark  out  the  first  faaranguer,  and  tbafs  be: 
Nay  'tis  what  silent  meetings  cannot  hide, 
It  may  be  iiotic*d  by  its  merę  outside. 
Beaus  and  coąuets  would  quitth6  magie  dresie 
Did  not  this  mutual  instinct  both  possess. ' 
l'he  mcrccr,  taylor,  bookseller,  grows  rich, 
Because  fine  clothes,  fine  writings  can  bewitch. 
A  Cicero,  a  Shaftsbury,  a  Bayle, 
How  quick  would  they  diminish  in  their  sale? 
Four  fifths  of  all  their  beanties  who  would  heed, 
Had  they  not  keen  enthusiasts  to  read? 

That  which  concems  us  therefore  is  to  lee 
What  specie-H  of  enthusiasts  we  be; 
Ol)  what  materials  the  fiery  souroe 
Of  thinking  life  shall  exeoute  its  force: 
Whcther  a  man  shall  stir  up  love,  or  hate, 
From  the  mix'd  medium  of  this  present  state; 
Shall  choose  with  upright  heart  and  mind  to  Qaf» 
And  recounoitre  Heav'n's  primeyal  skies; 
Or  down  to  lust  and  rapine  to  descend, 
Brute  for  a  time,  and  demon  at  its  end. 
Neitber  perhaps,  the  wary  sciptics  ery. 
And  wait  till  Nature^s  riyer  shall  mndry; 
With  sagę  reserre  not  passing  o*er  to  good, 
Of  time,  lost  time,  are  borne  along  the  flood; 
Content  to  think  such  thoughtiess  thinking  rigbt. 
And  common  sense  enthasiastic  fligbt. 

"  Fly  from  Enthusiasm  V'    Ye%  fly  from  air. 
And  breatbe  it  morę  intensely  ibr  your  carfc 
Learn,  that,  \vhatever  phantoms  you  embrace, 
Your  own  essential  property  takes  place: 
Bend  all  your  wits  agaiust  it,  't  is  in  Taia, 
It  must  exist,  or  sacred,  or  profane. 
For  flesh,  or  spirit,  wisdom  from  above, 
Or  from  this  world,  au  anger,  or  a  loTe, 
Must  have  its  fire  within  the  human  soul : 
*T  is  oafs  to  spread  the  circle;  or  control; 
In  ciouds  of  sensual  appetites  to  stnoke, 
While  smoth'r  i  ng  lusts  the  rising  conscience  choka; 
Or,  from  ideał  glimmerings,  to  raise, 
Showy  and  faiot,  a  superficial  blaze; 
Where  subtle  reasons,  with  their  lambent  flames, 
Untouch*d  the  things,  creep  round  uid  round  the 
Oi^^with  a  true  celestial  ardour  fir*d,       [names; 
Such  as  at  first  created  man  inspir'd. 
To  will,  and  to  persist  to  will,  the  ligbt, 
The  loYe,  the  joy,  that  makes  an  an«;el  bright, 
That  makes  a  maii,  in  sight  of  God,  to  shioe 
With  all  the  lustre  of  a  life  divine. 

When  true  religion  kindles  up  the  fire, 
Who  ran.conderan  tbe  vigorous  desiie? 
That  bums  to  reach  the  end  for  wb'ch  H  ivas  $iv*u. 
To  shine,  and  sparkle  \a  its  nati^e  Ueav'n? 


152 


BYROM'S  POEMS. 


What  dse  was  <mr  creating  FatheT*s  riew? 

His  image  lost  why  soiigfat  be  to  renew  ? 

Why  ail  the  scenes  of  Iotc  that  Chrittians  know. 

But  to  attract  os  from  this  poor  below  ? 

To  sare  os  from  the  fatał  choice  of  ill, 

And  biesa  tbe  free  co-operating  will? 

Blame  not  enthasiasm,  if  rigbtly  bent; 
Or  blame  of  saints  tbe  boKest  intent, 
The  strong  persiiasion,  the  conflrmM  belief, 
Of  all  the  comforts  of  a  soul  the  chief; 
That  Qod'8  continual  will,  and  work  to  sa^iB, 
Teach,  and  inspire,  attend  as  to  the  grave: 
That  they,  wbo  in  bis  faith  and  love  abide, 
Find  in  his  spirit  an  immediate  gnidę: 
This  18  no  morę  a  &ncy,  or  a  whim, 
Tban  that  we  live,  and  move,  and  are  in  bim: 
Let  Naturę,  or  let  Scripture,  be  the  groand, 
Herę  is  tbe  seat  of  tnie  religion  fbond. 
An  earthly  life,  as  life  itself  eiplains, 
Tbe  air  and  spirit  of  this  world  maintains: 
As  plainly  does  an  beaT*nIy  life  dedare, 
Aji  beav*nly  spirit,  and  an  boły  air. 

Wbat  tratfa  morę  plainly  does  tbe  gospel  teach, 
What  doctrine  all  its  missionaries  preach, 
Than  this,  thateT'ry  good  desire  and  tbonght 
Is  in  ns  by  the  Holy  Spirit  wrought? 
For  this  the  working  h\th  prepares  tbe  mtnd; 
Hope  is  expectant,  charity  resignM: 
From  this  blest  guide  the  moment  we  depatt^ 
Wbat  is  there  Idt  to  sanctiiy  the  beart? 
Reason  and  moralfi ?    And  where  live  they  most? 
In  Christian  oomfort,  or  in  stoic  boast? 
Reason  may  paint  anpracti8*d  truth  exact. 
And  morals  rigidly  maintain — no  fact: 
This  is  the  powV  that  raises  them  to  worth, 
Tbat  calls  tbeir  rip*ning  exceHencies  forth. 
Notask  for  this?— May  Heav'n  forbid  tbe  vain, 
The  sad  repose! — ^What  Tirtnecan  remain? 
Wbat  Tirtne  wanting,  if,  within  the  breast, 
This  fiiith,  prodactive  of  all  viitae,  rest, 
Tbat  Qod  is  always  pr(»sent  to  impart 
Bis  Ugtat  and  spirit  to  tbe  willing  beart? 

He,  wbo  can  say  my  willing  beart  began 
To  leem  this  lesson,  may  be  ohristen^d  man; 
Befi»re,  a  son  of  elements  and  eartb; 
Bnt  now,  a  creatnre  of  anotber  birtb; 
Wbose  tnie  legenerated  sool  reri^es. 
And  life  from  bim,  that  ever  li^es,  deńves; 
Freed  1^  eompendions  fkith  from  all  the  pangs 
Of  loog-fetch'd  DiotiTes,  and  perpłeiM  barangues; 
One  word  of  promise  ttedfestly  embrac*d, 
His  beart  is  fixM,  its  whole  dependence  plac'd: 
The  hope  is  rais'd,  that  cannot  but  sucoeed. 
And  found  infellibilfty  indeed; 
Then  ilows  tbe  love  that  no  distinctbn  knows 
Of  systemi  sect,  or  party,  friends,  or  fbes; 
Nor  lores  by  halves;  but,  faithfiil  to  its  cali, 
Stretohes  its  whole  benerolcnce  to  all ; 
It*8  uniyersal  wisb,  th'  angelic  soene, 
That  God  within  tbe  beart  of  man  may  reign ; 
The  tnie  beginuing  ta  the  finał  wfaole, 
Of  HeaT^n,  and  beav'niy  life,  within  tbe  soul. 

This  fiiitb,  and  this  dependence,  once  destroy'd, 
Mail  is  roade  belpless,  and  tbe  gospel  void. 
He  that  is  tangfat  to  seek  elsewhere  for  aid. 
Be  wbo  be  will  the  teacher,  is  betray'd: 
Be  wbat  it  will  tbe  system,  he  *b  en9lav'd; 
Man  by  man'8  Maker  only  can  be  sav'd« 
In  this  one  fountain  of  all  help  to  trust, 
What  is  fflore  easy,  natural,  and  just? 


Talk  what  we  will  of  morals,  and  of  bliss; 
Dur  safety  bas  no  other  souroe  but  this: 
Łed  by  this  faith,  when  man  forsakes  his  mm, 
The  gate  stands  open  to  his  Ood  within : 
There,  in  tbe  tempie  of  bis  soul,  is  foimd» 
Of  inward  central  life,  the  holy  ground  ; 
Tbe  sacred  scenę  of  piety  and  peace, 
Where  new-bom  Christians  feel  the  tife^a  incresi^; 
Blessing,  and  blest,  revlve  to  prisftineyootb, 
And  worship  Cod  in  spirit,  and  in  trutb. 

Had  not  tbe  soul  this  origin,  this  root, 
Wbat  else  were  man  but  a  two-bandtjd  brute  ? 
What  but  a  devil,  had  be  not  possest 
The  seed  of  HeaT'n,  replanted  in  bis  breast  ? 
Tbe  spark  of  potency,  tbe  ray  of  light» 
Histrall,  bis  help,  his  fitness  to  excite 
The  strcDgtb  and  ▼igour  of  celestial  air, 
Faith,  and  the  breath  of  liring  Christians,  prsy'r: 
Not  the  lip-serrice,  nor  the  mouthing  waste 
Of  heartless  words,  without  an  inwaid  taate; 
But  tbe  true  kindling  of  desirous  love, 
That  draws  tbe  willing  graces  from  above;       ^ 
The  thirst  of  good  that  naturally  pants 
After  that  light  and  spirit  which  it  wanta; 
In  wbose  blest  unioąquickly  coincide. 
To  ask,  and  have,  to  want,  and  be  suppljr^. 
Then  does  the  iaithftil  suppliant  diaoem 
Morę  of  true  good,  morę  of  true  naturę  lean, 
Than  from  a  thousand  ▼olumes  on  the  shelf, 
In^ne  meek  intercourse  with  truth  itself. 

All  that  the  gospel  e?er  oould  ordain, 
All  that  the  church*s  daily  rites  maintain, 
Is  to  keep  up,  to  strengtben,  and  employ, 
This  liTcly  feith,  tbisprincipleof  joy; 
This  hope  and  this  possession  of  tbe  end, 
Which  all  ber  pious  institotes  intent; 
Fram'd  to  convey,  wben  freed  from  wordy  strifet 
Tbe  truth,  and  spirit,  of  an  inward  life; 
Whcrein  tb'  etemal  Parent  of  all  Good 
By  his  own  inHuence  is  understood, 
That  man  may  leam  infallibly  aright, 
Blest  in  his  presence,  seeing  in  his  ligbt. 
To  gain  tbe  habit  of  a  godlike  mind, 
To  seek  bis  holy  spirit,  and  to  find. 

In  this  enthusiasm,  advanc*d  tbus  high, 
T  is  a  true  Christian  wish,  to  łive,  and  die. 


A  PARAPHRASE  ON  THE  LOMITS 
PRAYEIL 

Our  Father  which  art  in  Heayen— — 
Fathbr«4o  think  of  his  paternal  care 
Is  a  most  sweet  encouragemeot  to  pcay'r. 
Our  Fatber — all  men's  Father;  to  remind 
That  we  sbould  loTe,  as  brethren,  all  maakind. 
Which  art  in  HeaTen— assuret  an  heaT'nly  birth 
To  all  bis  loring  cbildren  upon  Earth. 

Hallowed  be  tby  name. 

Name— is  eicpressiye  of  a  real  tbing. 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  which  it  is  the  spring. 
Tliy  name— is  therefore  to  be  undeistood 
Tby  biessed  Setf,  tlM>u  Fountain  of  atl  Good. 
Be  hallowed — be  lov'd,  obe3''d,  ador*d. 
By  inward  pray'r  habitu'lly  implor'd. 


Tby  klngdom  come- 


Kingdom^-of  grace,  at  present,  seed  and  root 
Of  futore  glory's  everlasting  fruit. 
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TUęhtęiom^wnt  the  woilirt  war-shifted  sceDe, 
Of  pomp  and  show,  but  IoTe'd  all  peacefal  reign. 
Come^— nile  within  oar  he&rts,  by  grace  di^ine, 
Tin  all  Łhe  kiogdonu  of  the  worid  be  tliiue. 

Thy  win  be  done  in  Earth  aa  it  \$  in  Heaveii. 

Tkj  wiU-^to  eT'ry  good  that  bouDdlesa  pow*n 
CiB  laiie,  if  we  confonn  to  it  with  oart. 
Be  done  in  Eartb— wbere  doing  of  his  will 
Pnmotesall  good,  and  overcomes  all  i  U. 
i»'tis  in  HeaT*n — ^where  all  the  blest  aboTe 
Unt,  with  one  will,  the  liTing  souroeof  love. 

Give  us  tbis  day  our  daily  bread. 

Om  ns— implies  dependence,  whilst  we  Uye, 
Not  00  oorselres,  but  what  he  wtlls  to  gire. 
Tkis  da^-4utt  off  all  oo?etous  detire 
OTonre  and  roore,  than  real  wants  reąuire. 
Oar  daily  bw-ad     whaterer  we  shall  need, 
And  rightly  n^ne,  to  make  it  ours  indeed. 

And  ibrgive  ut  our  trespasaes^— 

Forgi^^-I^ctokenspenitential  sense, 
Aod  hope  for  pardon,  of  confessM  offence. 
U»— takes  io  all,  but  bints  fhe  q>ecial  part 
Of  ev'ry  one,  to  look  to  his  own  heart 
Onrtrespassea— which  theforglTing  graee. 
By  ooriineere  oon^ersion,  musC  effiice. 

Af  we  lorgire  them  that  trespaas  against  na. 

Al  we  foigire —becnose  the  faireat  claim 
Tb  nercy  pray'd  for  ia'  to  ahow  the  same. 
Aad  we  who  ptmy  ahould  all  be  mitided  thus. 
To  pardon  them,  that  treapasa  against  os. 
Włtbont  forgiving,  Christ  was  pleas*d  to  add, 
Oorownibrgireneaa  never  can  be  had. 

And  lead  os  not  into  temptatioo. 

Temptation  risea  in  tbit  worłd,  tbe  field 
Of  good  and  eril,  and  incitea  to  yield. 
Uad  na  not  into  it-— becomea  the  Toice 
Of  aH,  whe  would  not  go  to  i  t  by  choiee. 
Whoie  resignatioo,  mix'd  with  meek  diatniat 
Of  their  own  atrength,  ia  morę  aecurely  juat 

But  deli  Ter  oa  from  eTil<«-^ 

Bot— when  temptation  will,  of  course,  arise, 
Tbe  Haod  that  leads  cao  minister  snppiiea.     • 
0eliver  as— instructa  the  aoul  to  place 
iii  firm  rełiance  on  prutet^ing  Orace. 
FMjfO  eTi!-4iom  the  greatest  evił,  ain; 
Tbe  ooly  one  not  to  be  safely  in. 

For  thine  ia  the  kingdom»  the  power,  and  the 

glory. 

Thine  is  the  kingdom — the  eaaential  ńght 
Toso?*reign  rale,  and  majeaty,  and  might 
Thiae  ii  the  pow*i^— to  btow,  and  to  redeem; 
in  else  ia  weak  whaterer  it  may  aeem. 
TUae  is  the  glory— -manifeady  found 
Ib  all  tby  works,  the  whole  creation  ronnd. 

For  erer  and  e¥er. 

Forever— 4rom  an  unbeginning  aonrce^ 
AhniibitF  Lofve  pnraoea  ita  endleaa  coorae. 
Tbroo^  all  its  icenea,  Eternity  displaya 
New  wondera  to  onr  lieav'nly  Father*a  praiae. 
Kiog,  Fathcr,  Leader,  Judge,  bis  halIow*d  name 
Was,  is,aiid  ererjrill  be,  still  tbe  same. 


Amen* 

Amen  ia  tmth,  in  Hebrew,  and  consent 
To  truth  received,  by  ita  long  nae,  ia  meant. 
Jea*i8,  himaelf  the  trutii,  the  Uring  way, 
The  iitłthfiłl  witneas,  teachea  tbua  to  pray. 
Again  should  we  be  leaming,  and  agatn, 
Tłll  life  becomea  a  pcacticai  amen. 


A  DIFINE  PASTORAŁ. 

The  Lord  is  my  ahepherd,  my  guardian,  an4. 

guide; 
Whataoever  I  want  he  will  kindly  proride: 
Ever  Since  1  was  born,  it  is  be  that  hath  crown'd 
Tbe  life  that  he  gare  me  with  blerainga  all  round: 
While  yet  on  the  breaat  a  poor  infaot  I  hung, 
E'er  timą  had  uiilooien'd  tbe  atrings  of  my  tongue, 
He  gave  me  the  help  whicb  I  could  not  then  ask; 
Now  therefore  to  thank  bim  shall  be  my  tongue*a 

task. 

Thro'  my  tenderest  years,  with  aa  tender  a  care. 
My  soul,  like  a  lamb,  in  his  bosom  he  bare; 
To  the  brook  he  would  lead  me,  whene'er  1  had 

needy 
And  point  out  the  pastore  where  best  I  mlght  feed: 
No  harm  could  approacb  me;  for  he  was  my  ah^.ekl 
Prom  the  ibwla  of  the  air,  and  the  beaata  of  the 

field; 
Tbe  woIf,  to  deTonr  me,  would  oft^ntimea  prowl, 
Bnt  the  Lord  waa  my  ahepherd,  and  goardę{|  my 

aoul. 

How  oft  in  my  jrouth  have  I  wanderM  astray  ^ 
And  atill  he  hath  brought  me  backto  tbe  right 

•  way! 
When,  lost  in  dark  errour,  no  path  I  could  meet, 
Hia  wond,  like  a  lantern,  hath  guided  my  feet: 
What  wond'n>ua  escapea  to  hia  kindneas  I  owe! 
When,  rashand  unthinking,  1  aought  nty  own  woe: 
My  sool  had,  long  aince,  been  gone  down  to  tha 

dcep, 
If  the  Lord  had  not  watched,  when  1  waa  asieep. 

Wbenwe^er,  at  a  distance,  be  aees  me  afiraid* 
He  akipa  o*er  the  mountain,  and  comee  to  my  aid; 
Then  leads  me  h^ck  geutly,  aod  bids  me  abide 
In  the  midat  of  hia  flock,  and  feed  cloae  by  hia  aide: 
How  safc  in  hia  keeping,  how  happy  and  f^ee, 
Cou!d  I  always  remain  where  he  bida  me  to  be ! 
Yea  blfst  are  the  people,  and  happy  thrioe  told, 
That  obey  the  Loni'a  Toice,  and  abide  in  hia  ibid. 

llie  fo!d  it  is  fuli,  and  the  pasture  is  green; 
All  isfriendship  and  love,  and  no  enemy  seen: 
There  the  Lord  dweila,  amongst  ua,  upon  hia  own 

HiU; 
With  the  flocka  all  around  him  awaiting  hia  will: 
Himsełf,  in  the  midat,  with^  prorident  eye 
Regardingour  wants,  and  procuring  aupply; 
An  abundance  springa  np  of  each  nourishing  bud» 
And  we  gatber  his  gifta,  aod  are  filled  with  good. 

At  his  Toice,  or  example,  we  morę,  or  we  atay; 
For  the  Lord  is  himaelf  both  our  leader  and  way : 
Tbe  hilla  amoke  with  iucenae  where'er  he  hath 

trod. 
And  a  sacred  perfbme  shows  the  footstcps  of  Ood» 
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Wbile  blest  with  his  presence,  tbe  Talle3r8  beneath 
A  sweet  smellłng  saTour  inces-santly  breatbe : 
The  ddig^ht  is  rcnewM  of  each  sensible  thing; 
And  behold  in  their  bloom  ałl  tbe  beauty  of  spring. 

Or,  if  a  quite  dtfferent  scenę  be  prepare, 
'  ''  '     And  we  marcb  tbro'  tbe  wildeniess,  barren  and 
./  /  bare; 

-        By  his  wonderful  works  we  we  plainly  eoough, 
l*bat  tbe  Eartb  is  tbe  Lord's,  and  tbe  fuUness 

tbereof: 
If  we  banger,  and  thirst,  and  are  ready  to  faint, 
A  relief  in  due  season  prevent8  our  complaint; 
The  lain,  at  his  word,  brings  us  food  firom  tbe 

sky, 
And  rocks  beoome  ri^ers  when  we  are  adiy. 

From  tbe  fruitfiillest  bill  to  tbe  barrenest  rock, 
Tbe  Lord  bath  madę  all  for  tbe  sake  of  his  flpck ; 
And  tbe  flock,  iń  return,  the  Lord  always  confess 
;  In  plenty  tbeir  joy,  and  their  hope  in  distress: 
^  He  bebolds  in  our  welfore  his  glory  disp1ay'd. 
And  we  find  ourselyes  blest  i  o  obedience  repayM; 
With  a  cheer^l  regard  we  attend  to  bis  ways;  . 
Oor  .attention  is  pray*r9  and  our  bbeerfiilness 
praise. 

The  Lord  is  ny  shepherd;  what  then  sball  1 
fear? 
What  danger  can  fnghten  me  wbilst  he  is  near? 
Not,  when  tbe  time  calls  me  to  walk  tbro'  the  vale 
Of  th«  Shadbw  of  Death,  sball  my  heart  e^er  fail  j 
Tho'  afraid,  of  myself,  to  pursue  tbe  dark  way, 
Thy  rod,  and  thy  staff,  be  my  comfort  ańd  stay; 
For  1  know,  by  thy  guidance,  when  once  it  is  past. 
To  a  fountain  of  life  it  will  bring  me  at  last. 

Tbe  Lord  is  become  my  salration  and  song, 
tlis  blessing  sball  follow  me  all  my  life  long: 
Whatsoerer  condition  he  plaoes  me  in, 
I  am  surę  't  is  the  best  it  could  ever  have  been : 
For  the  Lord  he  is  good,  and  bis  mercies  are  sare;< 
He  only  afllicts  us  in  order  to  cure: 
The  Lord  will  I  praise  wbile  I  bare  any  breath; 
Be  content  all  my  life,  and  resign'd  at  my  death. 


A  TBANKSGiriNG  HYMff, 

O  COMB  let  us  sing  to  the  Lord  a  new  song. 
And  praise  him  to  whom  all  our  praises  belong; 
Wbite  we  enter  his  tempie,  with  gladness  and 

joy. 

Let  a  psalm  of  thaiiksgiTing  our  yoices  employ : 
O  come,  to  his  name,  let  us  joyfuUy  sing; 
For  the  Lord  is  a  great  and  omnipotent  king : 
By  bis  word  were  the  HeaT^n;:,  and  the  host  of 
them  madę;  [lald. 

And  of  all  the  round  world  tbe  foundation  he 

He  placM,  in  the  centrę,  yon  beautifbl  Sun ; 
Ąnd  the  oibs  that^  about  him,  due  distances  run ; 
To  receive,  as  they  baste  their  vA8t  rounda  to 

complete, 
Of  a  lastre  so  dazzling,  the  light  and  the  beat, 
What  laneuage  of  men  can  the  brightness  unfold 
Of  bis  presence,  whose  creature  they  cannot  be- 
'     hołd? 
'  What  a  light  is  his  light !  of  its  infinite  day 
The  Son,  by  his  spiendour^  can  paint  but  a  ray. 


Tbe  Sun,  in  the  ev^aing,  is  out  of  our  fli^ltt, 
AAd  the  Moon  is  enligbten'd  to  gOTern  the  nigbts 
His  power  we  behold,  in  yon  high  arched  roMMf, 
When  the  staft,  in  l^eir  order;  shine  forth  in  Hi 
proof:  [■e^ 

Wbile  the  woiks,  so  immense,  of  thy  fingers  we 
And  reflect  on  our  littleness.  Lord,  what  are  we? 
Yet,  wbile  *t  is  our  glory  thy  Name  to  adore» 
Etcu  angels  of  Heay'n  cannot  boast  nńj  morę. 

Praise  tbe  Lord,  Upon  eartb,  all  ye  natioBS  and 

lands, 
Ye  seasons  and  times,  tbat  fulfiłl  his  comrasuadf ; 
Let  bis  works^  in  all  piaces,  his  goodnets  procdaiin. 
And  the  people,  wbo  see  tbem,  give  thaaks  to  bis 

name:  [brings 

For  the  good,  which  be  wills  to  conmiontcate, 
Into  visible  form  his  iuTisible  things:  [ordain, 
Tbeir  appearance  may  change,  as  his  law  sball 
But  the  goodness  tbat  foims  will  for  ever 


What  a  world  bf  good  things  does  all  natme 

produce,  [uae? 

Which  the  Lord,  in  bis  mercy,  bath  raade  m  our 
The  Eaitb,  by  his  blessing  bestowM  on  its  9oiI> 
By  bis  rain,  and  his  sun  shine,  j^res  com,  wioe, 

and  oil: 
Let  men  to  adore  him  then  thankfully  join, 
When  fill'd  with  bis  bread,  or  madę  glad  by  his 

winę; 
As  in  wealth,  So  in  gratitlide,  let  them  abound. 
And  tbe  voice  of  his  praise  be  b^azd  all  tbe  world 

round. 

They,  that  o'er  the  wide  ocean  tbeir  bn^nesi 

pursue, 
Can  teU  to  his  wonders  what  praises  are  <}be: 
When  tost,  to  and  fh),  by  tbe  bqge  swellińg  ware, 
They  rise  up  to  Heav>n,  or  sink  down  to  the  grave; 
DismayM  with  the  tempest,  tbat  mocks  at  tbeir 

skilł, 
They  ery  to  the  Lord,  and  he  maketh  it  stiU : 
His  works  in  remembrance  ye  mańnens  keep. 
And  praise  him  whose  jodgmeots  are  like  tb^ 

great  deep. 

He  Btllleth  the  waves'of  tbe  botsterons  sea; 
And  the  tumults  of  men,  morb  outrageous  thaa 

they: 
Thy  goodness,  O  Lord,-  let  the  people  confess, 
Whom  wars  do  not  waste,  nor  proud  tjrrants  op- 

press; 
And  devoutiy  contemplate  thy  wonderful  ways,' 
Thou  tbat  tumest  tbe  "fierceness  of  men  to  (by 

praise:  [crease; 

Then  lands,  in  due  season,  shall  yield  tbeir  in- 
And  the  Lord  give  his  people  the  blessings  of 

peace. 

The  Lord  he  is  high,  far  above  all  our  tfaoiigbfe^ 
How  then  sball  we  worship  him  so  as  we  ought? 
What  tongue  can  espress,  or  what  words  can  iln* 

Ibrth 
The  praise  which  is  due  to  bis  excellent  worth? 
Ye  righteous,  and  ye  tbat  in  rirtue  excei], 
Begin  the  glad  taisk  which  beoomes  you  so  wdl; 
The  Lord  sball  be  pleaa^d  when  be  heareth  yoor 

voice. 
And  ia  bis  own  works  sball  tik>  Almigbty  i^iee. 

The  Lord  bath  bis  dwetting  £sr  out  of  oor  riew^ 
And  yet  hnmbletb  bimself  t»  beboU  what  we  do; 
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Tb  hłf  woikfl,  all  aroiind  him,  his  mercieB  extend. 
Hit  woriu  have  no  number,  his  mercies  no  end ; 
He  ftDeepteth  our  thaaks,  if  tbe  beart  do  but  pajr ; 
XW  W9  nerer  cmn  reach  Yńm,  by  all  we  can  say. 
łkMT  jiMt  is  tbe  duty !  how  pure  the  delight ! 
teaoe  whibt  we  give  praises  we  bonour  him  right. 

Piaise  the  Lord,  O  my  soot !  all  tbe  powita  of 
my  mind,  [kind! 

Pnise  tbe  Lord,  wbó  bath  been  tó  exc6edingly 
Wbo  ipaieth  my  life,  and  focgiveth  my  sin, 
Still  directetb  the  way  tbśt  I  ongbt  to  walie  in: 
Wbeo  I speak,  lei  me  thaok  him}  wheneyer  I  wńte, 
Tbe  Rmembrance  of  him  Jet  tbe  subject  excite ; 
fSttide,  Lord,  to  tby  glory,  my  tongae«  and  my  pen, 
Yea,  let  ev*Tj  tbing  praise  tbee— Samen,  and  amen« 


AN  KYBtS  ON  THE  OBftSIPRESENCE. 

Dr  Lofd !  thoa  hast  known  me,  and  searcbad  me 

outy 
Thou  see^  at  all  times,  what  Pm  tbłnking  about; 
When  1  rise  up  to  laboar,  or  lie  down  to  rest, 
Ttan  markest  eacb  motion  tbiit  works  in  my 

bredat)  [tell. 

My  beart  bśl  no  secrets,  but  what  thou  can'st 
Rotawocd  in  my  tongue>  but  thou  knowest  it 

well; 
ThM  see'st  my  intention  befbfe  it  ts  wrought, 
Loog  belbre  I  conceiye  it,   thou  knowest  my 

thonght 

Thou  art  ilways  ^boot  ttie,  go  whither  I  will, 
AU  Uk  paths  that  I  take  io,  1  meet  with  thee still; 
I  go  fordi  abroad,  and  am  under  thine  eye, 
I  retire  to  mysełf,  and  behold !  thou  art  by ; 
How  is  it  tbat  thoa  hast  encompas8'd  me  so 
TbatI  cannot  escape  tbee»  wherever  J  go? 
Soch  knowledge  as  tł^is  is.too  bigh  io  attain, 
Tts  a  tratb  which  I  feel,  tho*  I  cannot  explkin. 

Whither  then  shall  I  flee  from  tby  ipirit,  O 

Loid? 
Whatsbelter  can  apaoe  from  thy  presence  afibrd? 
If  I  climb  lip  to  Ueav^n»  *t  is  there.is  Iby  throne, 
If  1  go  down  to  Heli,  eveo  there  thou  art  known ; 
If  for  wiogs  I  sliould  mount  on  tbe  Moruing'ś 

strift  ray. 
And  mmlin  in  the  nttermost  partS  of  tbe  sea, 
EtoD  there;  t^  thedistance  be  erer  so  wide, 
Thf  haod  woold  support  me,  tby  right  band  would 

guide. 

tf  I  say,  peradrentnre,  the  dark  may  oonceal 
Wkst  distence,  tbo'  boundlesi,  is  forc*d  to  reveal, 
Tet  the  dark,  at  thy  presence,  would  yanish  away» 
Aad  my  corering,  the  night,  would  be  turu*d  into 

days 
kit  I  myielf  oniy  wbo  ooald  not  then  tee, 
Tcs,  tbe  darknets,  O  Lord,  is  no  darkness  to  thee : 
Tbtaigkt,andthe  day^crealike  in  tby  sigfat, 
Aaitht  dHkncM,  totbee,  is  aa  elear  aa  the  Ught 


TBE  COILBCT  POR  ADFSNT  BUNDAY. 

AunfiRT  Qod,  tlTf  heav*ttly  gnce  impart, 
Aad  cątt  tha  wmrkt  of  darimesa  iir«m  aur  beart; 


Send  ns  thy  light,  and  arm  uś  for  the  strife 
Against  all  eyils  of  tbis  mortal  life; 
O^er  which  our  Sa^iour  Jesus  Christ;  tby  lon, 
With  great  humillty  the  conąuest  won : 
That  when,  in  glory,  our  victorious  Head 
Shall  come  to  judge  the  liring  and  the  dead, 
We  may,  thro*  him,  to  life  immortal  spring, 
Wherein  he  reigns,  the  everlasting  King; 
The  Father,  Son,  and  śpirit  may  adote. 
One  gloriods  Ood  Triune,  for  eyermore. 


hYmns  Por  cbrźstmjs  day. 

Om  tbis  auspicions,  memonłble  morn, 
God  and  tbe  Virgtn*s  holy  chitd  was  bom; 
Offspring  of  Heay'n,  whose  nndefiled  birtb 
K^ao  the  pirocess  of  redeeming  Earth; 
Of  re-ptoducing  Paradise  again. 
And  God's  lost  image  in  the  sóuls  of  men. 

Adani,  who  kept  not  his  first  state  of  bliss, 
Rend'red  himself  incapable  of  tbis; 
Nor  could  he,  with  his  outward  helpmate  Eve, 
This  pure;  angeiic,  virgin  birtb  retriere: 
Tbis,  in  oar  naturę,  oever  could, be  done, 
Uutil  a  yirgiii  sbould  conceiye  a  son. 

Mary,  prepar^d  for  sućh  a  chaste  embraoe^ 
Was  destin*d  to  this  mi  racie  of  grace; 
In  hcT  unfolded  tbe  mysterious  plan 
Of  man's  salvation,  God'B  l>ecoming  man; 
His  power,  with  her  hnmility  combin'd, 
Produc'd  the  sinlesi  Savióur  of  mankind. 

The  beighth  and  depth  of  snob  amasing  lovn 
Nor  can  we  mcasure,  nor  the  blest  abore; 
Its  tnith  whoeyer  reaaons  right  will  own, 
Man  neyer  could  Be  say'd  by  man  alone: 
Sahation  is,  if  rigfatly  we  deflne, 
Union  of  humau  naturę  with  diyine. 

What  way  to  this,  unless  it  had  been  trod 
By  the  new  birth  of  an  inearnute  God? 
Birth  of  a  life,  thattriumphs  oyer  death, 
A  life  inspir^d  by  God'8  immortal  breath; 
For  which  himself,  to  saye  u:*  from  the  tomb, 
Did  not  abhor  the  Yirgin  MoŁher*8  wonib. 

O  may  this  infant  Sayiour*s  birth  inspire 
Qf  real  life  an  humble,  chaste  dcsire ! 
Raiae  it  up  in  lisI  form  it  in  our  miad, 
Like  the  blest  Virgin*8,  toŁally  resign'd! 
A  mortal  life  fntra  Adam  wederive; 
We  are,  in  Christ,  eternally  alive. 


ON  TUB  SAME. 

CiiRifTiANS  awake,  salute  the  happy  robm, 
Whereon  the  Sariour  of  the  world  was  borni 
Rise,  to  adore  the  roysiery  of  love, 
Which  bosts  of  angełs  cbanted  from  aboye: 
With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begun 
Of  God  incamate,  and  tbe  Yiigin^s  Son : 
Then  to  tbe  watcbfiil  shepberds  it  was  told, 
Who  beard  tb* aogelic  herald's  yoice— '* Behold! 
I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Suyioui^s  birtb 
To  you,  and  all  the  nations  upon  Earth ; 
This  day  bath  God  fulfillM  his  promisM  word; 
Thia day  it  bom  aSayiouFi  Christ,  the Loid: 
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In  Dmvid'8  city,  shepherd^,  ye  shall  find 
The  long  foretold  Redeemer  ofmankiiid; 
Wrapt  up  in  swaddling  clotbes,  the  babę  dlyine 
Lies  in  a  manger;  this  shall  be  your  sifpi/' 
He  spake,  and  stniightway  the  celestial  choir, 
In  hymns  of  joy,  unknpwn  before,  conspire: 
The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sung, 
And  Heav»n8  whole  orb  with  haOelujahs  rang: 
Ood's  bighest  glory  was  their  anthem  Btill ; 
Peace  upon  Eaith,  and  mutua]  good-will.     [ran, 
To  Bethlehem  straight  tb>  enlightened  shepherds 
To  see  the  nronder  Ood  had  wrougbt  for  man; 
And  foand,  with  Joseph  and  the  blessed  maid, 
Her  son,  the  Savionr,  in  a  manger  laid. 
Ama2'd,  the  wpnd*rou8  story  they  proclaim ; 
The  first  apostles  of  his  infant  feune: 
Whłle  Marykeeps,  and  ponders  in  her  heart, 
The  beaT>nly  rision,  which  the  swains  impart; 
They  to  their  flocks,  still  praising  God,  return, 
And  their  glad  hearts  within  their  bosoms  bum. 

Let  us,  like  these  good  shepherds  tben,  employ 
Oargrateful  roices  to  proclaim  the  joy: 
Uke  Mary,  let  us  ponder  in  our  mind 
Qod'8  wondVous  love  in  saring  lost  mankind; 
Artleas,  and  watchftil,  as  these  IsTOur^d  swains, 
While  yirgin  meekness  in  the  heart  remains: 
Tracę  wę  the  babę,  who  bas  retriev*d  our  loss, 
From  his  poor  manger  to  his  bitter  cross; 
Treading  his  stcps,  assisted  by  his  grace, 
TłU  man^s  first  heav'n1y  state  again  takes  place: 
Then  may  we  hope,  th»  angelic  thrones  among. 
To  sing,  redeem*d,  a  glad  triumphal  song: 
He  tbat  was  bom,  npon  this  joyful  day, 
Around  us  all,  his  glory  sball  display; 
SayM  by  bis  love,  incessant  we  shall  sing 
Of  angels,  and  of  angel-men,  the  Ring. 


ON  THE  EPIPHANY. 

Ln>  by  the  guidance  of  a  liring  star, 
The  eastera  sages  trarellM  from  afiir 
To  seek  tba  Savioar,  by  prophetic  fiane 
De8crib'd  to  them  as  King  of  Jews  by  name; 
Whoae  birtb,  to  gentiles  worthy  of  his  sight, 
Was  now  declar^d  by  this  angelic  light. 

To  łts  fuli  height  th*  expectancy  had  grown 
Of  what  the  leanied  foreigners  madę  known; 
Wben  at  Jerusalem  the  sacred  news 
Was  spread  by  them  to  Herod,  and  the  Jews; 
•*  Where  is  hc  born  ?  For  by  his  star,"  they  said, 
**  Tlius  far  to  worship  him  hare  we  been  led.** 

Herod,  who  had  in  his  tyrannic  mind 
No  thought  of  empire,  but  of  earthly  kind, 
Jealous  of  this  new  king  of  Jewish  tribes, 
In  hastę  assemblM  all  the  priests,  and  scribes; 
Where  Christ  was  to  be  bom  was  his  demand^- 
■*  In  Bethlehem,'*  they  said,  *'  in  Juda's  land.** 

He  cal1'd  the  magi,  prirately  again, 
To  learn  from  them  the  time,  precisely,  when 
The  star,  which  had  conducted  them,  appear*d : 
And,  having  a)l  his  wiły  que8tions  clear*d, 
Bad  them  to  seek  the  chiid,  and  from  the  view 
Come,  and  tell  him,  that  be  might  worship  too. 

Tbey  ,ipumey'd  on  to  the  appointed  place, 
Which  Jewisb  prieyts  fiom  prophecy  could  traoe: 


Cheer^d  by  the  star'8  appearance  on  tbe  W9j, 
That  pointed  where  the  infant  Sariourlay; 
Meekly  they  stepp*d  into  his  humble  shrine. 
And  fell  to  worshipping  the  babę  divine. 

The  Yirgin  motber  saw  them  all  prefer 
Their  off*rings,  gold,  and  frankincense,  and  mynii; 
But  warn*d  of  Ood  his  Father,  in  a  dream, 
They  disappointed  Herod*s  murd*rous  scbeoie; 
And,  haring  seen  the  object  of  their  feith, 
Souglit  their  own  country  by  another  patb. 

Does  not  reflection  justly  hence  arise, 
That  in  the  east,  so  (amons  for  Ihe  wise, 
The  tnie«t  learning,  sapience,  and  skill, 
Was  theirs,  who  sought,  amidst  the  rarious  iłl 
Which  tbey  bcbeld,  for  that  predicted  scenę, 
That  should  on   Earth  commence  an  heaT*Dl]r 
reig^? 

These  troe  inqulrers  into  Naturę  saw 
That  Naturę  must  have  some  sinperior  law- 
Some  righteous  monarch,  for  the  good  of  all. 
To  rale  with  jnstice  this  di8order*d  bali ; 
Their  hnmble  sense  of  wants,  o*er1ook*d  by  piide, 
Madę  them  so  worthy  of  the  starlike  guide. 

We  read  how,  then,  the  Tery  pagan  schooi 
Was  aWd  with  rumours  of  a  3ewish  rale: 
Tho'  Jews  themselve9,  as  at  this  present  day, 
Dreamt  of  a  worłdly  domineerinc  sway; 
The  trały  wise,  or  Jew,  or  Gentiie,  sought 
A  Christ,  the  ubject  of  an  happier  thought. 

They  best  could  understand  prophetic  pa^, 
Simple,  or  leara'd,  the  shepherd,  or  tbe  sagę: 
Their  eyes  could  see,  and  foUow  a  trae  light» 
That  led  them  on  from  prophecy  to  sight: 
Cuuld  own  the  Son  who,  by  the  Father*s  will, 
Should  reign  a  King  on  Sion*s  holy  Hill. 

Of  treasures  which  the  wise  were  movVS  to  brin;, 
If  gold  presented  might  confeas  the  king, 
Incense  to  his  dirinity  relate. 
And  myrrb  denote  his  bitter,  sufPring  state^ 
They  ofier'd  types  of  the  theaiidric  plan 
Of  our  saIvation,  God's  becoming  man. 

In  this  redeeming  process  all  concurr^d 
To  gire  surę  proof  of  the  prophetic  word; 
Jesus,  Emanuel,  the  inward  light 
Of  all  mankind,  who  seek  the  truth  aright, 
Forms  in  the  heart  of  all  the  wise  on  Earth 
The  true  day-star,  tbe  token  of  his  birth. 


MEDlTJTlOyS 

FOR  EYERY  UAY  IN  PASSION  WEBK. 

MONDAY* 

God  in  Ckrisi  is  aU  looe, 

Bkrołd  tbe  tender  Iotc  of  God !— ^bold 
The  Shepherd  dying  to  redeem  his  fold! 
Who  can  declare  it?«-Worthy  to  be  koown— 
What  tongne  can  speak  it  wortbily  ?— Hisown: 
From  his  own  sacred  lipa  the  theme  began, 
The  glorioos  gospel  of  God*8  love  to  man. 

So  great,  so  boundless  was  it,  that  be  pm 
Hif  only  Son — and  for  what  eiid?«— To  lafe; 
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NottocondeniB;  if  omd  róecttiieligbft, 
Tlw]r,oftbeni8elTet,coQdemo  tbeauelyesto  night; 
Ood,  in  bil  Son,  seeks  only  to  display, 
h  ef*Tf  heart,  an  everiasting  day. 

**  God  hath  m>  thown  bis  love  to  ns,*'  sa3r8  Paul, 
«  Evvn  yet  sinnert,  that  Cbrist  dy*d  for  all:" 
Pder,  tbat  God*8  aD  gracious  aim  is  this. 
By  Cbrist,  to  cali  us  to  eternal  bliss: 
Of  tli  tb'  iuspirM  to  underetand  the  V]ew 
Łove  18  tbe  text«^and  love  tbe  commeiit  too; 

The  (cnmiid  to  bnild  all  faitb  aod  worics  upon; 
"  For  Ood  is  fore"—- says  the  beloTed  John— 
Ooftword-^but  meaning  infiniti^ly  wide, 
hcMing  all  tbat  can  be  said  beside; 
hdodiog  all  the  joyful  trutbs  abore 
ne  pow^  of  eloąucnce— *for— '*  Ood  is  toye." 

Thiak  on  the  proof,  tbat  John  Irom  Jesns 
leani*d, 
b  tliu  was  <3od's  amazing  lore  di8cem'd, 
Bccanse  be  sent  bis  Son  to  as;  tbat  we 
lligbilive  thro*  hiin — how  plaio  it  is  to  sae 
That,  if  ia  tbis,  in  eT'ry  other  fbct, 
Wkeie  Ood  is  agent*  lorę  is  in  tbe  act. 

Eoential  cbamcter,  (whatever  word 
Of  diiTreot  sound  in  scriptare  bas  occunM) 
Or all  tbat »  asćrib^d  to  God;  of  all 
ThatcsD  by  bis  immedtate  will  befiill: 
The  9uk'$  brigfat  orb  may  lose  its  shining  flame, 
But«o?e  remains  unchangeably  the  same. 


TUESDAY. 

Ben  Ckriti  fuenckeih  the  wraik  ąfGod  m  uf. 

Thi  SaTtonr  dy'd,  aceording  to  oor  fiuth* 
ToqiieBch»  atone,  or  pacify  a  wrath — 
BaU-^God  is  love^i— be  bas  no  wrath  his  own; 
Bathiog  in  bim  to  qiiencb,  or  to  atone: 
Of  all  tbe  wrath,  tbat  scripture  bas  re\rea]'d, 
Thepoor  fiilPn  creatnre  wanted  to  be  łieal*d. 

God,  of  his  own  parę  lorę,  was  pleas*d  to  give 
ne  Loid  of  Life,  that  thro'  bim  it  might  liye; 
Thio'  Christ;  becaoae  nonę  other  oonld  be  found 
To  beal  tbe  buman  naturę  of  \Xs  wonnd : 
Tbii  great  pfaysician  of  the  soal  had,  surę, ' 
la  him,  who  gare  bim,  no  defect  to  cure. 

.  He  did,  he  sufler^  ey'ry  tbtng,  tbat  we 
Trooi  vrath,  by  sin  enkindPd,  might  be  free» 
Tbewntb  of  God,  in  us,  that  is,  the  fire 
Of  baiaing  life,  without.the  love-desire ; 
Wtthonttbe  light,  which  Jesus  came  to  raise, 
Aalchtose  tbe  wrath  into  a  joyful  blaze. 

TIm  wrath  łs  God^s;  but  io  himself  unfelt; 
Al  ioe  and  firost  are  his,  and  pow'r  to  melt: 
KoteveD  man  coold  any  wrath,  as  such, 
Tm  he  had  lost  his  fest  perfection,  toucb : 
J^  bas  but  one  immutable  good  will, 
lobten  his  creatures,  and  to  Siayę  from  ill. 

Coidial,  or  Mtter  a  physician'e  draugbt, 
«*patieot|s  bealth  is  in  his oidMng  thought: 
wi  mercies,  or  God'8  judgments  be  the  name^ 
Ktentl  bealth  Is  his  all-saying  aim. 

Yengeanoe  belongs  to  God'*— and  so  itshould— 

'orI«?ealone  can  tura  it  aU  to  good. 
TOLxy. 


All  tbaty  in  natnre,  by  tbis  aet  is  dona 
Is  to  give  life;  and  life  is  in  bis  Spn: 
Wben  hit  humtUty,  bis  meekness  finds 
Healiog  admtssion,  into  willing  mtndit, 
Ali  wrath  disperses,  Iłke  a  gatb*ring  sore; 
Pain  is  its  cure,  and  tt  ezists  no  morę. 


WEDNESDAY. 

Ckriń  md^teA  Ae  jtuHu  qf  Gad  hy  fuJflS»g  OŁ 

ńgkieoumeu, 

JumCB  demandet^  sattsbction— Yes; 
And  ougbt  to  haye  it  where  injustice  is: 
But^— there  is  nonę  in  God-Mt  cannot  meaii 
Demand  of  justice  where  it  bas  fuli  reign: 
To  dwell  in  man  it  rightiully  demands, 
Such  as  be  came  from  his  Creator^s  haods. 

Man  had  departed  from  a  rigbteous  state, 
Whłch  be,  at  flrat,  must  bave,  if  God  oreate: 
'Tis  therefore  caird  God*s  rigbteousness;  and 
Be  satisfyM  by  man^  becoming  just :  [must 

Must  ezercise  good  yengeance  npon  men, 
>Till  it  legain  its  rigbts  in  them  again. 

Tbis  was  the  justice,  for  which  Christ  became 
A  man,  to  satisfy  its  rigbteous  claim; 
Became  Redeemer  of  the  buman  race,     « 
That  sin,  in  them,  to  justice  might  glye  place: 
To  satisfy  a  just,  and  rigbteous  will, 
U  neither  morę,  nor  less,  than  to  fulfiL 

It  was,  in  Ood,  the  toying  will  that  sought 
Tbe  joy  of  haying  man*8  salyation  wrought: 
Hence,  in  his  Son,  so  infinitely  plea8*d 
With  righteousness  fulfilPd,  and  wrath  appeasM: 
Not  with  merę  suff^ring,  wbich  be  neyer  wiUs, 
But  with  merę  loye,  that  triumph*d  oyer  iUs. 

'Twas  tender  mercy— -by  the  cburch  confess'd, 
Befbre  sbe  feeds  tbe  sacramental  gnest; 
Rememb'ring  him,  who  offer'd  up  his  soul 
A  sacrifice  for  sin,  fuli,  perfect,  wbole, 
Sufficient,  satisfactory->-and  all 
Tbat  woids  (hów  short  of  meńt ! )  can  reealL 

And  when  receiy*d  his  body,  and  his  blood, 
Tbe  life  en^Iing  to  be  just,  and  good» 
Offhring,  ayailable  thro'  him  alone, 
Body,  and  soul,  a  sacrifioe  ber  own : 
From  him,  from  his,  so,  justice  bas  its  due; 
itself  restor'd, — not  any  tbing  in  licu. 


THURSDAY. 
Christ  the  begpuur  andjbmher  qf  the  new  Ęfe  in  wun, 

Dbad  as  men  are,  in  trespasses  and  sins, 
Wbence  ia  it  in  them  that  new  life  begins? 
'Tis  that,  by  God'8  great  mercy,  loye  aud  graoe^ 
Tbe  seed  of  Christ  is  in  the  buman  race^  ' 
Tbat  inward,  hidden  man,  tbat  can  reyive, 
And,  dead  in  Adam,  rise  in  Christ  aliye. 

Life  natural,  aod  life  diyine  pospess^d, 
Must  needs  unitę,  to  make  a  creature  bleasM; 
Tbe  first,  a  feeling  hunger,  and  desire 
Of  what  it  cannot  of  itself  acquire; 
Wherein  the  second,  entering  to  dwell, 
Makes  all  an  Heay'n»  tbat  would  be  elae  aa  Hdl. 
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As  oniy  ligbt  all  darkness  can  expel, 
So  was  his  conquest  over  death,  and  Heli, 
The  only  possible,  eflfectual  way 
Torai»e  to  life  what  A«iani's  sin  could  slay: 
Death  by  thc  falling,  by  the  rising  Man 
The  resurrection  of  the  dead  b^an. 

This  heav»nly  parent  of  the  haman  race 
The  steps,  that  Adam  fełl  by,  could  retrace; 
Couid  bear  the  sufTrings  requisite  to  save  j 
Could  die,  a  man,  and  triumph  o*er  the  jrrarc: 
This,  for  our  sakes,  incarnate  love  could  do; 
Oreat  is  the  myster}— 4ind  greatly  true. 

jprophets,  apostles,  martyrs,  and  the  choir 
Of  hoiy  TiTgin  witnesscs,  couspire 
To  animate  a  Christian  to  endure 
Wbacever  cross  God  gives  him,  for  his  cure: 
Łooking  to  Jesus,  who  has  led  the  way 
From  death  to  life,  from  darkness  into  day. 

.  Unmov'd  by  earthly  good,  or  earthly  ill, 
The  man  Christ  Jesus  wrought  God»8  blessed  will: 
Death,  in  the  naturę  of  the  thing,  that  honr 
Whcrein  he  dy*d,  lost  all  its  deadly  pow^r: 
Then,  then  was  open'd,  by  what  he  8ustain'd, 
The  gate  of  life,  and  Paradise  regain'd. 

FEIDAY. 

Haw  Hhś  ittffermgt  md  deaA  of  Ckrid  are  avmlable  ło 

tnan*i  Maltaion. 

WiTH  hearts  deep  rooted  in  love's  holy  groand 
Should  be  ador^d  this  mystery  profound 
Of  God»s  Messiah,  8uff*rin.«r  in  our  frame ; 
The  Lamb  Christ  Jesus— blesscd  be  bis  name! 
Bying,  in  this  humanity  of  ours, 
To  introduce  his  own  life-giving  pow^rs. 

Herein  is  love !  descending  from  his  throne, 
The  Vath'  r'8  bosom,  for  our  sakes  alone, 
What  Earth,  what  Heli,  could  wrathfully  unitę 
Of  łlls,  he  vanquish'd  with  enduring  might: 
Legions  of  angels  ready  at  command, 
Siugly  hechose  to  bear,  and  to  withstand. 

To  bear,  intent  upon  mankind^s  relief, 
Ev?ry  eycess  of  ev'ry  shame,  and  grief; 
Of  inward  antniish,  past  all  thought  severe; 
Such  as  pure  innocence  alone  could  bear: 
DerUish  temptation,  treachery,  and  ragę, 
Kaked,  for  us,  did  innocence  engage. 

Naird  to  a  cross  it  sufier^d,  and  fbrgare; 
And  showM  the  penitent  its  powV  to  save: 
It»s  majesty  confe68*d  by  Naturc*s  shock; 
Darkness— and  earthquake*— and  the  rented  rock. 
And  openini^  grayes— the  prelude  to  that  pow*r, 
Which  rosę  in  sutfring  I^ye^s  momentous  honr. 

No  other  pow^r  could  save,  but  Jesus  can; 
The  li^ing  God  was  in  the  dying  man: 
Who,  perfect^d  by  suff'rings,  from  the  graye 
Rosę  in  the  fulness  of  all  pow'r  to  save: 
With  that  one  blessed  life  of  God  to  fili 
The  vacant  soul,  that  yieldeth  up  its  wilL 

To  l^m  is  ev'r3''  pious  Christian^s  part, 
From  his  great  master,  this  most  holy  art; 
This  our  high  calling,  priyilege,  and  prize, 
With  him  to  suifer,  and  with  him  to  rise : 
To  liv.e--to  die — ^meek,  patient,  and  resign^d  ^ 
To^  God^  good  pleasure,  with  a  Christ-like  miiid. 


SATURDAT. 

Hom  Christ  hff  ku  death  oeercame  śealk 

Jesus  is  crucify^d — ^the  preripus  scenę 
Of  our  saWation,  and  his  glorious  reign: 
Mysterious  process !  th(^  by  Naturę^  lawi, 
Such  an  effect  demanded  such  a  canse: 
For  nonę  but  he  coold  form  the  grand  desigD^ 
And  ratae,  anew,  the  human  life  diTine. 

No  less  a  my  stery  can  claim  belief, 
That  what  belongs  to  our  redeeming  chief: 
Divine,  and  supematural  indeed 
The  loye  that  moT'd  the  Son  of  God  to  Ueed; 
But  what  he  was,  and  did,  in  each  lespect. 
Was  real  cause  producing  its  effect. 

Children  of  Adam  needs  must  ibare  his  fidl; 
Children  of  Christ  can  re-inherit  all: 
This  was  the  one»  and  therefore  cfaoten  way. 
For  Love  to  manifest  its  AiU  display: 
Absurd  tbe  tbonght  of  arbitrary  plant; 
Nature's  one,  true  religion  this— -and  ma&*s. 

All  that  we  know  of  God,  and  Naturę  too^ 
Proyes  the  salvation  of  the  gospel  true; 
Where  all  unites  in  one  consistent  whole, 
The  life  of  God  reneWd  within  the  soul: 
Renew'd  by  Chrł8t-«he  only  could  resto^ 
The  heav>n  in  man  to  what  it  was  before: 

Could  raise  God's  image,  clos'd  in  death  by  u, 
And  raise  himsdf,  tiie  li^ht  of  life,  therein: 
Thc  one  same  light  that  mdkes  angelic  bliss; 
That  sprcads  an  heay^n  thro^  Natare*8  whole  abyś: 
The  light  of  Naturr,  and  the  light  of  men, 
That  giyes  the  dead  his  pow*r  to  live  agaio. 

"The  way,  the  truth,  the  life"— whateyer  toni 
Praferr^d,  'tis  him  that  e%'^ry  good  affirms; 
The  one  trae  Sayiour;  all  is  dnng  and  droś^ 
In  saying  sense,  but  Jesus  and  his  •cross: 
All  naturę  speaks;  all  scripture  answers  thos— 
"  SaWation  is  the  life  of  Christ  in  us,*>  • 


EASTER  COLLECT. 

Ałmightt  God!  whose  blessed  will  was  dane 
By  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord,  thine  only  Sou; 
Death  overcome,  and  open'd  unto  men 
The  gate  of  evertasting  life  again ; 
Grant  .us,  baptiz*d  into  his  death,  to  die 
To  all  affections,  but  to  things  on  high ; 
That  when,  by  thy  preyenting  grace,  we  find 
The  good  desires  to  rise  within  our  mind, 
Our  wills  may  tend  as  thine  shall  still  direet, 
And  bńng  the  good  desires  to  good  effect; 
Thro*  him,  the  one  Redeemcr  from  the  fali, 
Who  liy'd  and  dy'd,  and  rosę  again  for  all. 


EASTER  DAY. 

The  moming  dawns;  the  tbird  approachiog  dty 
Can  only  show  the  place  where  Jesus  lay : 
Angels  descend— Remember  what  he  said— 
«*  He  is  not  here,  but  risen  from  the  dead; 
Betray^d  into  the  hands  of  sinful  men, 
The  Sod  of  man  must  die,  and  rise  again.'' 


ON  WHirSONDAT. 
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Sb  taof  tl»  propbeU,  erer  itnc«  the  fali ; 
Of  ritei  ordun*d  tbe  meaning  this,  thro*  a]l: 
Thif»  by  tbt  ysńous  sacrifice  of  old, 
Memoriał  Łype,  and  shadow,  was  foretold: 
Kreo  hlK  worśbip,  caretcsa  wbat  w  mtwai% 
Oare  to  tbit  truth  an  ignoraat  ooosent* 

Christ  18  the  sum,  and  siibstance  of  tbe  wholo 
That  God  bas  done,  or  said,  to  san;  a  scal: 
To  nise  bimself  a  church;  when  that  is  done, 
Thevorld  becomes  the  kiogdem  of  bis  Son: 
Ad  HeaT*n  restuiM  lo  tbe  redeemM,  the  bom 
Of  iiiiD,  wbo  rosę  on  this  auspicious  mom* 

He  that  was  dead,  in  order  to  restore, 
BeboM!  he  is  ali^e  for  evennore: 
An  beaTeoiy  Adam,  luU  impower^d  to  give 
The  life,  that  men  were  first  design^d  to  live: 
Fountaio  of  life,  come  whusoever  will 
To  ąneoch  his  tbirst,  and  freely  take  bis  flIL 

Maakłnd,  in  bim,  are  Ufe*s  predestin^d  beirs; 
Bb  rising  glories  the  first-fruits  of  theirs: 
Hesits,  that  renounce  the  slavery  to  sin, 
Feel  of  his  po«*r  tbe  liring  warmth  witbin: 
Of  ftrength^uing  faitb,  of  joyous  hope  posaest, 
And  beav*D-produciDg  love,  witbin  the  breaat 

Tbe  bYeast— the  tempie  of  tbe  Holy  Obost, 
Wben  oace  eniiven*d  by  this  heav'n]y  bost: 
His  resurrection,  tbe  snre  pruof  of  ours. 
Will  there  exert  bis  deatb-destroying  pow'rs| 
Tili  ali  bis  sous  sball  meet  before  bis  throue 
In  f  lorioos  bodies,  fiubion  d  like  bis  own. 


JN  HYMN  FOR  EASTER  DAY. 

Tm  Łoid  Wfitai/   Be  who  c«tie 
To  fMfier  deathy  and  conquer  too, 

b  fDBi;  let  OUT  song  proclaim 
The  praise  to  man'8  Redeemer  dnti 

To  him  wbom  God,  in  tender  loTe, 
Always,  alike,  to  bless  iaclin^d, 

Sent  to  redeem  us,  lirom  abo^e  ^ 
To  BSTe,  to  sanctify  mankind. 

CHORCf. 

"  Worthy  of  afl  pow'r  and  praise, 

He  who  dy*d  and  rosę  again  ^ 
Umb  of  Gad,  and  slain  to  raise 

Msn,  to  life  redeem*d— amen." 

That  life  wbich  Adam  oeasM  to  live, 
When  to  tbis  world  be  tura'd  his  beart. 

And  to  his  childrcn  could  not  giTe, 
Tbesecood  AdamcoA  impart. 

We,  OD  onr  eartbly  parenfs  side, 
Coald  bot  recei?e  a  life  of  earth; 

The  Loid  from  Hea^en,  be  liT'd,  and  died, 
And  roce  to  gi^e  us  beaF'nly  birth. 

CUi   Worthy  of  ail  pow*r  and  praiae,  Im. 

Thit  mortal  life,  this  li^ing  deatb, 
SboYs  that  in  Adam  we  all  die; 

bi  Christ  we  have  immortal  breatb, 
ind  life^s  uuperishiug  siipply: 


He  took  our  naturę,  attd  sustainfd 
The  mis'ries  of  its  ftinfbl  state  ^ 

Sinless  bimself,  for  us  regainPd 
To  Paradise  an  open  gate. 

CHO.    Worthy  of  all  pow^  and  pratte,  &c* 

As  Adam  rais'd  a  life  of  sin, 
So  Christ,  the  Serpent-bniisiiig  taedt 

By  Ood's  appointment  coald  begia 
The  birtb,  in  us,  gf  life 


He  did  begin;  parental  bead, 

As  Adam  ftfl,  so  Jesus  stood ; 
FttlfilPd  all  rigbteousness,  and  laid 

<*  'Tis  finisb'd !"— un  the  sacred  wood» 

CHO.    Worthy  of  all  pow'r  and  praise,  lec. 

Pioi-<h'd  bis  work,  to  ąuench  tbe  wratb,  ' 
That  sin  had  brought  on  Adam's  race; 

To  paTC  tbe  sole,  and  certain  path 
From  nature>s  life,  to  that  of  giaoe : 

I'  For  joy  of  this,  Ood*s  oniy  Son 
EDdar*d  tbe  cross,  despisM  tbe  sbame. 
And  gave  tbe  victory,  so  won. 
For  imitating  love  to  ciaim, 

CHO.    Worthy  of  all  pow*r  and  praite,  Itc 

To  tread  tbe  path  that  Jesus  trod, 
Aided  by  him,  be  our  employ; 

To  die  to  sin,  and  Htc  to  God, 
And  yield  him  the  faiit  purcbas^d  joy: 

To  all  the  lawa  that  Lo^e  bas  madę 

Stedfaat,  nnshaken  to  atteud ; 
He  died,  be  rosę,  hin>^lf  our  aid, 

"  Lo !  I  am  with  you  Ux  tbe  eiid.f 

CHORUI. 

Wortby  of  all  pow*r  and  praise, 

He  wbo  died  and  rosę  ag^ia ; 
Łamb  of  God,  and  slain  to  raise 

Man,  to  life  redeem'd — Amen* 


ON  WHiTSUNDAY. 

SESm,  ascended  into  Heav'n  again, 

BestowM  this  wond*rous  gift  upon  icood  men, 

That  various  nations,  by  his  spirit  led, 

Al]  onderstood  wbat  Galileans  said : 

He  gave  the  word,  who  fórm'd  tbe  list*ning  ear, 

And  truth  became  in  ev'ry  language  elear. 

One  conntry's  tongue,  to  bis  apostles  known, 
To  ev'ry  pious  soul  became  its  own: 
The  well  dispos^d,  frum  all  the  world  around, 
With  holy  wonder,  beard  tbe  gospel  souud;    ' 
Their  bearts  prepar^d  to  hear  it*— God*s  oommand 
No  obstacle  in  naturę  could  witbstand. 

Naturę  itself,  if  eT'ry  beart  was  rifHit, 
All  jarhng  languages  would  soon  unitę: 
Her^s  is  but  one,  intelligible  guide; 
But  tongaes  are  nombcrless  where  bearts  diride: 
The  Babel  projects  bring  them  to  their  birth. 
And  scatter  discord  o'er  tbe  face  of  £artb. 

Tbe  prince  of  peacc  now  sending,  from  above. 
His  Holy  Spirit  of  unitiog  loye. 
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By  itfl  mfraciilouf  effusioiiy  show*d 
How  great  a  pow'r  he  promis^d,  and  bestowM; 
Pow'r  to  reverse  oonfasion,  and  impart 
One  liTing  word  to  ev'ry  bonest  heart 

Deaf  to  its  influence  the  wicked  stood. 
And  mock'd  the  just  amazement  of  the  good ; 
For  want  of  sense,  ascribing  to  new  winę 
Their  joint  aeknowledgments  of  grace  divinę: 
Tbe  worid*ś  devout  epłtome  was  taught. 
And  bid  from  pride  tbe  rairacle,  when  wrought^ 

Known  to  the  meek,  bat  from  the  woildły  wke, 
Trom  scoiient  bid,  the  wonderlbl  supplies 
Of  Ood'8  good  spirit,  now  as  near  to  men, 
Whose  bearts  are  open  to  the  tnith,  as  then: 
Bleat,  tn  all  climatet,  all  conditions,  they 
Who  hcar  tbit  inwaid  f eacher,  and  obey.' 


ON  TRINITf  SUNDAY. 

Co-BQUAŁ  Trinity  was  always  taugbt 
By  tbe  diTines  most  fiiniM  for  pious  thought: 
Tbe  men  of  leaming  filPd,  indeod,  the  page 
With  dissonant  disputes,  from  age  to  agc; 
Bat  witb  themseWesy  so  far  as  one  can  ręad^ 
About  tbeir  schemes  are  not  at  all  agreed ; 
When  they  oppos*d,  by  reason,  or  by  wrath, 
Hiis  grand  ibiuidatiOD  of  the  Christian  faitb. 

For  wbat  more  fundamental  point,  or  grand, 
7*han  our  ascending  Sayiour*s  owii  command  ? 
"  Go  and  baptiye  all  nations  in  the  name'* — 
Of  whom»  or  wbat?  (For  thence  tbe  surest  aim 
Of  Christian  doctrine  must  appear  tbe  most) 
—The  name  of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  GbostF* 
Oar  Lord*s  inteqpretation  here  we  see, 
Of— "  Tbou  shalt  ba^e  no  otber  gods  bat  me"— 

For  can  the  phrase,  so  highly  sacred,  show 
The  name  of  God  to  be  omitted?  No; 
By  its  essential  Trinity  exprest, 
It  show'd  whatfiiitb  Christ  willM  to  be  profest; 
One  God  tbe  Jews  bad  own*d;  and  one  Supremę, 
Witb  others  lower,  was  the  pagan  theme; 
How  one  was  tnie,  and  how  Supremę  prophanM, 
Oor  Łord*8  baptismal  ordinance  explain*d. 

The  one  dirinity  of  Father,  Son, 
And  Sptrit,  teaches  Christian  thought  to  sfaon 
Both  pagan,  and  rabbinical  mistake, 
And  understand  wbat  holy  prophets  spake; 
Or  in  the  ancient  writiogs,  or  the  new, 
To  which  this  doctrine  is  the  sacred  chie; 
Tbat  so  condocts  us  to  tbe  saving  plan 
Of  tnie  religi  on,  as  no  other  can. 

For,  were  the  Soa's  dirinity  deny^, 
The  Father^  must,  of  coor^,  be  set  aside; 
Or  be  a  dark  one— How  can  it  be  bri^t. 
Bat  by  its  own  etćmal,  inbom  ligbt? 
Tbe  glory  of  tbe  Father  is  the  Son, 
Of  all  his  powers  begotten,  or  begun, 
From  all  eternity;  take  Son  away. 
And  what  the  Father  can  delight  in,  say. 

The  loTc,  patemally  di^ine,  impliea 
Its  proper  object,  whence  it  must  arise, 
That  i^,  tbe  Son:  and  90  tbe  filial  too 
Implies  paternal  origin  in  Tiew ^ 


And  hence  the  third  dittinctly  gloriom  ti« 
Of  love,  which  both  are  animated  by: 
All  is  one  God,  but  he  contaios  diTinep 
Living  relations,  evidentły  trme, 

So  fisr  from  hnrting  untĄjr,  that  henoe 
The  ftdness  rises  of  its  perfect  senae; 
And  ev'ry  barren,  spiritless  dispnte, 
Against  its  trutb,  is  pluckM  ap  by  tiie  root: 
The  iaith  is  solid  to  repose  upon, 
Father,  Word,  Spirit,  undiyided  One ; 
Py  whoffi  mankind,  of  threefold  life  possest* 
Can  live,  and  morc,  and  ha^e  its  being  blest. 

Not  by  three  gods;  or  one  supremely  great» 
Witb  Łwo  inferiors;  or  the  wild  conoeit, 
God,  Michael,  Gabriel;  or  aoght  elae,  derisM 
For  Christians,  in  no  creatare's  name  baptiz*d; 
But  of  the  whole  inseparable  Three, 
Whose  fertile  Oneness  cauaes  all  to  be; 
And  makes  an  HeaT'n  thro*  Naturę^  whole  abyss^ 
By  its  patenial,  filial,  spirit  bUss. 


OH  THB  lAME. 

Ome  God  the  Fc(Aer-cerUinly  this  term 
Does  not  a  barren  deity  affirm ; 
Without  tbe  Son;  without  the  natire  liglit. 
By  which  its  fiery  mąjesty  is  bright ; 
Without  the  spirit  of  the  fire,  and  flame 
Of  life  dJTine,  etemally  tbe  same. 

More  oncN— than  airy  thing  bcside  can  be, 
Because  of  its  inseparable  three; 
Which  nothing  can  diminish,  or  diride, 
Tho*  it  should  break  all  unity  beside; 
For  this,  as  self-begetting,  self-begot* 
And  to  itself  proceeding,  it  can  not. 

This  total  oneness  of  its  threefold  Uita, 
Life,  light,  and  joy  uf  Nature*s  Tast  abyss, 
Np  tongue  so  well  can  utter,  but  tbe  mind, 
That  seeks  for  somewhat  to  object,  may  fińd; 
No  end  of  qnestions,  if  we  must  eonteśt 
A  trutb,  by  saints,  of  «T*ry  age,  esprest. 

The  churrh  did  always,  always  will,  agree 
In  its  one  worsbip  of  tbe  Holy  three ; 
As  taugbt,  by  Christ,  that  unity  divine 
Was  foli  and  perfect,  that  is,  unitnne: 
He  said,— "  Baptize  all  nations,  and  prodaim 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  the  name.* 

The  holy !  holy!  holy !  of  the  host 
Of  Heav'n  is  Fa^ier,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost; 
Not  holy— holien— and  holiest— • 
But  one,  triune,  same  holiness  oonfest; 
One  God,  one  loring,  and  beloved,  I/>ve; 
On  Earth  bclow  ador*d«  in  Heafa  aboye. 

One  liring  folness  of  all  perfect  good; 
Its  own  essential  ^Onntain,  stream,  and  flood: 
And  when,  according  to  the  Christian  crecd. 
Men  worship  God  in  spirit,  word,  and  deed, 
Faitb,  hope,  and  loTe's  triunity  of  grace. 
Will  find,  in  their  tnie,  single  beait,  a  placei 


A  CAUTTON  AGAINŚT  DESPAIR. 

Dbspair  is  a  cowardly  thtftg. 
And  the  spirit  soggtsting  it  bad; 

In  spite  of  my  sint  I  will  sing« 
That  mercy  is  still  to  be  bad* 


A  SOLILOQUY. 
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For  hethai  Ins  śbown  it  m>  fu** 
Al  togire  me  a  sensible  heart» 

HoirlieiiKMis  soerer  they  arSy  ' 

Ddiglits  in  the  mercifiil  part. 

By  afiUctkrn,  ao  beaTy  to  bear, 
He  (etrełiM  tbe  womid  he  wouid  cure; 

Tłs  hU ,  to  be  kindly  se^ere, 
Tif  minę,  by  bis  grace  to  endare. 

O!  oomfort  tbyself  in  his  lo^e, 
Foor  siniul  aod  sorrowiul  soul, 

Wbo  came,  and  still  comes,  from  abore^ 
To  tbe  iick,  tbat  wouM  fain  be  madć  whole. 

Wbo  said,  and  continoes  to  say, 
b  tbe  deep  of  a  penitent  breast, 

**  Come  sinuer,  to  me  come  awray, 
FU  meet  thee,  and  bńog  thee  to  rest.'^ 

A  lefusal  to  come  is  absard; 
Fil  pat  myself  under  bis  care; 

ru  belieye  his  iniaUible  word, 
Ani  neyer,  no  ne^er  despair. 


A  PENJTBNTIAL  BOUUmiY, 

What!  tbo*  no  objects  strike  upon  the  sighti 
Thy  lacred  presence  is  an  inwaid  light! 
Wbat!  tho*  no  sounds  shall  penetrate  the  ear! 
To  liifning  tbought  the  Toice  of  truth  is  clear^ 
Saoere  devoti<Mi  needs  no  ontward  shrine; 
The  centrę  of  an  bumble  toul  is  tbine ! 

ThsR  may  I  worship !  and  there  niay'sttboil  place 

Thy  leat  of  owrcy ,  and  thy  tbrooe  of  graoe ! 

Tca  fis,  if  Christ  my  adrocate  appear, 

Tlie  diead  tńbnnal  of  tby  justice  tbere: 

Łet  each  tuo  tliought,  let  eacb  impnre  desiro 

Meet,  in  tby  wratb,  with  a  oonsnming  fire. 

Wbilst  the  kind  rigonrs  of  a  righteous  doom 
AU  deadly  filth  of  selfish  pride  oonsume, 
Tboa,  Lońd!  can'st  raise,  tho'  punishing  for  sin, 
The  joyi  of  peacefiil  penitence  within: 
Thy  ji^tice  and  thy  meroy  both  are  sweet, 
That  make  onr  suff^rings  and  salyation  meet. 

Be&n  me,  tben,  wbatever  Ood  sball  please ! 
Hit  wooods  are  besling,  and  his  griefs  giye  ease: 
He,  like  a  true  physician  of  tbe  sonl, 
Applies  the  medicine  that  may  make  it  nrbole: 
lH  do,  ril  sofer  whatsoe*er  he  wills ; 
1  ne  his  aim  thro'  all  these  transient  ills. 

Tis  to  inibse  a  aalntary  grief, 
To  fit  tbe  mind  for  absolute  relief: 
Thsi  puig'd  lirom  eTVy  false  and  finite  loTe, 
Desd  to  the  worid,  alive  to  things  aboye, 
Hie  aoid  may  rise,  as  in  its  ftrst  fbnn'd  youtb^ 
And  worship  God  in  spirit  and  in  trutb* 


Jast  tbe  leyerse  of  tbis  woald  Satan  say, 
That  men  sbould  always  faint,  and  uever  pray: 
He  wants  to  drive  poor  sinners  to  despair; 
Aod  Christ  to  8ave  tbem  by  prevailing  pray'r. 

The  jadge,  wbo  ieared  neitber  God  nor  min^ 
DespisM  the  widów  trhen  she  first  begao 
Her  just  reqaest;  but  she,  continuing  on 
The  same  petition,  wearied  him  anon; 
He  could  not  bear  to  hear  ber  praying  stiU,^ 
And  did  ber  justice,  tho'  against  his  wilL 

Can  perseTerance  forcc  a  man,  unjust. 
To  execute,  however  lotb,  his  trust? 
And  wili  not  God,  wbose  fiitherly  delight 
Is  to  save  souls,  so  precious  in  his  sight, 
Hear  his  own  ofispring*s  perseyering  cali. 
And  give  tbe  blessiog  which  he  bas  for  all? 

Yes,  to  be  surę,  he  will;  the  lying  no 
Is  a  downrighi  temptation  of  the  foe; 
Who  first  emboldens  siuners  to  presume, 
As  if  a  righteous  judgmenthad  no  room; 
And,  having  led  them  into  gńe^ous  faults, 
With  tbe  despair  of  mercy,  tben,  assaults. 

Dear  soul,  if  thoa  hast  listen*d  to  the  lies 
Which,  at  the  first,  the  tempter  would  dcYise, 
Łet  him  not  cbeat  thee  with  a  secood  snare. 
And  drag  thee  into  darkness,  by  despair; 
Pray,  against  all  his  wiles,  for  God  will  hear. 
And  will  a?eDge  tbee  of  him,  uever  fear. 

He  gives  tbe  grace  to  sonów  for  tby  sin, 
Tbe  sign  of  kindliog  peaitenoe  withiu; 
Let  not  the  smoke  disturb  thee,  for,  no  doubt, 
Tbe  light  aad  flame  will  foUow,  and  break  out; 
And  love  arlse  to  OTercome  restreint, 
Tbat  thou  niay*st  always  pray,  and  never  fouit» 


ARESCOURAGEMENTTO  EAltKESnrAND 
IMPORTUNJTS  PRAYER. 

Inke  18, 1.  And  bo  spake  a  panble  unto  tbem, 
tt>this  end,  that  men  ougbt  alwaya  to  pray,  and 
Mttofoint. 

A  Uened  tratb  for  parable  to  paint, 

UmA  mni  sboóld  «łwftys  pray,  and  nerer  fiunt ! 


A  SOUWSUY, 

OM  RSADIlfO  THB  5th  AND  8th  YERIBt  OP  THB 

37th  TCAŁM. 

Lea^e  oif  finom  wrath,  aad  let  go  displeasnre:  Fret 
not  tbyself,  else  sbalt  thoa  be  moved  to  do  eviL 
V.8. 

Im  Psalm,  tbis  erening  order*d  to  be  read, 
^  Fret  not  tbyself  "—the  royal  psalmist  said. 
His  reason  wby,  succeeding  words  instill; 
Or  else,  says  be,  **  'twill  moye  thee  to  do  ill^" 
Now  tho*  I  know  that  fretting  does  no  good, 
Its  evil  movement  bay^  I  understood? 

Move  to  do  eril !  tben,  dekr  soul  of  minę, 
Stir  it  not  up,  if  that  be  its  design: 
Its  being  vain  is  cą^se  enough  to  shun; 
fiut  if  indulg^d,  some  eYit  must  be  done : 
And  thou,  according  to  Die  boly  king, 
Must  be  the  doer  of  this  evil.thing. 

Men  use  thee  iU-i-that  fault  is  theirs  alone; 
Bot  if  thou  use  tbyself  i  U,  that^s  thy  own: 
Meekness  and  patience  is  much  better  tieasure; 
Tben  leave  off  wrath,  and  let  go  all  displeasure: . 
Tho'  thou  ąft  ever  so  ill  treated— yet — 
Remember  ]^vłd,  ąn^  foibear  to  fret. 
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Cpmmit  thj  wsf  ufito  tli^t^rd,  and  pat  tliy  trust 
ID  him,  and  he  will  bring  it  to  pass.    V.  5. 

*<  Commit  thy  way  nuto  the  Lord^^^-Resign 
Thyeelf  entirely  to  the  will  dWine : 
AM  real  good,  all  remedy  for  ill, 
Lios  in  conforming  to  his  blested  will: 
By  all  advice  that  holy  books  record, 
Tbou  niust "  commit  thy  way  unto  the  Lord.'* 

*«  And  put  thy  trust  in  him" — all  other  trust, 
Plac^d  out  of  him,  is  ibolish  and  unjust: 
His  loving  kindness  is  the  only  ground, 
Wlieie  solid  peace  and  oomfort  caii  be  found: 
What  other  prospects  eithcr  sink,  or  swim, 
Do  Ibou  btand  firui,  and  "pat  thy  trust  in  him." 

"  And  he  will  bring  thy  way  to  pass" — ^the  whole 
Of  all  that  tbou  canst  wish  for  to  thy  soul: 
He  wiUs  to  g:łvę  it,  and  thy  seeking  mind, 
By  faith  and  patience,  cannot  fail  to  find: 
To  him,  whatever  good  desire  it  bas, 
Commit  and  trust,  and  he  will  bring  to  passb 


AN  EPISTLE 


FROM  TUB  AUTHOR  TO  HIS  SI8TER,  WITH  THE 
FORBGOING  SOŁlLOQUY  ENCŁ09BD. 

J)E\R  SISTER, 

If  soli1oquy  conduce, 
(Mcant,  as  the  name  decl&res,  for  private  use) 
To  your  contentfnent — if  sach  kind  of  fniit 
,,Piease8  your  taste,  yoa'rc  very  welcome  to*t: 
T6o*  płuckM,  one  day  in  April,  from  the  ground, 
It  k(  eps,  in  piekle,  all  the  seasons  round. 

''f  is  summer,  now,  and  autumn  comes  anon ; 
Winter  sucreed»,  and  spring  when  that  is  gone; 
But  be  it  winter,  summer,  autumn,  spring, 
To  nurtnre  fretting  is  a  simplt*  thing: 
A  weed  so  useless,  to  the  use  of  reason, 
Can,  {ibsolutely,  never  be  in  scason. 

■ 

Without  much  nursing,  that  the  weed  will  grow, 
t  wish  I  had  some  reason  less  to  know ; 
Some  less  ti>  see,  how  fołly,  when  it  grew 
In  my  own  ground,  could  cultivate  it  too: 
Coułd  hodge  it  round,  and  cherisb,  and  suppose 
That,  being  minę,  the  thistle  was  a  rosę. 

You  know  tłie  sayin?,  of  I  know  not  whom, 
**  Little  raisftjrtunes  servc  till  greater  come;'* 
And  saying,  somcwbere  inet  witb,  I  recall, 
*'  That  'tis  the  greatest  to  have  nonę  at  aJI  :** 
Kare'case  perhaps;  they  reach,  we  often  see, 
Ail  sorts  of  persons,  him,  her,  you,  or  me. 

**  This  bcing  then,**  Experience  say  s,  *'  the  case, 
What  kind  of  condurt  must  a  man  embrace?" 
My  *pothecary,  as  you  think,  replies — 
*'  Pray  take  'em  quietly,  if  you  be  wise; 
Bitter  thcy  are,  'tis  true,  to  flesh  and  blood; 
But  if  they  were  not — they  would  do  no  good." 

One  time,  when  'pothecary  Patience  found 
That  his  persuasion  gut  but  little  ground, 
|Te  calVd  in  doctor  Gratitude,  to  try 
If  his  advice  could  make  me  to  comply; 
"  1  recommcnded  patience,  sir,"  said  he, 
"  Fmy  will  you  speak^  for  he  regards  not  me.** 


<*  Patiencel  a«iMtard  Ud*'-i««aid  Or.  drat. 
"  His  case  wants,  plainly,  something  more  thra 
Tis  a  good  recipe— but  cure  is  lonf^  r<^^> 

Than  tt  should  be;  we  muat  ba^e  tam^Atag 

stronger: 
A  creeping  pulse!— 4>are  pattence  will  not  do— ^ 
To  get  him  streogth,  he  mast  be  thankful  too. 

"  He  must  consider" — and  i o  on  he  weot. 
To  show  thanksgiyiiig'a  mar^cllous  eztent^ 
And  what  a  true  catholicon  it  was ; 
And  what  great  cures  it  had  but  brought  Co  paas^ 
And  how  best  foitunes,  wantiug  it,  were  ciirst; 
And  how  it  turn'd  to  good  the  Tery  womt. 

O  what  a  deal  he  said ! — and  tn  the  light, 
Wherein  he  plac^d  it,  all  was  really  right: 
But  like  good  doctrine,  of  some  good  divinc, 
Which,  wbłle  'tis  preacb'd,  is  admirably  fiiM% 
When  doctor  Gratitude  had  left  the  spot) 
AU  that  he  said  Was  charffling<-i^nd  forgot. 

Your  doctor^s  poCion,  patience,  and  the  huńL^ 
May  hit  both  mental,  and  materiał  mark; 
One  sertes  to  keep  the  a|;ue  from  the  mind, 
As  fother  does,  from  its  corporeal  rind: 
There  is,  methinks,  in  their  reapecti^e  giowth, 
A  fair  analogy  betwixt  'em  both. 

For  what  the  bark  is  to  the  growing  tree» 
To  human  mind,  that,  patience  seems  to  be; 
They  hołd  the  principles  of  growth  togetber. 
And  blunt  the  foree  of  accident,  and  weather* 
Bar'd  of  its  bark,  a  tree,  we  may  compote» 
Will  not  remain  much  longer  on  its  root. 

And  mind  in  morUls,  that  are  wisely  wUPd, 
Wili  hardly  bear  to  have  its  patience  peePd: 
Nothing,  in  fine,  contributes  morę  to  liTing^ 
Physic,  or  food,  than  patience  and  thanksjpTiiigf 
Patience  defenda  us  from  ali  outward  hap; 
Of  inwaid  life  thanksgi^ing  is  the  sap. 


YERSES, 


WRITTEN  UirilER  Ą  PRINT,  REPRBtBNTIRG  THS 
8AŁUTATION  OF  THE  BŁESflED  V|RGIJI. 

Ser  reprcsented  here,  in  llght  and  shade, 

The  angePs  vis1t  to  the  blessed  matd ; 

1*o  Mary,  dcstinM^  when  the  time  should  coiiie« 

To  bear  the  Saviour  in  her  rirgin  womb; 

Rxplaimng  to  her  the  mysterious  plan 

Of  man's  redemption-^his  becoming  mao. 

I 

When  ev'ry  previous  wonder  had  been  done^ 
The  Virgin  then  was  to  conceire  a  Son; 
And,  to  prqłare  her  for  the  grand  eveat. 
Prom  Ood  his  Father  Gabriel  was  sent. 
To  hail  the  chosen  organ  of  his  birth 
Of  God  with  us,—- of  Jesus  upon  Earth. 

Unable  to  expres8  oelestial  things 
Imagination  adds  expaiided  wings 
To  huraań  form  exact,  and  beauteous  ftce; 
Whióh  angels  have,  but  with  aogelic  grace, 
Pree  fram  all  grossness  and  defect;  nor  seeo 
But  with  a  pure  chaste  eye,  dirinely  keea.' 

Such  Mar}''s  was,  whose  posturę  here  design^t 
The  most  prolbund  bumility  of  mind; 


ARMELLE  NICHOLAS^S  ACCOUNT  OF  HERSELF. 
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Modefltiftiking  bow  thio  tbing  eould  be; 
ind  sajinr,  when  inform^d  of  God*8  decree, 
"  BehoM  the  bandmaid  of  tbe  Lord!  hU  will 
Łet  bim,  acoording  to  tby  word,  folfill.** 

Wbat  ftir  instraction  may  tbe  8cene  tmpart 
Td  them,  wbo  look  beyond  the  painter^s  art! 
Wbo,  in  th*  anjcdic  message  from  aboye, 
S(e  tbe  reyealiiig  of  God*§  gmcious  love 
To  ef*ry  soul,  that  yields  itself  lo  all 
Thatpleaaes  him,  whatever  may  befall! 

Wbaterer  circumstance  of  heaT'nly  grace 
Might  be  peculiar  to  the  Yirgin^a  caw, 
That  boły  tbing,  that  sayes  a  soui  from  Bm» 
Of  God^good  gpirit  most  be  bom  witbin: 
For  all  salration  is,  upoa  tbe  wbole, 
Hie  biitb  of  Jesus  in  tbe  human  souL 


FERSES, 


irUTTKN  UW  DER  A  PRINT,  RBPRESENTIlfG  CHRIST 
nr  THE  MIJI8T  OP  THE  DOCTOR8. 

Engaq*J>,  amidst  the  doctors  here,  behold» 
la  deep  discourse,  a  chi  Id  of  twelve  years  old; 
Who  sbowM,  wbatcver  question  they  preferr*d, 
A  wisdom  that  astonisb*d  all  who  heard. 
And  Jboad,  in  askiiig,  or  in  answ^ring  youthy 
Of  age  10  tender,  snch  a  force  of  trutb. 

Observe  his  mild,  but  penetrating  look ; 
Thoie  iMiarded  sagos  poring  o'er  thcir  book: 
That  meek  old  priest,  with  placid  face  of  joy; 
That  pharisaic  frowner  at  tbe  boy: 
That  pensiye  rabbi,  seeming  at  a  stand; 
ThatKrioas  matron,  lifting  up  ber  band. 

A  gnmp  of  beads,  as  painting  Fancy  taught, 
Hiats  at  the  rarious  attitude  of  thought 
In  diiTrent  hearers,  all  intent  upon 
The  wond^ruus  graces  that  iu  Jesus  sbon : 
Each  aspect  witnessing  tbe  same  snrprise, 
FnNB  whence  his  understanding  sbould  arise. 

We  know,  at  present,  wbat  tbe  leamed  Jew, 
Pł«imtiog  in  the  tempie,  little  knew; 
That,  tbro^  thts  child,  in  eyery  answer  madę, 
God*s  own  etemal  wtsdom  was  display 'd; 
ThattJieir  Meastah,  then,  the  truths  infitiird 
Wbich,  giown  to  man,  be  perfectiy  fulfiJPd. 

We  know  that  his  corporeal  presence  then 
Od  &rth,  as  man,  was  requi8ite  for  men ; , 
That,  by  his  spirit,  be  is  preftent  still. 
And  always  was,  to  men  of  upright  will: 
To  saWog  tmtb,  whaterer  doctors  say. 
His  inward  gnidance  must  assure  tbe  way* 

Whetber  his  actions  therefore  be  pourtray'd 
bi  priDted  letter,  or  in  figur*d  shade, 
The  books,  the  pictures,  that  we  read  or  see, 
Should  raise  reflection,  in  some  duc  degree ; 
Aod  lenre  as  memorandums,  to  recall 
Tte  teacber  Jesus,  in  tbe  midst  of  all. 


PASCALS  CBARACTER  OF  HIMSELF. 

1  um  and  boaonr  a  foor  bumble  state, 
Beeaose  my  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  was  poor; 

And  cicbes  too,  tbbt  help  us  to  abate 
Tbe  Biiorleg,  wliifih  «ter  oea  emdnn. 


I  Tender  back  no  iujuries  again; 

Because  1  wisb  tbe  doer^s  case  Hke  minę; 
In  which,  nor  good,  nur  evi],  as  from  men 

Is  minded  much,  but  from  an  haud  divine, 

I  aim,  sincerely,  to  be  just  and  tnie; 

For  my  guod  will  to  all  mankind  extend8: 
A  tendenicss  of  beart,  I  think,  is  due, 

Where  stricter  ties  unitę  me  to  my  frienda. 

Whether  in  com^rsation,  or  alone, 
Still  to  my  miud  God^s  presence  I  recall: 

My  aetious  wait  the  judgment  of  his  throne. 
And  'tis  to  bim  I  consccratc  them  all. 

These  are  my  thoughts,  and  briefly  thus  display*d j 
I  thank  uiy  Saviour  for  them  ev*iy  day ; 

Wbo,  of  a  poor,  wcak,  sinful  man,  bas  madę 
A  man  excmpt  from  vice'8  evil  sway. 

Sucb  is  the  force  of  his  inspiring  grace ! 

For  all  my  good  to  that  alone  I  owe; 
Since,  if  my  owo  corrupted  self  I  ttace, 

l*m  notbing  else  but  mtsery  and  woe. 


ARMELLE  KICBOLASS  ACCOUTST  OF  HER* 

SELF. 

PROM  THE  PRBNCH. 

"  To  the  God  of  my  love,  in  tbe  moming,"  sai4 

sbe, 
*'  Like  a  child  to  its  parent,  when  waking  I  flee; 
With  a  longing  to  serve  him,  and  please  bim,  t 

rise,  [eyes; 

And  before  him  kneel  down,  as  if  seen  by  these 
I  resign  up  myself  to  his  absolute  will, 
Which  I  beg  that  in  me  he  would  always  fulfil ; 
That  tbe  pmy'rs  of  tbe  day,  by  wbomeTer  pre* 

ferr»d. 
For  tbe  good  of  each  soul,  may  be  also  thus  beard. 

'*  If,  oblig'd  to  attend  on  some  household  affiiir» 
I  have  scarce  so  much  time  as  to  say  the  Lord'a 

This  gives  me  no  trouble:  my  dotlful  part 

Is  obedience  to  him,  wbom  1  baye  at  ray  heart, 

As  weli  at  my  work,  as  ret  i  ring  to  pray, 

And  bis  loTe  does  not  sufler  in  jnine  a  decay; 

He  bas  taugbt  me  himself,  that  a  work,  wbicb  I 

For  bis  sake,  is  a  pray'r  yery  real  aiid  tnie.     [do 

"  1  dress  in  his  presence,  and  leam  to  ooBfess 
Tbat  his  pro^ident  kindness  snpplies   me  witli 

dress: 
In  the  midst  of  all  ontward  eroployment  I  find 
A  conYersing  a'ith  him  of  an  intimate  kind : 
How  sweet  is  the  iabour!  his  loring  regard  [bard; 
So  supporting  one's  mind,  that  it  thinks  nothiug 
Wbłle  the  limbs  are  at  work,  in  tbe  seeking  to 

please 
So  beluv'd  a  companion,  the  mind  is  at  ease. 

<'  In  bii  presence  I  eat  and  I  drink;  aud  refltci 
How  food,  of  bis  gift,  is  the  growing  efiect; 
How  his  love  to  my  soul  is  so  great,  aud  so  good, 
Just  as  if  it  were  fed  with  bis  own  flesh  and  blood; 
Wbat  a  virtue  this  feeder,  his  meat,  and  his  drink 
Has  to  JfJndle  one'*  beait,  1  must  leave  you  to 
tbink; 


3^ 


BYIlOM'S  POEMS. 


Me  alone  can  cspress  łt>  no  langutg^  of  minę, 
Werę  my  life  speat  in  speakiiig,  could  ever  deAne. 

"  When  perhaps  by  bard  unige,  or  weariness 
I  ra^self  am  Łoo  apt  to  be  fretful  at  best,  [prest, 
Łove  sbowa  me,  fortbwitb,  how  I  ouffht  to  take 

beed 
Not  to  Durse  tbe  leart  anger,  by  word  or  by  deed ; 
And,be  aets  mch  a  watcb  at  tbe  door  of  my  lips, 
Tbat  of  hasty  cron  words  there*  is  notbing  that 

alipa; 
Sucb  irregular  paMiont,  aa  seek  to  silrprise, 
Are  crasb^d,  and  are  conqiier'd,  as  soon  ag  tbey 

rise. 

.   "  Or,  if  e'er  I  gire  place  to  an  bamour  so  bad, 
My  mind  bas  no  rest  tiH  foipYeness  be  bad; 
,    I  confess  all  my  ftuilts,  as  if  be  bad  not  kDOwn, 
And  my  peace  is  renew'd,  by  a  goodnesshis  own ; 
In  a  manner  so  flree,  as  if,  after  my  sin. 
Morę  strongly  confirmM  tiian  before  it  h%d  been : 
By  a  mercy  so  tender  my  beart  is  reclaim'd, 
And  tbe  morę  to  love  bim  by  its  failing  inflam'd. 

''  Sometimes  I  perceive  tbat  be  bidetb  bis  face, 
And  1  seem  like  a  person  depriT'd  of  all  grace; 
Tben  I  say-^'  Tts  no  matter,  altbo'  thou  conceal 
Tbyself  as  thou  pleasest.  Pil  keep  to  my  zeal ; 
ł*Ii  lorę  thee,  and  senre  tbeey  bowever  tbis  rod 
May  be  sentto  chastise,  fór  I  know  thou  art  Ood;* 
And  witb  morę  ciicumspection  I  stand  upon 

guard,     \ 
T'A\  of  sucb  a  great  bleasing  no  longer  deban^d. 

**  But  a  saff'rlng,  so  deep,  baring  taugbt  me  to 
What  I  am  in  my  selfbood,  I  \tmru  to  re]y      [try 
Morę  firroly  on  bim,  wbo  was  pleas'd  to  endure 
Tbe  severest  extremes,  to  mate  way  for  our  cure: 
To  confbrni  to  bis  pattern,  as  love  sball  see  fit. 
My  Ikitb  in  tbe  Sayiour  re^oWes  to  submit; 
For  no  morę  tban  myself  (if  tbe  woid  roay  go  free) 

Can  I  live  witbout  bim,  can  be  help  loying  me. 

« 

"  Weil  a8sur'd  of  bis  goodness,  I  pass  the  wbole 
day, 
And  my  work,  bard  or  easy,  is  felt  as  a  play; 
I  am  thankfiil  in  feelings,  but,  pleasure  or  smart, 
It  is  rather  bimself  that  1  loTe  in  my  beart. 
Wben  tbey  nrge  me  to  mirth,  I  think,  O !  were  it 

known 
How  i  meet  tbe  best  company  when  Ihn  alone! 
To  my  dear  felłow-creatures  what  ties  me  eacb  hour, 
Is  tbe  love  of  my  God,  to  the  best  of  my  pow*r. 

"  At  tbe  hour  of  the  nigbt,  when  I  go  to  my  rett, 
I  repofet>n  his  k»ve,  like  a  child  at  the  breast; 
And  a  swee{,  peaceful  silence  iiiTites  me  to  keep 
Contemplntiug  him,  to  my  dropping  asieep: 
Many  tunes  a  good  tbougbt,  by  its  gentle  deligbt, 
Has  witfa-beld  me  from  sleep,  a  good  part  of  the 
In  adońng  his  love,  that  continues  to  sbmre  [nigbt, 
To  a  poor^  wretched  creature,  so  special  a  care. 

«  This— after  my  beart  was  converted  at  last, 
Is  the  life  1  have  led  for  these  twenty  y<>ars  past: 
My  loTe  faaa  not  chaQg*d,  and  my  innermost 

peace, 
Tbo>  it  erer  seem'd  ftill,  bas  gone  on  taincrease: 
Tis  an  infinite  loTe  tbat  bas  fiird  me,  and  fied 
My  ttiH  rising  bunger  to  eat  of  its  bread  $ 
S9  satisfyM  still,  as  ifsttch  an  exces8     [posaess.^ 
Could  baye  notbiog  mo(«  added,  tb|ui  wbat  I 
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ON.  THE'  POREGOmO  ACODOMT. 

How  iul]  of  proof  of  HeaT*n'S  alNpresent  aid 
Was  guod  Armelle,  a  simple  servaot  maidl 
A.  poor  French  girl,  by  parentage  and  biith 
Of  Iow,  and  mean  condition  upon  Eartb  j 
By  education  ignorant  indeed, 
She,  all  ber  life,  could  neiiher  write  nor  read. 

But  she  bad  Łhat  wbich  all  the  furce  of  art 
Could  neitber  give,  nor  take  away— «n  heart; 
An  bonest,  bumUe,  well  disposed  will, 
Tbe  tnie  capacity  for  bigher  skill 
Tban  what  the  world,  witb  all  its  leamed  din, 
Could  teach^he  leamM  ber  lesson  from  miń: 
Plairi,  single  iesson  of  essential  kind, 
Tbe  love  of  Ood*s  pure  presence  in  ber  mind. 
Her  artless,  Innocent,  attentive  thooght 
Was  at  tbe  souroe  of  all.true  knowledge  taogbt: 
There  she  coul<^read  the  characters  imprest 
Upon  tbe  mind  of  ev*ry  hunaan  breasi; 
The  native  laws  prescribM  to  CY^ry  soul; 
And  love,  tbe  one  fulfiller  of  tbe  whole. 

This  holy  love  to  kt<ow,  and  practise  weD, 
Became  tbe  sole  endearour  of  Annelle: 
Of  outward  things,  the  management  and  nde, 
She  wisely  took  from  this  intemal  school: 
In  ey^ry  work  well  done  by  sucb  a  band, 
Tbe  work  was  servile,  but  the  thing  was  gnni. 
There  was  a  dignity  in  all  she  did, 
Tho'  from  tbe  world  by  meaner  labours  bid^ 
If  mean  below,  not  so  esteem^d  abo^e, 
Where  all  tbe  grand  of  labour  is  the  lorę : 
In  Tain  to  boast  magnificenoe  of  scenę  j 
It  is  all  meannessy  if  tbe  iove  be  mean* 


8T,  CECIUA^S  HYMN. 

O !  BORN  of  a  Yirgin,  most  lowJy  and  mesk, 
Thou  sent  of  thy  Father  lost  creatures  to  seek, 
Vouchsafe,  in  tbe  manner  that  pleaseth  thee  best, 
To  kindle  thy  love  in  my  riiginal  breast; 
Let  tbe  words  of  my  mouth,  and  the  tboogkts  of 

my  heart, 
Obey  the  sweet  force,  whicfa  tby  gmce  tbafl  im* 

part; 
Wbiist  angels  assist  me  to  offer  my  vows  * 

To  the  God  of  my  life,  my  redeemer  and  ipoiise.. 

» 

My  life  I  esteem,  O  Creator  diTine, 
As  a  loving  impression  out  itowing  from  tbini; 
As  an  act  of  tby  bounty,  tbat  gi^es  us  a  part 
Of  the  lightyloTC  and  gk>ry,  wbich  thou  tbyself  sitt 
May  I  always  as  little  thy  pleasure  oppose, 
As  the  pure  simple  naturę  from  wheiice  I  aroie; 
And  by  thee,  and  for  thee,  cmted,  fiiifiU 
In  thought,  wordy  aod  deed,  tby  adoraUe  wilL 

By  tbis  blessed  will,  howioever  madę  known, 
Witb  a  dutiful  joy  will  I  go?ero  my  own; 
And,  deaf  to  all  tempting  encbantments  of  uA 
I  will  bearken  to  thee,  my  R/edeemer  withini 
Tby  words  will  I  ponder  by  nigbt,  and  by  day. 
And  the  ligbt  of  thy  gos|^  diaU  muk  out  mf 

way: 
Tin  at  length  I  aiTive  at  the  hoaour  I  clain^ 
To  liTe  Uke  a  Yiifii^  bif9iK*4  ^  tb^MBM. 


A  ŁBITER  TO  A  LADY. 
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A  LSTTER  TO  A  LADY, 

OCCAMOIIBD  »T  HBR  DBf  IIIIIIG  THE  AITTBOR  TO 
BSVlfS  Am>  POU8B  THB  POBM8  OF  BUUOP 
KEK. 

TouR  book  ftgmin  with  thanks«>iOf  worthy  men 
Ooeof  the  worthiest  was  bisbop  Ken. 
Witbout  ofltence  to  aathors,  fiir  above 
TrD  men  of  learning  is  one  man  of  lorę: 
Hov  many  Mshops,  and  divines  renown*d, 
Time  after  time,  the  catecbism  expound ! 
And  which,  of  all,  so  help  it  to  inipart 
Th'  enential  doctrine,  pnrity  of  heart? 

His  ehołce  of  poetry,  wben  ciyil  ra^ 
0*ertuni*d  a  throne,  the  last  revolvinf  age; 
When  churches  felt,  as  well  as  states^  the  ahock 
TliatdroTe  the  pious  pastor  fh>m  his  flock; 
His  choice  of  subjects^  not  of  party  kińd^  > 
But  simply  fit  for  eT*ry  Christian  inind. 
Alt  proofii  of  gen*rous  Tirtue,  and  sabUmey 
And  hi^  enoouiums  on  the  force  of  rbymew 

His  ihymes,  if  tbose  of  Dryden,  or  of  Pope, 
Eud  on  sobjects  of  a  diflPrent  scope, 
U  is  becaose  they  only  choae  the  mould 
Wbere  ore  śhone  brigbtest,  whether  lead,  or  gold: 
Be,  kss  concem*d  lor  supeiilcial  i^late, 
Uiće  weigbt,  and  worth,  his  morę  especial  care. 
They  took  the  tinseł  of  the  £sbl*d  Nine» 
He  the  substantial  metal  from  the  minę. 

His  phiase  (sometimes  same  sentence  may  be 
past 
On  theirs)  mi^t  have  morę  artificial  east; 
Bnt,  in  Uks  main,  hia  pieoes,  as  they  stand, 
Gould  scaree  be  attei^d  by  a  second  band: 
fiitchwork  improrements,  in  the  modem  style, 
Batov'd  opon  some  Tenerable  pile. 
Bo  bot  ddSce  it— poems  to  revise 
TiiitRen  has  writ-i*anotber  Ken  must  riee, 

The  dedicatłon,  where  the  case  is  shown 
Of  a  Oreek  saint,  of  oid,  so  like  his  own; 
Ttepceboe,  introduction,  and  the  yiew 
To  Jesos— point  which  ali  his  works  pnrsue-^ 
Ariieto  raind,  and  tempt  to  try  the  case 
Of  representing  the  imperfect  traoe; 
To  make,  as  memory  can  best  recall 
Iti  leadittg  thougfats,  one  prefiioe  out  of  all. 

Inagine  then  tbe  good  old  man  reclinM 
Od  concb,  or  chair,  and  musing  in  his  mind, 
How  to  a^ost  the  prefatory  hint. 
To  alł  tbe  lines  that  he  gare  ]eave  to  print; 
Tbinkiagon  Gregory,  whose  former  £ite 
Bor  saeh  resembiance  to  his  own  of  late; 
Thinking  on  Iceos,  and  oppress*d  with  pain^ 
Inditingthns  th'  apologizing  strain. 

**  biali  my  paina  I  court  the  sacied  Mofe, 
Vene  is  the  otily  laudanum  I  use ^ 
VerK,  aod  the  name  of  Jesus,  in  the  linę, 
The  CbristianPfe  uniwersał  anodyne; 
To  hymn  bis  sa?ing  lorę  to  all  mankind 
Maa  my  grief,  and  recreatet  my  mind: 
Thy  gkiry,  Jesa,  while  my  songs  intend, 
9by  tky  good  spirtt  blest  them  to  that  end! 

«IiU d0itin*d  lonah  cast  Into  thś  deep^ 
To  MTe  tiie  TCflscl  from  the  ftormy  iweep. 


I  Aud,  wafted  proridentially  to  thore, 
I  risk  the  boist^roos  elem<mt  no  morę; 
But  whilst  alone  I  tread  the  distant  straiid, 
Safe  o>er  the  wayes  that  all  may  come  to  land, 
Whom  onoe  I  call'd  companions  on  the  sea, 
I  pray  to  Jesus,  whom  the  winda  obey. 

"  Thus  Nazianzen  Gregory,  of  old, 
Whom  &ction  droTe  from  his  beloved  fold, 
Gould  will  a  Jouah's  lot,  to  be  cast  o^er, 
If  his  dismission  mifht  tbe  calm  i«8tore. 
However  short  of  tms  illnatrions  saint, 
Yet  I  can  fiad,  from  yirtuea  that  I  want, 
A  cause  to  pray  tbat  reigning  feods  may  cease. 
To  hope  in  Jesus  for  a  calming  peaoe. 

<'  The  saint,  expell'd  by  a  tomultuooa  ragę, 
Cheer'd  with  diTiner  song9  his  drooping  age; 
With  will  resign*d,  in  his  retirM  abode, 
On  Ghriiitian  themes  compos'd  the  Tarious  ode: 
Thua,  to  my  closet  prompted  to  retire, 
Nothing  on  this  side  Heav«n  do  1  require; 
EmpIoy'd  in  hymns,  tho*  with  ttnequal  skill. 
To  consecrate  to  Jesus  all  my  wilL 

"  With  pain  aad  sicimeas,  i^en  tbe  aaint  wat 
griev'd. 
His  ansioua  mind  a  sacred  song  reliev*d; 
Oft,  wben  oppressM,  the  subject  which  be  saag, 
Mix*d  with  devotion,  sweeten*d  every  pang; 
So,  being-banish*d  by  uoruly  beat, 
With  hymns  I  seek  to  solące  my  retieat; 
Be  my  confinement  e^er  so  eztreme, 
The  lorę  of  Jeana  ia  a  apecial  theme. 

«  Wben  the  apostatę  Julian  decreed 
Tbat  pagan  poets  Ghristians  should  not  i«ad, 
Tbe  saint,  who  kuew  the  subtle  edicfa  cauae. 
Madę  Terse  to  triumpb  o^er  the  tyranfs  lawa; 
May  I,  while  poetry  is  onreattain>d, 
Tho*  morę  m  theae,   than   pagan  timea,   pro. 

phan'd,  "^ 

Show,  that  what  real  charma  it  haa  belong 
To  Jesus,  fonnder  of  the  Christian  song. 

"  When  Gregory  waa*forc>d  to  leave  hu  floek, 
He  chose  in  rerse  the  gospel  to  unlock; 
That  fiowing  nnmbera  might  th*  attontion  gaio, 
So  long  forbidden  to  hia  proachiag  atrain^ 
My  care  for  them,  whom  J  waa  forc*d  to  leare, 
Taught,  and  untaught,  what  doctrine  to  feoeive, 
Would  hint  in  rhymes,  to  all  whom  they  aiudl 

reach, 
What  Jesus  only,  ui  themselres,  can  teach. 

"  For  sake  of  peaoe  did  Gregory  withdraw. 
And  iińah'd  morę  leadera  to  obaenre  that  law; 
By  which  resigners  of  dominion,  berę, 
Pnrchaae  much  greater  in  the  beav>nly  apfaei«! 
In  hopesof  peace,  morę  jojrfolly  I  sbook 
Preforment  ofi^  than  e'er  I  undertook ; 
Por  all  the  flock,  and  baniah^d  head  beside. 
My  oomfort  is  that  Jesus  can  provide. 

^  Wheą  wori^ły  politics,  knd  lust  of  nile, 
PrerailM  against  him  in  a  Christian  school^ 
The  saint  retir^d,  and  labour^d  to  diaperse     • 
Ungratefol  discord  by  harmonioua  verae: 
Sbaring  hia  fote,  I  ahare  in  hia  desire 
Of  discord  drown'd,  and  of  an  hymning  lyro 
To  tmie  the  hopea  of  peace;  and  in  the  nam« 
Of  JejRis,  rightly  hop^d  for,  to  prodauik 
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"  This  pńnce  of  peace,  this  origine  diTine, 
Youchsafe  to  aid  the  well  intcnded  linę. 
To  teach  the  reader^s  beart,  and,  by  his  grace, 
!Make  these  poor  labours  usefol  in  Uieir  place. 
O  might  they  raise,  in  any  single  soul, 
One  spark  of  love,  one  glimpsc  of  the  great  whole, 
That  will  possess  it,  when  by  thee  po8ses8'dy 
Jesas !  th'  eternal  song  of  all  the  bless^d." 


A  HINT  TO  CHRISTPAN  POETS. 

Where  uow  the  Joye,  the  Phoebus,  and  the  Ninę, 
lnvx)kM  in  aid  of  Greek,  and  Roman  linę; 
The  ver8e-inspiring  oracie,  and  stream, 
Delphos,  and  Helicou,  and  evcry  theme 
Of  charming  fictions,  which  the  poets  sung. 
To  show  the  beauties  ufa  reigning  tongue? 

The  wan  of  f  ods,  and  goddesses,  and  men, 
EmployM  an  Homer*8,  and  a  Virgil*8  pen: 
An  Epicurus  taught,  that,  with  this  Imll, 
The  gods,  at  ease,  had  no  concern  at  all: 
And  a  Lucretiuif  A>Uow'd,  to  rehearae 
Uis  Greek  impicties,  ią  iatin  verse. 

Such  were  the  bibles  of  the  Pagan  age, 
8ang  at  the  feast,  and  acted  on  the  stage; 
TransIbrmM  to  pompons,  or  to  luscious  ode, 
As  Bacchos,  Mars,  or  Yenus  was  the  modę: 
Dumb  deities,  at  wit*s  profnse  expcn8e, 
Worshipp^d  with  sonnds  that  echoed  to  no  sense. 

The  Christian  bard  has,  firom  a  real  spring 
Of  inspiration,  other  themes  to  sing; 
No  yain  philosophy,  no  fabled  rhyme. 
Bat  sacred  story,  simple  and  sublime. 
By  holy  prophets  told;  to  whom  belong         ^ 
Th»subjects  wortby  of  the  pow*r8  of  song. 

Sfaun  theit,  ye  bom  with  talents  that  may  grace 
^he  most  important  truths,  their  hapless  ease; 
From  ranting,  high,  theatrical  bombaat. 
To  Iow  sing-song  of  meretricions  cast: 
Shun  ey*ry  step,  by  which  a  Pagau  Muse 
Cottld  lead  her  clients  to  the  stage,  or  stews. 

Let  no  examples  tempt  you  to  proiane 
The  gifl>— abhorrent  of  all  hurtiul  strain : 
Contemn  the  vicious,  tho*  pr«vailing  fame^ 
That  gains,  by  prostitating  ver9e,  a  name: 
Tkke  the  forbearing  hint;  and  all  the  rest 
Will  ńse  sjiontaneous  in  your  purer  breast. 


ON  THE  DISPOSmOŃ  OF  MIND, 

JIBOIIISITE    FOR   THE   RIGHT  USE   AND    UKDER- 
tTAMDllIG  OF  THE  HOŁY  8CR1PTURE8. 

To  hear  the  words  uf  scripture,  or  to  read, 
With  good  efiect,  requires  a  threefold  heed; 
If  incomplete,  it  only  can  produce 
Hearings,  and  readings,  of  uo  sort  of  use. 

The  first,  hdentim;  or  a  fix»d  design 
To  leam  the  truth  conceming  things  diyine; 
If  previous  disposition  be  not  good, 
How  shall  a  serious  point  be  understood  ? 

The  neict,  o</mdon;  not  the  ontwaid  part. 
But  thc  &ir  littenuig  of  an  bonestheait:. 


Sound  may,  and  figore,  strike  the  ear  and  ejej 
But  sense  and  meaning  to  the  mind  apply. 

The  last,  relenihn;  or  the  keeping  pure, 
From  hurtful  mixture8,  what  is  elear  and  surec 
In  Tain  the  purpose,  and  the  pains  bave  been 
To  gain  a  good»  if  not  secur^d  within. 

Wit)iout  intention  truth  no  morę  can  stay, 
Than  seed  can  gro  w  upon  a  public  way ; 
The  morę  it  is  affecting,  plain,  and  grand, 
The  less  will  heedless  persons  understand. 

Without  attention  'twill  have  no  morę  fruit, 
Than  seed  on  stony  ground,  for  want  of  root ; 
That  makes  a  show  with  hasty  shoota  awbUef 
And  then  betra3r8  the  barrenness  of  soil. 

Without  retention  all  is  lost  at  last, 
like  seed  among  the  thoms  and  briars  cast : 
So  worMly  cares,  and  worldly  riches  both, 
May  mix  with  truth,  and  choke  i^  in  its  growth. 

As  groond  produces  goodly  crops  of  com, 
If  good,  and  frce  from  footstep,  stone,  or  thom^ 
That  of  good  hcarts  has  properties  as  plaii 
To  seek  the  truth,  recehe  it,  and  rettun. 


ŁETTK  TO  Kia 


ON   THE   SAMB  SUBJBCT,   IN  A 

PONTHIBU. 

We  ougbt  to  read,  my  wortby  friend  Ponthieo, 
All  holy  scriptures,  with  a  scripture  view : 
Writ  for  our  leaming,  as  their  aim  and  aoop« 
Is  patience,  comfbrt,  and  the  blessed  hope 
Of  everlasting  life,  a  reader*8  aim. 
To  understand  them  r^ht,  should  be  the  same* 

The  prosecution  of  this  hpapier  qaest 
If  doubts  and  diificolties  shall  molest; 
And  huge  debates,  on  passages  obscure. 
Be  suffer'd  to  eclipse  the  plain  and  surę  ; 
The  morę  he  reads,  the  morę  this  rambling  art 
Will  fili  his  head,  but  neyer  touch  his  heart; 
With  controversial  circumstances  fili. 
On  which  the  leamed  have  employ'd  their  skin, 
With  such  Buccess,  that  scarce  the  plainest  text 
Can  be  producM,  but  what  they  hare  perplert 
In  such  a  mamier,  that,  while  all  assign 
To  scripture  page  authority  dirine, 
The  compliment  is  rather  paid,  for  sake 
Of  suchoonstructions  as  they  please  to  make. 

Down  from  the  pope  to  the  obscurest  sect, 
Too  many  proofs  are  seen  of  this  efiect; 
Of  making  one  same  scripture  a  retreat 
l'or  ev*ry  party 's  opposite  conceit: 
Prolaner  wits,  obsenring  this,  mistook. 
And  laid  the  feult  upon  the  Bibie  book; 
Taking  the  same  varicty  of  ways. 
By  fancied  meanings  for  it:»  ancient  phraae. 
To  ery  it  down,  as  sects  were  wont  to  use 
To  ery  it  up,  for  their  peculiar  views. 

As  this  excess,  from  age  to  age,  has  growa 
To  such  a  monstrons  heigbt  within  our  own, 
What  a  slncere,  impartial,  honest  mind 
In  search  of  tiruth,  does  it  iequire,  to  fiod! 
What  calm  attention,  what  unfeign'd  desare 
To  hear  itii  voice  does  truth  itself  require! 
'  In  scrk>ture  phrase,  what  au  unceasing  pray*! 
Should  ibr  its  sacred  influence  prepare ! 
Becausę,  whatever  commeilts  ite  recail, 
The  disfioaition  <if  the  mind  is  aU» 


ON  THE  CONYEftSION  OP  ST.  PAUL. 


*Tif  IB  tliis  poiat  (ondoubtedljr  the  numi) 
That  acred  books  do  differ  from  propbane: 
They  do  oot  ask,  so  much,  for  letter*d  skill 
To  understaod  them,  as  for  simple  will : 
For  as  a  single,  or  clear-sighted  eye 
Adffiitt  tbe  ligbt,  like  ao  unclouded  sky, 
So  ts  thc  tnith,  by  scripŁure  pbrase  designM, 
ReceiT^d  nto  a  wcU  disposed  mind; 
By  the  »iiie  spirit,  ready  to  admit 
Thc  written  word,  as  they  possessM  wbo  writ ; 
"Wbo  wrk,  if  Chri«tians  do  not  vałnly  boast. 
By  ii^piration  of  tbe  Holy  Ghost 

Id  books  K»  writ  this  great  advantage  lies, 
That  the  first  author  of  them  never  dies ; 
Bnt  is  stili  present  to  instriict,  and  show. 
To  tbem  who  seek  him,  what  they  need  to  know ^ 
fitiU,  by  his  chosen  senrants,  to  unfold, 
Ai  be  sees  fit,  the  mysteries  of  old; 
To  re-confirm  what  any  sacred  pen 
Has  writ,  by  próof  within  the  hearts  of  men. 

'Hus  is  tbe  true  and  solid  reason,  why 
Ko  dificulties,  now  objected,  lie 
AgstosŁ  the  Tolumes  writ  so  long  ago, 
And  in  a  ianguage  that  few  people  know; 
Sobject,  as  books,  to  eiroors  and  mistakes, 
Which  oft  transcribing,  or  translating  makes  ; 
While  manners,  customs,  osages  of  phrase 
Weil  koown  of  old,  but  not  so  in  our  days. 
For  many  obFious  reasons,  must  elude 
The  utmost  force  of  criticising  feud : 
StiH,  all  editions  yerbally  contain 
The  simple,  necessary  truths  and  pUin, 
Of  gospel  doctrine;  and  the  spiritus  aid, 
WhKh  is  tbe  chief,  is  not  at  all  decay'd. 

Nor  can  it  hurt  a  reader  to  suspend 
His  jod^ent,  wbere  he  does  not  compiehend 
Adarker  text$  howerer  it  appear, 
He  koows  it  cannot  contradict  a  elear: 
So  that  with  all  the  helps,  of  ev*ry  kind, 
Tbe  shortest,  and  the  surest,  is  to  mind 
Vben  read,  or  heard,  and  inwardly  digest 
The  plainest  texts,  as  rules  to  all  the  rest; 
Tb  pray  for  that  good  spirit,  which  alone 
Caamake  its  fonner  inspirations  known; 
The  promti'd  comforter,  th'  unerring  guide» 
Who,  by  Christ* s  word,  was  always  ta  abide 
Wlthm  his  chureh,  not  only  in  tbe  past. 
Bot  ID  all  ages,  while  the  worid  should  last; 
A  choreh  distinguishVi,  in  tbe  sacred  cgde, 
Bj  his  perpetoal  gnidaoce  and  abode. 

Siidk  is  the  teacher  whom  our  Saviour  chose, 
Aad  writ  no  books,  as  human  leaming  knows; 
I/yth  as  it  16,  of  later  years,  to  preacb, 
That  by  this  teaeber  be  will  always  teacb; 
Bless  all  the  means  of  leaming,  or  the  want, 
lyi  them  wbo  after  his  instructions  pant: 
Of  reading  helps,  what  holy  men  express*d, 
When  niovM  to  write,  are  certainly  the  best  j 
Botfor  tbe  raal,mider8tanding  part,  . 
The  book  of  books  is  ey»ry  man*s  own  heart. 
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A  SmiCTURE 


<»  TRB  BISHOP  or  GŁOCBSTBR'g  DOCTRINB  OF 

GRACC. 

Wmtiho,  or  scriptore,  sacred  or  próbne, 
Cań  only  reader  history  morę  plain 
W  what  was  done,  or  said,  by  God  or  man, 
«nce  the  creation  of  tbe  worid  be^^n  z 


Tho'  eT'ry  word  in  sacred  page  be  tme. 
To  gire  account,  is  ali  that  it  can  do. 

Now  an  account  of  things,  as  done,  or  said« 
Is  not  a  living  letter,  but  a  dead; 
A  picture  only,  which  may  rq)res€nt, 
But  cannot  give  us  what  is  really  meant : 
He  that  has  got  a  map  into  his  hand 
May  use  the  name,  but  knows  it  is  not  landr 

So  in  the  Bibie  when  we  come  to  lock, 
(That  is,  by  way  of  eminencc,  The  Book) 
We  must  not  fancy  that  it  can  bestow 
The  things  them.selves,  which  we  desire  to  kaom 
Itcan  but  yield,  however  true  and  plain, 
V%rbal  directions  how  we  may  obtain. 

Tho*  a  prescription  be  directly  sore, 
Upon  the  patieut*s  taking  it,  to  cure. 
No  one  imagines  that  the  worded  biU 
Becomea,  itself,  the  remedy  for  ill ; 
The  med^ciaes  taken,  as  the  bill  directs^ 
Procure  the  salutiferous  effects. 

Who  then  can  place  in  any  written  ood« 
The  Holy  Ghosts,  the  Comforter's  abode? 

•*  Constant  abode  —  supremę  illuminatioo •♦ 

What  copy  can  be  this,  or  what  translation  } 
The  Spirifs  dweUing,  by  th'  attesUng  pea 
Of  all  th'  inspir^d,  is  in  the  hearts  ci 


Werę  books  his  constant  residcnce  inde<Hl, 
What  must  the  milliotis  do  wbo  cannot  read? 
When  they,  who  can,  so  vary  in  their  sense, 
What  must  distinguish  tnie  from  false  pretenceł 
If  they  must  follow  where  the  leamed  guide, 
What  diff*rent  spirits  in  one  book  abide  ^ 

Genius  for  parado-,  bowerer  bright, 
Can  not  well  justify  this  oversight: 
Better  to  own  the  trqth,  for  the  truth*s  sake, 
Than  to  persist  in  such  a  gross  mistake: 
Books  are  bot  books;  th*  illuminating  part 
Depends  on  G    l's  good  spirit,  ia  tbe  heart 

*'  The  comforter,"  Christ  said,  «*  will  come  aiitiv 
Abide  with,  d  well  in,"  (not  your  books,  but)  **  yon.* 
Just  as  absurd  an  iok  and  paper  tbrone 
For  God^s  abode,  as  one  of  wood  or  stone: 
If  to  adore  an  image  be  idolatry, 
Tu  deify  a  book  is  bibliolatry. 


ON  THE  CONTERSION  OF  ST.  PATTL. 

Iw  Paul*s  conrersion  we  disoern  tbe  case 
Of  human  talents.  wanting  heavenly  gracot 
What  pcrsecutions,  >till  he  saw  the  light, 
Agftinst  the  Christian  churcb  did  he  excite ! 
By  bis  own  reason  led  into  mistake, 
Amoogst  the  flock  what  havoc  did  he  make! 
Within  himself  when,  Tcrily,  he  thonght, 
That,  all  tbe  while,  he  did  but  what  be  ougbt. 

'  **  Por  thoogh,  according  to  tbe  promiae,  bis  or- 
dinary  influence  occasionally  as^sts  the  liutbAil 
of  all  ages ;  yet  his  constant  abode,  and  supremę 
illumination,  is  in  the  sacred  scriptures  of  the 
New  Testament.**—?.  39.  The  Doctrine  of  Grace, 
kG*  by  tbe  bis  hop  of  Glpcester. 
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BmOBTS  POBMS. 


His  lue  of  reapon  cftnnot  be  densr^d, 
Kor  legał  zeal,  nor  norai  life  betide; 
Blameleis  as  any  Jew,  or  Greek  could  claim, 
Who  showM  are^ion  to  the  Christian  name ; 
His  fund  of'leaming  some  are  pleasM  to  add; 
And  yet,  with  all  th'  endonrments  whlcb  he  had, 
From  place  to  place,  with  eager  steps,  he  trod. 
To  persecute  the  real  church  of  God. 

Wheił  to  Damascos,  for  the  like  intent, 
With  the  bigh-priest's  authority  he  weat; 
Struck  to  the  ground,  by  a  diTiner  ray, 
The  reas'iiiog,  legał,  morał  zealot  tay ; 

To  the  plaJB  ąuestion  put  by  Jesus whj 

Persecute  me?"  had  only  to  reply^ 

'*What  shall  1  do?'*— »bis  reason,  and  his  wrath 

Werę  both  conyinc'd,  and  he  embnc'd  the  frith. 

His  outward  lost,  his  inwaid  sight  renew'd, 
Truth  in  its  natire  evidenoe  he  view>d ; 
With  three  days  hśt  he  nourish'd  his  oonceni. 
And,  a  new  conduct  well  prepai*d  io  leam, 
Good  Auanias,  whom  he  came  to  bind, 
Was  sent  to  cure,  and  to  baptise  tlie  blind: 
'  A  destinM  martyr,  to  his  Jewish  zeal, 
Of  Christian  foith  confers  the  sacred  seal. 

Of  noUer  nse  his  reason,  while  it  stood 
Witłiout  a  conference  with  flesh  and  błood, 
Still,  and  snbmtasiTe;  when,  within,  begun 
The  FatfaeT's  rerelation  of  the  Son; 
Whom,  'tiłl  the  Hoły  Spirit  rise  to  show, 
Ko  poa'*r  of  thought  can  erer  come  to  know; 
The  saving  mystery,  obscur^d  l>y  sio, 
Itself  must  manifest  itself,  within. 

Thps,  taught  of  Ood»  Paul  saw  the  truth  appear 
To  his  enlightenM  understanding  cłear: 
The  pow>r  of  Christ  himsełr,  and  ńothing  less, 
Could  moTe  its  persecutor  to  profess : 
He  leam'd,  and  told  it  from  the  real  ground. 
And  prov*d,  to  all  the  Christian  world  around, 
That  true  religion  had  its  tnie  foundation, 
Not  in  man*B  reason,  but  God's  revelation. 


A  CONTRAST 


BBTWKBir  HUMAŃ  REASON  AND  DITINB  IŁŁUMI-* 
NATION,  BIEMPUnSO  IN  THRBB  DIFFBRBNT 
CHARACTBR9. 

An  bombie  Christian,  to  whose  inwaid  sight 
God  shows  the  truth,  and  tben  Inspires  to  write ; 
Because  of  deeper  oertainties  declar^d, 
Than  wbat  the  mind  perceiyes,  when  unprepar'd, 
From  them,  who  measore  all  on  which  he  treats. 
By  the  fix*d  standard  of  their  own  conceits, 
Meets  with  oontempt;  and  very  few  will  own 
The  real  truths,  which  he  has  really  shown, 

A  Sharp  philosopher,  who  thinks  to  find 
By  his  own  reason,  his  own  strength  of  mind, 
Sublimer  things,  that  lie  so  fiar  beyond 
The  scenes  to  which  such  forces  correspond; 
From  them,  who  iove  to  speculate  like  him,  . 
And  think  all  light,  but  that  of  reason,  dim, 
Meets  with  admirers;  tho'  he  reasons  wrong, 
And  drawi  the  dupes,  if  plausible,  along. 

Now,  tho*  a  searcher  should  no  morę  despite 
The  ttse  of  reasoDi  tbaA  he  should  of  eyea  j  ' 


Yet,  if  Aere  be  a  still  superior  Jight, 
Than  fiiculty  of  reason  has,  or  sight; 
Which  all  rdigion  seems  to  pre-suppose, 
That  God  on  such,  as  rightly  seek,  bestows; 
In  higher  matters  how  should  he  decid^ 
Who  takes  his  reason,  only,  for  his  guide? 

Such  words  as  naturę,  reason,  comaon 
Fumish  all  writers  with  one  same  preteooe; 
Altho*,  in  many  an  acknowledg>d  case, 
They  must  iall  short,  witbout  snpeiftir  gnods 
So  that,  in  things  of  morę  momentous  khid, 
Kature  itself  directs  ns  not  to  mind, 
If  sacred  truth  be  heartily  desir*d, 
The  greatest  rcas'nerB,  but  the  mott  inspir'd. 

Wbence  comes  tbe  ralue  for  the  scriptnrepsgc^ 
So  justly  due,  so  paid  thro'  erYy  age? 
Not  writ  by  men  of  leaming,  and  of  paits. 
But  honest,  bombie,  and  enlighten'd  heaits: 
Who,  when  they  reason*d,  rea8on'd  Tery  well; 
And  how  enabl*d,  lei  their  writings  tell: 
Not  one  of  all,  but  who  ascribes  the  foroe 
Of  truth  discover*d  to  an  higher  source. 

Take  tbese  three  men,  so  difl^rentin  their  way, 
For  instance,  Behmen,  Bolingbroke,  and  Hay': 
They  all  philosophize  on  sacred  thones. 
And  bttild  on  reason,  the  two  laat,  their  tchenei: 
The  first  aArms,  that  his  principia  flow 
From  what  God*s  spirit  gare  him  pow'r  to  knot; 
As  much  a  promisM,  as  a  certain  guide, 
With  Christ*s  disciples  ever  to  abide. 

If  Bolingbrokian  reas<m  must  prerail, 
All  inspiration  is  an  idle  tale: 
Writers  by  that,  from  Moses  down  to  Pud, 
I  spare  to  mention  how  he  treata  them  all: 
Now  if  he  errM,  whence  did  that  erronr'q>ring?  . 
His  reason  told  him  there  was  no  such  thiof ; 
Foundress,  in  her  philosophizing^  cast, 
Of  all  his  first  philosophy,  and  Ust 

Hay,  better  taught,  and  morę  ingenuoBSiput, 
Gropes  "with  his  reason  betwist  ligdbt  and  dark; 
Now,  geńtle  głimraeńngs  of  truth  diątUya; 
Now,  lost  m  fancy's  intricater  maże, 
A  motley  miicture  of  such  thinga  has  got, 
As  reason  coilld  disoorer,  and  could  not: 
Which  all  the  builders  on  its  boasted  plan 
Prove  to  be  just  as  manifoU  as  man. 

Thń  Behmen  knew;  and,  in  his  humUe  «sy, 
Becaroe  enligbten*d  by  a  steadier  ray; 
First  Uught  himself,  by  what  he  heard  and  Mir, 
Of  grace  and  naturę  he  exp1ained  the  law;  • 
That  sacred  Spirit.  from  which  both  arose, 
Taught  him,  of  both,  the  secrets  to  disdflse 
To  them,  who,  using  eyes,  and  rtmion  too, 
Werę  fit  for  truth  in  a  diTiner  ^iew. 

He  does  not  write  from  reason;  nor  appesl^ 
Of  course,  to  what  tliat  fhoulty  rereals; 
Yet,  if  the  common  privilege  be  minę,      ^  ^  • 

Reason  may  see,  that  something  mors  difiaa 

'  Religio  Philosophi,  or  the  Principies  of  Ho- 
rality  and  Christlanity,  illustrated  from  a  Ywwd 
the  Uuiyerse  and  of  Man*s  Situation  \a  it,  bf    , 
William  Ha]^  Esą.  a  Tolume  publish«d  in  17^ 
and  not  ui\iu8tly  characterised  by  our  poet.     w 


ON  FA]TH>  IIEAS(W,  AND  SIGHT. 
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Lim  Ud,  in  wbattfc«  books  of  Behmea  teatb^ 
Tho'  it  farpui  itt  apprehensiTe  nrach; 
May  fee»  ftom  what  it  really  appnfaends, 
IMatt  iBflre  nuhMfi  BehaMn  lar  tnuMcoidi. 

Foad  of  bis  i^aaon  at  a  mao  may  be. 
Be  dumid  oonfen  iU  limited  degree; 
Aod,  by  its  ha  directioD,  leefc  to  Aod 
A  saier  gmóis  to  things  of  deąier  kind: 
The  most  sbaip-sigbted  seek  for  otber  men, 
Who  nay  baye  leen  wfaat  Ues  beyond  their  ken; 
AaAf  in  ńriigious  mattersy  most  appeals 
Are  mado  by  men  to  tbat,  wbich  Ood  rereato. 

Bow  is  it  po«ble  to  jndge,  arigbt, 
Of  betThily  tbings^  but  by  an  boay'nly  ligbt? 
Contemn^d  by  Bolingbroke,  by  Hay  coofess^di 
By  Bebmeoy  poseibly  at  least,  possessM : 
Tnly  ioipiiMy  as  pions  minds  have  thoogbt| 
Jioob  wu  known  to  liye  as  heliad  taugbt; 
Aad  st  his  last  departing  moment  cry'd, 
Noir  **  1  go  bence  to  Paradise^— and  dy'd. 


SOCRATBS^S  REPLY, 

COHCBKHIlfO  HKRACUTU8*!  WRITIHGS. 

Wbm  Socrates  bad  read,  as  antbors  notę, 
A  certaio  book  tbat  Heraditus  wrote; 
Deep  in  its  matter,  and  obscure  beside; 
AikHi  bis  opinion  of  it,  be  rep]y'd, 
*  AD  tbat  1  understand  is  gooid  and  tnie^ 
Andwhat  rdon't  is,  1  beliere,  so  too.'* 

TInu  aDswer'd  Socrates,  wbom  Greeoe  oonfest 
The  wisest  of  ber  sages,  and  tbe  best; 
Bj  justice  mov'd,  and  candoar,  of  a  piece 
Wiib  that  pbilosopber's  repote  in  Greeoe: 
Wotthy  of  imitation,  to  be  sure^ 
Wben  a  good  writer  is  sometimes  obscure. 

• 

AB  tbe  baTaoguingi  tberefore,  on  tbe  tbeme 
Of  deep  obscnrity,  in  Jacob  Bebme, 
Is  but  itself  obscure ;  for  be  migbt  see 
Fiither,  tis  possibłe,  tban  you,  or  me:  . 
Memwfaile,  tbe  goodness  of  bis  plainer  page 
Demsods  tbe  answer  of  tbe  Grecian  sagę. 

The  stuff  aud  nonsense,  labyrinth  aad  ma^e, 
Madoess,  entbusiam,  and  sucb  łike  pbrascy 
Its  qiiick  bestowers  are  oblig'd  to  own, 
Oo^t  not  to  niove  os,  by  its  eager  tonę,    . 
Morę  tban  they  ongfat,  ift  reason,  to  be  moy>d9 
Sboald  ve  so  paint  a  work  wbicb  tbey  approy'd. 

He,  wbom  tbe  fair  Socratical  remark 
Describes,  was  called  intortiw;,  or  the  darki 
Yet  his  wise  reader,  from  the  good  in  viev, 
Thoaght  tbat  his  darker  passages  were  troe : 
Hevoa1d  not  judge  of  what,  as  yet,  lay  bid. 
By  wbat  he  did  not  see,  but  what  be  did. 

The  books  of  Bebme,  as  nonę  are  Ued  to  read» 
To  Uame  unread  they  have  as  little  need : 
Al  tbey  who  read  thcm  mott,  the  most  commend, 
Otbcn,  at  least,  may  yeoture  to  sospend; 
Orthink,  with  ref  rence  to  sucb  books  as  these^ 
Of  Henelitns,  and  of  Socrates. 


THOUGHTS  UFOĘjr  HUMAŃ  JtEASON, 

OOCAlłONBD  BT  RBADIHO  BOMB  BZTRATAOAlIT 
DfiCŁAMATIOBS  IN  IT8  FAYOUR. 

Ybs,  i  baye  read  them— — but  I  caonot  find 
Much  depth  of  sense  in  writers  of  this  kind: 
Tbey  all  retail,  as  they  proceed  along, 
Or  superfictal  sentiments,  or  wrong: 
Of  reason !  reaaon !  they  repeat  the  cries. 
And  reason^s  use— wbich  nobody  denies. 

All  sbarers  in  it  follow,  I  suppose^ 
£acb  one  his  reason,  as  be  does  his  nose; 
Wben  he  intends  to  reach  a  certain  spot, 
Whether  he  finds  the  road  to  it,  or  not: 
With  eąual  sense  a  postolatum  begs 
The  nse  of  reason,  as  tbe  use  of  k^ 

Fuli  weil  these  rational  adepta  declaim 
On  pointa,  at  wbich  theirreason  ean  take  aim ; 
But  wben  they  talk  beyond  tbem,  what  mistakef , 
Of  yarioos  kind,  their  yarions  reason  makes ! 
AU  are  for  one  same  nile ;  and  in  its  nse 
All  singly  dear,  and  mutually  abstruse* 

Wbat  plainer  demonstration  ean  be  bad^ 
That  their  briginal  pretenoe  is  bad; 
Who  say— Their  own,  or  human  ieaaon'a,  ligbt 
Mnst  needs  direct  tbem  to  deteimine  right? 
Wbat  greater  proof  of  a  superior  akill 
Jfeedfbl  to  reas>&en^  reaaon  bow  they  will? 

Sense  to  discem,  and  reason  'to  eompare, 
Are  gifts  that  merit  our  improying  care; 
But  want  an  inward  ligbt,  wben  aU  ia  dooe, 
As  seeds,  and  plants  do  that  of  outward  snns 
Main  help  neglected,  tasteless  fmits  arise; 
And  wisdom  grows  insipid  in  the  wise. 

Tho*  aU  these  reason-worsbippers  profeas 
To  guard  against  fnnatical  escess, 
Entbnsiastic  beat        their  fmv'rite  tbeme 
Draws  their  attention  to  tbe  cold  eKtremej 
Their  fears  of  torrid  feryours  freeze  a  soul;  - 
To  shon  the  zonę  they  send  it  to  tbe  pole. 

The  very  sound  of  rational,  and  plain, 
Contents,  where  sense  is  neither  of  tbe  twain* 
A  world  of  readers;  wboae  polite  concem 
Is  to  be  leamed,  without  pains  to  leam : 
To  pleaae  their  palates,  with  a  modiśh  treat, 
Cheap  is  tbe  cost— ^nd  here  is  tbe  reoeipt-* 

"  Let  reaaon,  first,  imagination,  paaaions» 
Be  dean  dreat  up  in  pretty-worded  laahioiia ; 
Then  let  imagination,  paaaiona,  reaaon, 
Change  placea  rcmnd,  at  eaeh  eommodiou  aeason; 
'Till  reaaon,  paasions,  and  imagination 
Hayeproy^d  tbe  point,  by  their  complefee  rotatioB.*' 


ONFAITH,  REASONy  AND  ŚIGHT, 

COBIIOBRED  AS  THE  THRBB  DISTIMCT  MBDIUMt 
OF  HUMAJI  PERCEPTIOB. 

Trbrb  is  a  threefold  eorrespondent  lifi^t 
Tbat  sbinei  to  &ith«  to  reaaon,  an<l  to  aigbti 


tlt 


tirKOJSeS  POEMS. 


Tbe  first,  eternal^  briiiging  into  Yiew 

Celestial  objeets,  if  the  fiiith  be  tnie ; 

Tbe  next,  intenial;  which  the  reas'niDg  mind 

Cpnsidts  in  trutbs  of  an  ideał  kiod; 

The  tbirdy  ezternal ;  and  peroeiy'd  thereby 

Ali  outtirard  objectg  that  i^ect  tbe  eye. 

Each  Kght  is  good  within  its  destin'd  spbere; 
Kor  with  eadi  otber  do  they  interfere : 
Fatth  do68  not  reason,  reason  does  not  see. 
Kor  sight  extend  beyond  a  fixt  degree: 
Yet  faith  in  light  of  a  superior  kind 
Cannot  be  calPd  irrationa],  or  blindj 
Because  an  higher  certainty,  display 'd, 
Indodes  tbe  force  of  all  inferioraid. 

As  body,  toni,  and  spirit  make  a  man, 
Each  bas  the  help  of  its  appoiated  plan ; 
Słgbt,  bearing,  smell,  and  taste,  and  feeling  sense, 
MThat  the  corporeal  naturę  wants,  dispense: 
Tbinlung,  comparing,  judging,  and  the  wbole 
Qf  reasoning  6»calties,  assist  tlie  soul: 
^aithy  and  whatever  eise  may  be  exprest 
By  grace  celestial»  makes  the  spirit  bleat. 

To  heal  defect,  or  to  avoid  escess, 
The  greacter  light  should  still  correct  the  less; 
.  And  form,  within  the  rigbt  obedient  will, 
Ą  seeing,  reasoning,  and  belieying  skill: 
While  body  move8  as  outward  sense  directs; 
And  soul  perceives  what  reason's  light  refl^cts; 
And  sphrit,  filPd  with  lustre  from  aboye, 
Obeys  by  faith,  and  operates  by  love. 

A  sober  person,  tho*  his  eyes  are  good, 
Slights  not  tbe  tnitfas  by  reason  understood^ 
Kor  jpst  concittsions,  under  the  )>i-etenoe 
Of  contradiction  to  his  seeing  sense ; 
Knowing  the  limits  too  that  reason  hath, 
He  does  not  seek  tox)tiench  the  light  of  faith; 
But  ratłonałly  grants,  that  it  may  teach 
Wbat  human  stretch  of  reason  cannot  reach. 

As  sigfat  to  reason,  in  the  tbings  that  lie 
Beyond  the  ken  of  the  corporeal  eye, 
tJnbnrt,  uninjur^d,  yiełds  itsćłf  of  course, 
So  welUtaught  reason  owns  a  higher  fbrce ; 
By  faith  ehlighten'd,  it  ei\)uys  a  rest 
In  clearer  light  to  find  its  own  supprest; 
Suffering  no  morę,  for  want  of  its  display, 
Than  Moou  and  stars  in  ful]  Hkeridian  day. 

« 

To  make  the  reas'inng  fticnity  of  man 
Do  morę,  or  less  to  help  him,  than  it  cao, 
Is  egually  absurda  but  worse  to  slight, 
Or  want  the  benefits  of  faith,  than  sight: 
If  he  who  sees  no  outward  light  be  blind, 
How  dtsmal  dark  mutt  be  the  feithless  mind! 
The  one  is  only  natural  defect, 
The  otber  wilftil,  obstinate  neglect 

Pretence  of  reasoii,  for  it  is  preteiice. 
Foolish  and  fatal,  in  the  saddest  sense;    * 
For  reason  cannot  nlter  what  is  tnie, 
Or  any  morę  prerent,  than  eyes  can  do; 
Both,  by  the  limits  which  they  ieQ\i  proclaim 
The  rea)  want  of  a  celestial  flame: 
How  is  it  possibje  to  sea,  in  fine, 
The  thi^gy  4>f  Ood,  włtbout  a  light  dińna? 


A  DTALOGUS 


DBTWBsir  Rcnrcin,  iwBOPHium,  amd  acam^ 

MICIW,  OM  THB  MATURB,  POWHt,  AMD  OtB  9t 
HUMAN  ŁBARNING,  IN  MATTBRI  OF  BELL 
GION.  MtOM  MR.  ŁAW'8  WAY  TO  IHYIIB 
KN0WLED6K. 

R17STICUS. 

Yes,  Academicns,  you  love  to  hear 
The  words  of  Jacob  Behmen  madę  so  elear; 
But  the  truth  is,  the  fundamental  good, 
At  which  be  aims,  you  have  not  understood; 
Content  with  such  good  notions  as  befit 
Your  learned  reason,  and  your  searching  wi^ 
To  make  a  talk  about,  you  gather  still 
Morę  ample  matter  for  your  hear-say  skill: 
You  know  yourseif,  as  well  as  I,  that  this 
Is  all  yourjoy  in  him;  and  hence  itis 
That  you  are  so  impatient,  ev'ry  day. 
For  morę  and  morę  of  wha^t  his  pages  say ; 
So  tckM,  and  puzzlM,  if  you  cannot  find 
Their  meaning  openM  to  your  eager  mind; 
Nor  add  new  notions,  and  a  stronger  fbrce. 
To  heighten  still  your  talent  of  disoourse. 

With  all  your  value  for  his  books,  as  yet, 
This  disposition  makes  you  to  forget 
How  oa  they  tell  you,  and  how  well  tbey  IhM!, 
That  this  inordinate  desire  to  know, 
This  beaping  up  of  notions,  one  by  one. 
For  subtle  fancy  to  descant  npon, 
Whrie  Babel,  as  you  think,  is  overthrown, 
Is  boilding  up  a  new  one  of  yoar  own; 
Your  Babylonish  reason  is  the  pow*r, 
That  seeks  matcriaIs*to  erect  its  towhr: 
Tbe  very  scriptures,  under  such  a  guide. 
Will  only  nourish  your  bigh-soaring  pride; 
Nor  will  you  penetrate,  with  all  your  art, 
Of  Jacob's  writings  the  substuntial  part 

The  works  of  Behmen  would  you  undentsnd? 
Then,  where  he  stood,  see  also  that  you  staod; 
Begin  where  he  began;  direct  yoar  tfacnght 
To  seek  the  blessing  only,  that  he  sought; 
Tlie  heart  of  <>od;  that,  by  a  light  tnie fdth, 
He  might  be  8av*d  from  sin,  and  .Satan's  wrath: 
While  tbus  tbe  humble  seeker  stood  resign*d, 
The  light  of  God  broke  in  upon  his  mind: 
But  you,  devoted  to  the  pow'r,  alone, 
Of  specułatire  reason,  all  your  own, 
WouJd  reach  his  ladder's  top  at  once,  nor  tiy 
The  pains  of  rising,  step  by  step,  so  high— ■ 
But,  on  this  subject,  by  your  looks,  1  see 
You'd  ratber  hear  Tbeopbilus  than  me. 

THBOPHIUUS. 

Why  really,  Academicus,  the  main 
Of  all  that  Ru&ticus,  so  bluntly  plain, 
Has  here  been  saying,  tho'  it  seem  so  hard, 
Hints  truth  enough  to  put  you  on  your  guard: 
Much  in  the  same  mistake  your  mind  bas  beeiy 
That  many  of  my  learned  friends  are  in; 
Whoi  tho'  admii^TS,  to  agreat  degree, 
Of  trutbs  in  Jacob  Behmen,  which  they  see, 
Yet,  of  all  people,  haye  tbe  least  pretence 
To  real  benefit  received  fram  ttence: 
TrainM  up  in  controversy,  and  dispute; 
AccostomM  to  maintain,  or  to  refute, 
All  piopositions,  only  by  the  light 
Of  their  own  reasoiA  jud^ii^  what  is  right, 


A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEM  RUSTIĆUS,  THEOPHILUS,  &c. 
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They  tate  tliie  guide  in  tnitht  of  eT'iy  kind, 
Both  wheie  it  sees,  aiid  where  it  must  be  blind ; 
So  tbat  in  regiom,  where,  a  ligfat  divine 
pemonftratet  tnith,  and  reason  cannot  shine, 
Tbe  real  good  is  hiddeo  from  their  yiew. 
And  some  cuch  systi-iii  rises  up,  in  lieu, 
As  birtb  or  education,  modę  or  place, 
]fi  coarae  of  life,  bas  ted  tbem  to  embrace. 

Thns  iritb  tbe  leamed  papist,  in  bis  creedf 
Tbe  leamed  protestant  is  not  agreed; 
Not  tbat,  to  either,  tnith  ąnd  light  hare  taugfat 
To  entertain  so  opposite  a  thought; 
But  6docatioD's  contrary  suppłies 
Parę  giv'n  tbem  protestant,  andpopisb  eyes; 
And  reaaon  being  tbe  acciistom'd  light 
Of  botb  tbe  parties,  and  of  either  figbt, 
Decisiona  proteataiit,  and  popisb  too, 
Cao  find  it  work  enongb,  and  tools  enoo, 
To  ibape  opinions  of  a  difi^rent  grovtb, 
WMIst  Icaming  is  an  open  field  to  both; 
And,  of  iti  hanrest,  the  inur^d  to  reap 
With  greater  sklll  can  show  tbe  greater  heap. 

ACADBMICUS. 

So  thcn  I  mnst,  as  I  perceive  by  yoii, 
BenooDce  my  leaming*  and  my  reason  tooy 
If  I  wonld  gain  the  necessary  ligbts 
To  uodei stand  what  Jacob  Behmen  writes: 
]  cannot  yield,  aa  yet,  to  auch  adTice; 
Nor  make  the  pnrcbaae  at  so  dear  a  prioe: 
I  bopc  the  study  of  the  scripture  text 
Will  do  for  fhe ;  and  leave  me  unperplext 

With  his  deep  matters Little  did  I  know 

Tbat  learning  hady  in  you,  so  gieat  a  foe. 

THEOPHILUS. 

Be  Dot  oneasy ;  learning  bas  in  me 
No  foe  at  ąll,  not  in  the  least  degree; 
No  morę  than  haa  the  ^ieoce,  or  the  skill, 
T9  baild  an  house  to  dwell  in,  or  a  mili 
For  grinding  corn— — 1  Łbink  an  usefhl  art 
Of  buman  tbings  the  noblest,  for  my  part : 
Knowledge  of  booka  or  langoages,  or  aught 
Tbat  aoy  person  haa  been  doły  taught, 
I  woald  not  ask  h!m  to  renounce,  or  aay 
Tbey  might  nut  all  be  usefiil)  in  their  way: 
I  nruuld  nut  blame,  witbin  ita  proper  place, 
Tbe  art  of  throwing  ailk,  or  making  lace; 
Or  a&y  art,  confin*d  to  ita  ovrn  sphere; 
Bat  then  the  measure  of  ita  uae  is  there : 
Some  we  cali  tit)eral^  and  some  we  cali 
Mrchanic;  now  the  circle  of  tbem  all 
Does  but  show  forth,  in  its  most  perfect  plan, 
Tbe  natnral  abilittes  of  man  ; 
The  pow're  and  facuUiea  of  human  mind, 
Wbether  the  man  be  wełl,  or  ill  inoiin^d : 
The  most  ui\)u8t,  and  wicked  debauchee, 
Regarding  neither  God,  nor  man,  may  be, 
In  any  one,  or  morę,  of  all  the  train, 
Of  greater  akill  than  others  can  obtain. 

But  now,  redemption  of  the  buman  race 
By  Christ,  with  all  ita  mysteriea  of  grace, 
b,  in  itsdf,  aa  it  has  always  becn, 
Of  qnite  another  naturę ;  nor  akin 
To  art,  or  science,  wbich,  for  worldly  view8y 
Tbe  natnral,  or  outward  man,  can  nse : 
h  is  au  inward  fitness  to  revive 
Tbat  heav*nly  naturę,  wbich  was  onoe  ali^e 

In  Pamdise;  tbat  bli^Ail  iife  within 

The  buman  cre«ture  which  was  lost  by  sin: 


It  breathea  a  spark  of  Iife,'  to  re-create 
The  poor-fiill'n  man  in  his  first  happy  state; 
By  which,  awakenM  into  new  desires, 
After  his  natiye  country  fae  inąuires ; 
How  hc  may  rise  above  this  earthly  den. 
And  get  intu  his  father^s  house  again. 

This  is  redemption;  or  the  Iife  divine 
OfiTring  itself,  on  one  band,  with  design 
Tbat  inward  man,  who  lost  it,  to  restore 
To  all  the  bliss  which  be  was  in  before; 
And,  on  tbe  other,  *tis  the  man's  desire. 
Will,  faitb,  and  hope,  which  earoestly  aspire 
After  tbat  Iife;  the  hunger,  thirst,  and  caJl 
To  be  deliver'd,  by  it,  from  the  fali. 

Now  wbether  man,  in  this  awakenM  ttńfs, 
Breathe  forth  bis  longings  after  this  good  lift^ 
In  Hebrew,  Greek,  or  any  Knglish  sound, 
Or  nonę  at  all,  but  silent  sigh  profound, 
Can  be  of  no  significancy;  He, 
Tbat  knows  but  one,  or  uses  all  the  three, 
Neither  to  him,  morę  distant,  or  morę  near^ 
Will  this  redeeming  Iife  of  God  appear: 
Can  you  conceire  it  morę  to  shine  upon 
Men  of  morę  langiiages,  than  men  of  one  ł 
He  who  can  make  a  grammar  for  High  Dotch, 
Or  Welch,  or  Greek,  ran  you  suppose,  as  such* 
In  faitb,  and  hope,  and  goodness,  will  eiccell 
A  man,  tbat  scarce  his  motber  tongue  can  spelll 
If  this  supposal,  then,  be  too  absurda 
No  hurt  is  done,  no  enmity  incnrrM, 
To  leaming,  science,  reason,  critic  wit,  ^ 

By  giving  them  the  places  which  they  fit; 
Amongst  the  ornaments  of  Iife  belo^, 
Which  the  most  profiigate  as  wcU  may  knoy, . 
(One  of  the  most  abandoin'd  yicious  will) 
As  one  who,  feariog  God,  escheweth  ilL 

Therefore  no  trutha,  oonceming  this  diTro^* 
And  heav'uly  Iife,  can  come  within  the  Bne 
.Of  all  this  leaming;  as  exalted  fiur 
Above  the  pow'r  of  trial  at  its  bar; 
Where  both  the  jury,  and  tbe  judges  too, 
Are  bom  with  eyes  incapable  to  riew; 
Living,  and  moving  in  this  world^t  demeane^ 
They  haye  their  being  in  another  aoene; 
The  Iife  divine  no  abler  to  desery, 
Than  into  Heay'n  can  look  an  eagle'a  eye. 

If  you,  well  read  in  ancient  books,  my  friendt 
To  publish  Homer^s  Iliad  should  intend, 
.Or  Coesar^s  Commentaries,  and  make  out  [douhtf 
Some  thingsmore  plain— — you  haye  the  akill,  n« 
As  well  providcd  for  the  work,  perhapa, 
As  one  to  make  his  baakets,  one  his  trapa; 
But  if  you  think  that  skill  in  ancieat  Greek, 
And  Latin,  helps  you,  of  itielf,  to  aeek, 
Find,  and  eicplain  the  spirit,  and  the  aenaa 
Of  what  Christ  said,  it  ia  a  yain  preteuce^ 
And  qiiite  unnatural;*  of  equal  kind 
With  tbe  endeavour  of  a  man  bom  blind, 
Who  tclka  abouc  exhjbiting  the  sicht 
Of  difTrept  coloura,  beautifuUy  bnght« 

Doctrine!",  wherein  redemption  i  a  conccra'4. 
No  morę  bclong  to  men  as  being  learnM, 
Than  colours  do  to  him,  who  never  saw 
Tbe  light,  that  gives  to  all  of  tbem  the  law* 
From  łike  unnatnral  attempt  procecds 
That  husre  variety  of  sects,  and  creeds, 
Which,  from  the  same  true  scripture,  can  deduce 
AVhat  serre*  each  dliPrent  erroor,  for  its  use: 
Papist, -6r  protestant,  Sooinian  claaa^ 
Or  Arian^  can  as  easily  amais 
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The  texte  of  acriptniiey  and  by  r8Mon'8  ray. 
One  as  another^  urge  tbc  endless  fray} 
Retort  abwirdities,  whenever  prest, 
Prove  ita  own  system,  and  conftite  tbe  rest; 
Jnst  as  blind  men,  in  their  dispntes,  can  do 
£ach  otbers  Dotions  of  red,  green,  or  blue. 

Tbe  li^t  of  the  celestial  inward  man, 
That  died  in  Paradtse,  wben  sin  began, 
Is  Jesus  Christ;  and  cons6quently,  men 
By  him  alone  can  rise  to  l£fe  again: 
He,  in  the  beart  of  man,  most  sow  the  seed, 
That  can  awaken  beav'n)y  iife  indeed: 
Nothing  but  this  can  possibly  admit 
Return  of  Iife,  or  i»  tbe  least  be  fit, 
Or  ca:pablę,  or  sensible  of  pow'r 
Wmm  Jesus  Christ,  in  his  redeeming  hour: 
The  light,  and  Iife,  which  he  intends  to  raise, 
Hare  no  dependence  upon  word,  and  phrase; 
Life,  in  itseif,  be  it  of  Heav'n,  orEarth, 
Muat  bave  its  whole  procession  from  a  birth: 
Wouid  it  not  sound  absurdly,  in  your  mind, 
That,  if  a  man  be  naturally  bliod, 
Care  must  be  had  to  tcach  him  grammar  well, 
Or  in  the  art  of  logie  to  exocU ; 
That  he  wil]  best  obtain,  wben  this  is  done, 
Knowledge  of  light  and  colours  from  the  Sun  ? 
Yet  not  ooe  jot  is  it  the  less  absurd 
To  think  that  skill  in  Greek,  or  Hebrew  word, 
Of  man'8  redemption  can  explain  the  whole, 
Or  let  the  light  of  Oiiid  into  łiis  souL 

This  matter,  Academicus,  if  you 
Caa  set  in  a  morę  proper  light*— pray  do. 


J  POETICAL  VERSION  OF  A  LETTER 

JROM    TUB  BARŁ  OF    ESSBZ    TO  THE    BARŁ  OF 
SOUTHAM PTON '.. 

BlTŁord, 

Untaught  by  naturę  or  by  art. 

To  giTe  the  genuine  dictates  of  my  beart 

The  gloss  of  compliroent,  1  nerer  less, 

Than  now,  shuuld  aiiii  at  that  politc  excess ; 

Kow,  that  my  wand'rthg  thoughts  are  fix'd  upon, 

Not  Martha's  many  things,  but  Mary*8  one. 

>[ri>  not  from  any  ceremonious  vif  w, 
But  to  disebarge  a  real,  needful  due 
Fiom  friend  to  iriend  in  absence,  that  I  write 
To  minę,  secluded  from  his  wonted  sigbt ; 
By  (orce  obligM  to  give,  and  to  recetve 
A  long«"-^perhaps,  a  last  departing  łeave  ; 
For  smali,  by  ev'ry  test  of  human  kcn,  « 

The  bopes  of  meettng,  in  this  worid,  again. 

Under  such  circurostanc&i,  1  recall 
My  friend,  whose  honour,  perąon,  fortunę,  all, 
80  dear  to  me,  make  bosom  wish  to  swell, 
Tbat  he  may  always  prosper,  and  do  well ; 
Where'er  he  goes,  wbate'er  he  takes  m  band, 
Under  tbe  ftirour,  serrice,  and  command 
Of  his  protecting  providence,  from  whom 
Ali  happiness,  if  truły  such,  must  come. 

1  A  copy  of  the  original  letter  may  be  seen  iq 
Cogan's  CoUection  of  Tracts  from  Lord  $omer*s 
Łibrary,  Vol.  4,  P.  133,  under  the  titie  of  '*  A 
precious  and  most  divine  Letter,  from  that  famous 
and  ever  to  be  renown*d  Karl  of  Rssez,  (Fatber  to 
fbe  now  Lord  General  his  Excellenct-)  to  the  Eaii 
of  Southampton,  m  the  latter  end  of  Źoeen  Eliza- 
beth's  Reign.*> 


My  friend^s  abllities,  and  present  ttatt 
Of  natural  endowments  how  I  ratę ; 
To  God  wbat  glory,  to  himself  what  use, 
The  best  ezertion  of  them  might  prodnce, 
I  shall  not  heie  express;  emiugh  to  notę 
That,  at  such  times  as  1  was  most  remote. 
From  all  disaembling,  witnesses  enoo 
Can  vouch  my  speaking  what  I  tbooght  was  troeL 

The  truths,   which  lorę  now  prompts  lae  to 
remind 
Your  lordship  of,  are  gf  the  foUowing  kindt 
First ;  that  whaterer  taleots  yoo  possess, 
They  are  God'8  gifts,  whom  you  are  bound  toUesi: 
Next;  that  you  have  them,  not  as  things  yoorow^ 
Tho'  for  your  use,  yet  not  for  yonrs  silane; 
But  tm  an  boman  stewarty,  or  trust, 
Of  which  account  is  to  be  gi^'!!,  and  just : 
So  tbat,  in  fine,  if  talents  are  apply*d 
To  serre  the  ipirit  of  the  world,  in  pride. 
And  vain  delights,  as  be,  wbo  mles  tbe  soeaei 
Of  guiity  joy,  the  prince  of  darkness,  meam, 
It  is  ingratitude,  ii|iustice  too, 
Yea,  'tis  perfidious  treachery  in  you: 
For  if  a  ser^ant,  of  your  own,  should  dare 
To  use  the  goods,  commttted  to  his  care. 
To  the  advantage  of  your  greatest  foe, 
What  would  you  think  of  bis  bebaring  so  ? 
Yet  how  with  God  would  you  youndf  do  les^   ' 
Having  from  him  whaterer  you  possess. 
And  senring  with  it,  in  the  donor^ś  stead, 
That  foe  to  him*  by  whom  the  world  is  led? 

A  serioos  thougbt  if  you  can  ever  knd 
^o  admonition»  from  your  truest  friend; 
If  the  regard  due  to  your  country  sways; 
Which  you  may  serre  so  many  glorious  ways; 
If  an  all-ruling,  righ$eous  Pow'r  abore 
Can  raise  your  dreaTl  of  justice,  or  your  lorę; 
If  you  yourself  will  to  yoorself  be  tnie. 
And  ererlasting  happiness  pursue, 
Before  the  joy  s  of  any  worldly  scherae, 
The  short  delusions  of  a  pteasing  dream, 
Of  which,  whaterer  it  may  represent, 
The  soul,  soon  wak'd,  must  bitterly  repent; 
If  tbese  reflectioos,  ąpy  of  them,  find 
Due  estimation  in  yoorprudent  mind; 
Take  an  account  of  what  is  done,  and  past, 
And  what  tbe  futurę  may  demaud,  forecast; 
The  leagues,  whi^rer  they  import,  repeal, 
To  which  good  conscience  bas  not  set  tbe  tesi: 
And  fix  your  resolution  firm,  to  serve 
Him,  from  whose  will  no  loyal  tbought  caa  swerre; 
That  gracious  God,  from  whom,  in  rety  deed, 
All  your  abilities  and  gifts  proceed; 
Whether  of  bodily,  or  mental  tracę; 
Without,  within;  of  naturę,  orof  grace. 

Then  he,  who  cannot  possibly  deny 
Himself,  or  give  hislaithfulness  the  lie. 
Will  honour  his  tnie  serrant,  and  impart 
That  real  peace  of  mind,  that  joy  of  beart, 
Of  which  until  you  are  become  possest, 
Your  beart,  your  nund,  shall  never  fie  at  rest; 
And  wben  you  are,  by  baving  well  a^^proyM 
The  one  tnie  way,  it  nerer  shall  be  moyU 

This,  I  foresee,  your  lordship  may  object, 
Is  melancboly^s  vaporou8  efiect; 
That  I  am  got  into  a  pri«'ner*B  style; 
Far  enongh  from  it  all  the  jocund  while 
That  I  was  free  like  you,  and  other  men; 
And,  fietters  gone,  should  be  the  same  again. 


ON  RESIGNATfON. 


To  which  I  answer sajr  it  tho'  you  sbould, 

y«t  canDot  I  dijttnist  a  God  so  good ; 
Ormercy  feilini:  me,  90  Rreatly  sbown, 
^gnce  /brsaldng,  but  by  fault  my  own: 
80  decpiy  boiind  to  bim,  my  heaiit  so  borna 
To  make  his  mercy  snitabłe  retm-ns, 
TJit  not  to  try,  of  all  tb*  apostatę  elass 
worae  shottld  I  be  tbaa  any  e^-er  was : 
1  hare  with  such  repeated,  soleron  stress, 
Afor^d  the  peniti^nce  which  I  profess; 
Prom  tinie  to  time  so  caird  on  not  a  few. 
To  witoess,  and  to  watch,  if  it  u  as  true! 
Thatof  all  bypocritcs,  if  found  to  lie, 
Tbat  e*er  were  born,  the  hollowest  were  I. 

IkA  thouia  I  perish  in  my  sins,  and  dra  w 
Ujwa  myśpif  my  own  danmation*s  law, 
Will  It  Dot  be  your  wisdom  to  embnu^e 
Cod*s  ofiei^d  mercy,  of  a  saring*  grace  ? 
To  profit  by  ezample,  if  you  see 
Tbefearfbl  case  of  niiserable  me? 

A  longer  time  was  I  a  slaye  to  sin. 
And  acorrapted  world,  than  you  have  been; 
Bid  many  a  too,  too  slowly  aoswci^d  cali, 
Thatmade  still  harder  my  rptum  from  thmll: 
Totoae  to  Christ  was  reąuisite,  1  knew, 
Wtwfter  pace,  I  flattpr»d  mc,  would  do; 
The  j«orney»8  end  rontented  I  remain*d 
Tołee,  and  own,  tłfo»  still  »twas  unattain'd: 
Tberefbrethe  same  gfood  Providence  that  calUd, 
With  a  kind  Tiolence,  has  puird  and  hauPd; 
As  pnblic  eye  raay,  oiitwardly ,  at  least, 

V  _j*"'  «nd  drag»d  mc  to  the  marriage  feast. 

Kind,  in  this  worfd,  afflictioa's  bcariest  load, 
That,  ID  another,  bliss  might  be  bcstowM  ; 
Aiod  the  repeated  stripes,  that  should  correct 
Of  too  grpat  knowled^  *  a  too  smali  cffect: 
God  gnotyour  lordship  may,  with  less  alloy, 
Feel  an  unfeigoM  conv€rsion*8  inwaid  joy, 
As  I  do  now ;  and  find  the  happy  way, 
Without  the  torments  of  so  long"  delay ! 

To  tfce  divines  (and  thtre  were  iione  beside 
ThstnamM  eonversion  to  me)  1  replyM— 
*CoaId  my  ambition  entcr,  and  posscss 
ITour  narrow  bearta,  your  meekness  would  be  less; 
Were  my  delights,  to  which  it  głves  the  rise, 
Ta«t«d  by  you,  you  wonid  be  less  precise  :*» 
Jit  fOD,  my  lord,  have  the  momentous  hłnt, 
f rom  one  that  knows  the  very  utmost  stint 
Of  all  that  can  amuse  you,  whiist  you  lłve, 
Of  all  contentmenta  which  the  world  can  jcive. 

Tfcink  Uien,  dear  earl,  that  I  have  stak*d  and 
buoy*d 
The  ways  of  plcasun^,  fetally  enjoyM, 
Afid  Kt  ihem  up,  as  morks  at  sea,  for  you 
Tokeep  tnie  Virtue's  channel  in  your  riewr 
TTuok,  tho»  your  eyes  should  long  be  shut,  and 

fcst,     * 
They  must,  they  must  be  openM  at  the  last: 
Tnith  willcompcl  you  to  confess,  likfe  mc, 
Jat  to  the  wicked  peace  can  nerer  be. 
With  my  own  soul,  that  Heav*n  may  deign  to  aid 
Mf  heart'8  addresś,  this  covenant  is  madę; 
My  eyes  shall  ncver  yield  to  sleep,  at  night, 
Nor  tbonghts  attend  the  bus'ness  of  the  light, 
■Jll  1  haTe  pray>d  my  God,  that  you  may  take 
Th»  ptam  bot  &itbfai  waming,  for  his  sake, 

With  a  beliering  profit then,  in  you 

T«w  fnends,  your  country  will  be  happy  too; 
Aj»d  all  VQttT  aims  succeed  .  ■  cvento  so  biesi 
Would  fin  witb  comfort,  not  to  ba  expi«at» 
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Your  lord8hip»scousin  andtnie  friend so  ty'd 

That  worldly  cause  can  never  once  divide — 
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THE  ITALIAN  BISHOP. 

AN  ANBCIHn'B. 

There  is  no  kind  of  a  fragmental  notę, 
That  pleases  better  than  an  auecdote; 
Orfact  unpublishM;  wheo  it  comes  to  rise^ 
And  giye  the  morę  agreeable  surprise : 
From  long  oblirion  sa^M,  an  useful  hint 
1 9  doubly  gratefdl,  when  reviv'd  in  print: 
A  late  and  striking  instance  of  this  kind 
Delightad  many  an  atteutive  mind; 
This  anecdote,  my  task  is,  to  reheariCy 
As  higbly  fit  to  be  consign'd  to  Terse. 

There  Uv*d  a  bishop,  once  upon  a  time^ 
Where  is  not  said,  but  ItaJy  the  clime; 
An  honest,  pious  man,  who  understood 
How  to  behave  as  a  true  bishop  should  ; 
But  thro'  an  opposition,  form^d  to  blast 
His  good  designs,  by  men  of  diiTrent  cast^ 
He  had  some  tedious  struggies,  and  a  traia 
Of  ryde  affronts,  and  insults  to  sustaio; 
And  did  sustain;  with  calm  unruffled  mind 
He  borę  tbem  all,  aud  never  once  repin'd; 
An  intimate  acquaintance»  one  who  knew 
What  diflliculties  be  had  waded  thro' 
Time  afler  time,  and  very  much  admir'd 
A  patienoe  so  provok'd,  and  so  nhtir*d^ 
Madę  bold  to  ask  him,  if  he  could  impart, 
Or  teaoh  the  secrct  of  bis  happy  art; 
"  Yes,"  said  the  good  old  preiate,  "  that  I  can. 
And  'tis  a  plain  and  practicable  plan ; 
For  all  the  secret,  that  I  fcnow  of,  lies 
In  making  a  right  use  of  my  own  eyes." 

Befr*d  to  explain  himself,  how  that  should  be - 

**  Why,  in  whatcrer  state  I  am,»*  said  he, 
"  I  first  look  up  to  Heav>n;  as  well  aware» 
That  to  g<»t  thither  is  my  main  aflpiir, 
I  then  look  down  ujion  the  F^rth;  and  think» 
In  a  short  space  of  time,  how  smali  a  chink 
I  shall  possess  of  its  extensivc  ground; 
And  ttien  I  cast  my  seoing  eyes  arou nd, 
Where  morę  distress  appears,  on  ev»ry  side* 
Amongst  mankind,  than  I  myself  abide. 
So  that,  reflectinsT  on  my  own  concern, 

First whoie  true  happiness  is  plac*d,  I  le^m: 

Next; let  the  world,  to  what  it  will,  pretend, 

I  see  where  ąll  its  good  and  ill  must  end. 

lAst how  nnjusst  it  is,  as  well  as  vain, 

Upon  a  fair  discernment,  tp  complain. 
Thus,  looking  up,  and  down,  and  round  about, 
Riffht  use  of  eyes  may  flnd  my  sccret  out : 
With  HeaT»n  in  vi(:w-.--whis  real  home-«-^in  fina, 
Nothing  on  Earth  should  make  a  man  repinc*' 


ON  nESfGNATION, 

TO  A  FRIEND  IN  TROUBŁB. 

Dear  child,  know  this,  that  he,  who  gare  th«a 
Almigbty  Ood,  is  Lord  of  life  and  daath,  [breatb, 
And  ail  things  that  oonoem  them,  such  as  these, 
Youtb,  health,  or  strength;  age,  weaknesa,  or  dii* 
e^se; 
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Wherefore,  whaterer  thy  affliction  be, 

Take  it  as  coming  irom  thy  6od  to  thee: 

Whether  to  teach  thee  patience  be  its  end, 

Or  to  instruct  such  persons  as  attend, 

That  faith  and  meekness,  try'd  by  suff^riogs  past, 

May  yield  increase  of  happiness  at  iast: 

Or  whether  it  be  sent  for  some  defect, 

Which  be,  who  wants  to  bless  thee,  would  cor- 

Certain  it  is,  that  if  thou  dost  repent,  [rect; 

And  take  thy  cross  up  patiently,  when  sent,^ 

Trusting  in  hiro,  who  gcnds  it  thee,  to  take 

For  Jesus  Christ  his  Son,  thy  Sayiour^s,  sake, 

Wholly  submitting  to  his  blcssed  will, 

Whose  Tisitation  seeks  thy  profit  still; 

Ali  that  thou  dost,  or  ever  canst  endure. 

Will  make  thy  ever!a8ting  joy  móre  surę. 

Take  tbcrefore  wbat  befails  thee  in  good  part, 
As  a  prescriptiou  of  Iove's  healing  art; 
"  Whom  the  Lord  Ioveth  he  chastiseth  too," 
Saith  Paul,  "  and  scouigeth  with  a  saring  yiew;'' 
It  is  the  mark,  by  which  be  ownfl  a  child, 
Without  it,  not  so  hononrably  stylM: 
Fathers  according  to  the  flesh,  when  they 
Correct  theni,  children  Tev*rencc,  and  obey; 
How  rauch  morę  justly  may  that  Father  claim, 
By  whom  we  Iive  etenially,  the  same? 
They  oft  chastise  thro*  humour  of  their  own, 
He  always  for  uur  greater  good  alonc; 
Chast^ning  below,  that  we  may  rise  above 
Holy,  and  happy  in  our  Father^s  Iove. 

These  things  for  comfort,  and  instruction  fit, 
In  holy  scripture,  for  our  sakes,  are  writ, 
That  with  a  patient,  and  enduring  mind, 
In  all  conditions  we  may  be  resignM; 
And  reverencing  our  father,  and  our  friend, 
Take  what  his  goodness  shall  be  pleas^d  to  send. 
What  greater  good,  considering  the  whole, 
Than  Christ^s  own  likeness  in  a  Christian  soul 
By  patientsuff^ring?  Think  what  ills,  bcfore 
He  enter'd  into  joy,  our  Saviour  borę ; 
What  things  he  suffer^d,  to  retrieve  our  loss, 
And  make  his  way  to  glory,  thro'  the  cross, 
The  way  for  us ;  he  wanted  nonę  to  make, 
But  for  the  poor  lost  human  sinner's  sake; 
For  them  he  sufler*d  morę  than  words  can  tell, 
Or  thought  conccive;  reflect  upon  it  well, 
Dear  cbild!  and  whether  life,  or  death  remains, 
Depend  on  him  to  sanctify  thy  pains ; 
To  be  himself  thy  stiong  defence,  and  tow*r, 
To  make  thee  know  and  feel  his  saving  pow*r: 
Still  taught  by  him,  repcat— 7^  will  bedone! 
And  trust- in  God  thro'  his  beIoved  Son. 


A  POETICAL  VERSION  OF  A  LETTER, 

WnOM   /ACOB  BBHMEN,   TO   A   FRIENO,  ON  THB 
SAME  OCCAŚION. 

DcAR  brother  in  onr  Saviour,  Christ^-his  grace 

And  luve  premis'd,  in  your  afilictive  case; 

1  have  consider*d  of  it,  and  have  brought 

The  whole,  with  Christian  sjrmpathetic  thought, 

Before  the  will  of  the  most  High,  to  see 

What  it  would  please  him  to  make  known  to  me. 

And  thereupon,  I  give  you,  sir,  to  know, 
What  a  tnie  insight  he  was  pleasM  to  show, 
Into  the  cause  and  ciire  of  aJl  yoar  grief, 
And  present  trial^  wbicb  I  shall,  in  bnef» 


Set  down  for  a  memońa),  and  declare 
For  you  to  ponder  with  a  serioos  care. 

First  then,  the  cause,  to  which  we  must  asugn 
Your  strong  tomptation,  is  the  loTe  divine; 
The  goodness  supematoral,  above 
All  utt*rance,  flowing  from  the  God  of  lorę; 
Seeking  the  creatorely  and  human  will. 
To  free  it  from  captivity  to  ill: 

And  then,  the  struggle  with  so  great  agrace« 
In  human  will,  refusinp^  to  embrace; 
Tho'  tender^d  t^  it  with  a  love  so  pure, 
It  sceks  itself,  and  strives  against  a  cure; 
From  its  own  łove  to  transitory  things. 
Morę  than  to  God,  the  real  eril  springs. 

'Tis  man's  own  naturę,  which,  in  its  own  liie, 

Or  centrę;  stands  in  enmity  and  strife. 

And  anxiou8,  selfish,  doing  what  it  lista,      [ństs: 

(Without  God*s  ]ove)  that  tempts  bini,  and  re> 

The  devil  aiso  shoots  his  fi*ry  dart, 

From  grace  and  love  to  turn  away  the  beart. 

This  is  the  greatest  trial;  'tis  the  figfat, 
Which  Christ,  with  his  iutemal  love  and  Ughl, 
Maintains  within  man's  naturę,  to  dispel 
God*s  anger,  Satan,  bin,  aud  death,  and  HeU; 
The  human  sełf,  or  serpent  to  devour. 
And  raise  an  angel  from  it  by  his  pow'r. 

Now  if  God's  love  in  Christ  did  not  subdiie, 
In  some  degree,  this  selfishness  in  you, 
You  would  have  no  such  combat  to  endure;  . 
The  serpent  then,  triumphantly  secure* 
Would  unoppo8*d,  exert  its  native  right. 
And  no  such  conflict  in  your  soul  ezcitc. 

For  all  the  huge  temptation  and  distress 
Riites  in  naturę,  tho'  God  seeks  to  bless; 
The  serpent  feeling  its  tormenting  state, 
(Which,  of  itself,  is  a  merę  anxic>us  bato) 
Whien  God's  amazing  love  comes  in,  to  fili. 
And  change  the  selfish  to  a  god-like  will. 

Herę  Christ,  the  serpent-bruiser,  stands  in  ma^ 
Storming  the  devil's  hellish,  self-built  plan; 
And  hence  the  strife  within  the  human  soul; 
Satan's  to  kill,  and  Christ*s  to  make  it  whole; 
As  by  cxperience,  in  so  grcat  degree, 
God,  in  his  goodness,  causes  you  to 
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Now,  while  the  serpent's  head  is  bruis*d,  tlf 
heel  ' 

Of  Christ  is  stung;  and  the  poor  soul  must  kd  , 
Trembling,  and  sadness,  while  the  strivers  cope^ , 
And  ran  do  nothing.  but  stand  still  in  hope;  I 
Hardly  be  able  to  lift  up  its  face,  ^ 

For  merę  concem,  and  pray  to  God  for  grace,    j 

The  serpent,  tuming  it  another  way, 
Showsit  the  world's  allnring,  fine  display; 
Mocking  its  resolution  to  forego. 
Por  a  new  naturę,  the  engaging  show; 
And  represents  the  taking  its  deligbt 
In  present  sccnes,  as  natural,  and  right 

Thus,  in  the  wildemess  with  Christ  alone, 
The  soul  endures  temptation  of  its  own; 
While  all  the  glories  iii  this  world  display^d, 
Płeasnres  and  pomps  surround  it,  and  persuadfe  *| 
Not  to  remain  so  humble,  and  so  still, 
fiut  elsrate  itself  in  own  self-will. 


ON  BEARING  THE  CROSS. 
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Tbe  nezt  temptation,  whirh  bc&lla  of  coarse 
FroDi  9itan,  and  Iroiii  naturę* s  selfish  force, 
Is  when  the  soul  bas  tasted  of  the  \ove. 
And  been  illuminated  from  aboTc; 
StłU  io  ito  sdf-hood  it  would  scelc  to  sbine, 
ind,  as  its  own^  possess  the  light  divine. 

That  is,  the  soulish  naturę,  takę  it  right, 
As  mach  a  serpent,  tf  without  God'8  light, 
At  Lucifer,  this  naturę  still  would  claim 
For  owa  propriety  the  heaT'nly  flame; 
Aod  elevate  its  6Te  to  a  degree, 
Above  the  light*s  good  powV,  which  cannot  be. 

# 

Tbń  domincering  scif,  this  naturę  fire. 
Most  be  transmuted  to  a  Iove  desire : 
Now,  vhen  this  change  is  to  be  undergone, 
]t  looks  for  some  own  pow'r,  aod  finding  nonę, 
Segitts  to  doubt  of  grace,  unwilling  quite 
To  yiełd  up  its  s«if-willing  nature^s  rigbt. 

Iterer  quake8  for  fear,  aud  will  not  die 
h  light  divine,  tho*  to  be  blest  thereby: 
Tbe  light  of  grace  it  thinlcs  to  be  deceit, 
Becsuse  it  worketh  gently  without  heat : 
Mor'd  too  by  oatward  reason,  which  is  blind, 
Aod,  of  itself,  aees  nothing  of  this  kind. 

y^  koows,  it  thinketh,  whetber  it  be  tnie 
llat  God  18  in  thee,  and  enlightens  too  ? 
b  it  not  iancy  ?  for  tbou  dost  not  see 
Like  other  people,  w  ho,  as  well  as  thee, 
Hope  for  salvation,  1>y  the  grace  of  God, 
Without  such  fear,  and  trembling  at  his  rod. 

Thaft  the  poor  sonl,  acconnted  for  a  fool. 
By  all  the  reas*ner8  of  a  gayer  school. 
By  aU  the  grarcr  people,  who  embrace 
Mtre  Terbal  promises  of  futurę  grace, 
Sghsfirom  its  deep  intemal  ground,  and  pants 
Tor  sach  enlight*ning  comfurt  as  it  wanta ; 

And  fiun  would  have;  but  naturę  can,  alas ! 
Do  nothing,  of  itself,  to  bring  to  pass ; 
And  is,  Łhro'  its  own  impotence,  afraid 
That  God  rejects  it,  and  will  givc  no  aid ; 
Which,  with  regard  to  the  sclf-will,  is  true; 
For  God  rejects  it,  to  implant  a  new. 

The  owD  self-will  must  die  away,  and  shine, 
Kisiog  thro*  death,  in  saving  will  divioe; 
And,  firom  the  oppositiun  which  it  tries 
Atainst  God's  will,  such  great  temptations  rise: 
The  deTil  too  is  loth  tu  losc  bis  prey, 
Aod  see  his  fort  cast  duwn,  if  it  obey. 

For,  if  the  life  of  Christ  within  arise, 
Sdf-lut,  and  false  imagination  dies; 
WhoUy  it  cannot  in  this  present  life, 
fint  by  the  ilesh  maintains  the  daily  strife; 
Dies,  and  yet  łires;  as  they  alone  can  tell, 
In  wiioia  Christ  fights  against  the  pow>rs  of  HelL 

The  tiiird  temptation  is  in  mind,  and  will, 
Aod  flesh  and  blood,  if  Satan  enter  still ; 
Wbere  the  ftise  centres  lie  in  man,  the  spriogs 
Of  pride,  and  lust,  and  lovc  of  earthly  tlungs; 
And  all  the  cunes  wish'd  by  other  men, 
Which  are  occasion^d  by  this  deri^*!  den. 

These  in  the  astral  spirit  make  a  fort, 
Which  all  the  sins  concentce  to  support; 


And  human  will,  esteeming  for  its  joy 
What  Christ,  to  sare  it,  combats  to  destroy. 
Will  not  r<»8ign  the  pride-erected  tow'r. 
Nor  li?e  obedient  to  the  Saviour'8  pow*r,  • 

Thus  I  have  giv'n  you,  Ioving  sir,  to  know 
What  our  dear  Saviour  bas  been  pleas'd  to  ahow 
To  my  consideration ;  now,  on  this, 
Examinc  well  what  your  temptation  is: 
"  We  must  leave  all,  and  foUow  him,"  he  said, 
Right  Cbrist-like  poor,  like  our  redeeming  head. 

Now,  if  self-lust  stick  yet  upon  your  mind, 
Or  love  of  earthly  things,  of  any  kind, 
Then,  from  those  centres,  in  thcir  working  force, 
Such  a  temptation  will  rise  up  of  coarse: 
If  you  will  follow,  when  it  does  arise. 
My  child-like  counsel,  bear  what  I  adyise, 

Fix  your  whole  thought  upon  the  bitter  woe, 
Which  our  dcar  Lord  was  pleasM  to  undergo ; 
Consider  the  rq>roacb,  contempt,  and  scom, 
The  worldly  state  so  poor,  and  so  forlorn, 
Wliich  he  was  so  content  to  bear;  and  then, 
'4Iis  suffring,  dying  for  us  sinfiil  men. 

And  thereunto  gWe  up  your  whole  desire. 
And  mind,  and  will;  and  eamestly  aspire 
Tó  be  as  like  him  as  you  can;  to  bear, 
(And  with  a  patience  bent  to  perserere) 
All  that  is  laid  upon  you ;  and  to  make 
His  prpcess  your*8,  and  purely  for  his  sake; 

For  love  of  him,  most  freely  to  embrace 
Contempt,  affliction,  poverty,  disgrace; 
AU  that  can  happen,  so  you  may  but  gain 
His  blessed  love  within  you,  and  maintain; 
No  longer  willing  with  a  self-d^sire. 
But  such  as  Christ  within  you  ahall  inspire. 

Dear  sir,  I  fear  Icst  something  still  amiss, 
Aversc  to  him,  cause  such  a  strife  as  this: 
He  wills  you,  in  his  death,  with  him  to  die 
To  your  own  will,  and  to  arise  thereby 
In  his  arising;  and  that  life  to  live, 
Whfch  he  is  striving  in  your  soul  to  give. 

Let  go  all  earthly  will;  and  be  rcsign*d 
Wbolly  to  him,  with  all  your  hcart  and  mind: 
Be  joy,  or  sorrow,  comfort,  or  distress, 
ReceiT*d  alike,  for  hc  alike  can  bless. 
To  gaiu  the  victory  of  Christian  faitb 
Over  the  world,  and  all  Satanic  wrath. 

So  shall  you  conquer  death,  and  Heli,  and  sin^ 
And  find,  at  last,  what  Christ  in  you  hath  been : 
By  surę  expericncc  will  be  understood, 
How  all  hath  happen*d  to  you  for  your  good: 
Of  all  his  cbildren  this  bath  been  the  way ; 
And  Christian  love  here  dictates  what  I  say. 


ON  BEARING  THE  CROSS. 

A  DIALOG  UE. 

Takb  up  the  cross  which  Ihou  hast  got. 
For  love  of  Christ,  and  bear  it  nut 
As  Simon  of  Cyrene  did, 
CompelPd  to  do  as  be  was  bid. 

"  Pray,  am  not  I,  who  cannot  free 
Myselfy^compeird  as  much  as  be? 
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I  cannot  thon  it,  and,  of  courae, 
Must  bear  this  heavy  cross  by  foroe.*' 

What  dost  tbou  get  then  by  dis^rast 
At  bearing  that,  which  bear  thoa  must? 
NoUiing  abates  the  force  of  ilł, 
Like  a  resign^d  and  patient  will. 

"  Tis  tnie;  but  bow  sball  T  obtaia 
>    Sucb  an  abatemeiit  of  my  pain  ? 
Compulsion  tempts  me  to  repine 
At  Simon'8  case  becoming  minę.** 

Look  then  at  Jesus  gone  before ; 
Reflect  on  wbat  thy  Sarioor  borę; 
Borę,  tbo'  he^could  bave  been  set  free, 
Death  on  tbe  cross,  for  1ove  of  thee. 

«  He  did  so^Lord!  whatshall  I  say? 
Do  thou  enable  me  to  pray, 
If*tis  not  posslble  to  shun 
This  bitter  cross— thy  will  be  done  !'* 


A  S0LrL02UV 


ON  THE  CAU8E  AND  CONSBQUENCE  OF  A  OOUBT- 

IMG  MIND. 

I  MUSE,  I  doubt,  1  reason,  and  debatę— 
Therefore,  1  am  not  in  that  perfert  state, 
In  which,  when  its  creation  first  began, 
God  plac*d  his  own  beloved  Imafre,  man; 
Trom  wfaose  high  birth,  at  once  design'd  for  all, 
This  eyer  poring  reason  proyes  a  fiill. 

Whłłst  Adam  stood  in  that  immortal  Itfe, 
Wherein  pure  truth  exclud«d  doubt  and  strife, 
He  knew,  he  saw,  hy  a  diviner  light, 
AU  that  was  good  for  knowlcdsre,  or  fur  sight ; 
But  when  the  scrpcnt^subtlety  of  Heli 
Brought  him  to  doubt,  and  reason — ^then  he  fell. 

Feli, by  declining  from  an  upright  will, 
And  Bunk  into  a  state  of  good  and  iłl : 
The  very  state  of  such  a  world  as  this 
Became  a  death  to  his  immortal  bliss: 
Bliss,  which  his  reason  gave  him  not,  before 
The  loss  ensu*d,  nor  after  eould  restore. 

From  him  descending,  all  the  human  race 
Must  iieeds  partake  the  naturę  of  his  case: 
Just  as  the  trunk,  the  branches,  or  the  fhiit, 
Perive  their  substance  from  tbe  parent  root: 
What  life,  or  death,  into  the  father  caroe, 
Tbe  Sons,  tho^  guiltless,  couhi  but  havc  tiie  same. 

If  I  am  one,  if  ever  I  must  Hv€ 
The  biissful  life,  which  God  desigii*d  to  give ; 
As  reason  dictates.  or  as  some  degree 
Of  higher  ligbt  euables  one  to  see, 
U  cannot  rise  from  being  bom  on  Earth, 
Withoutasecond,  new,  and  heaT'nly  birth. 

The  gospel  doctrine,  which  assures  to  men 
The  joyful  truth  of  being  bom  agom, 
Demands  the  free  conscnt  of  ev*ry  will, 
That  seeks  the  good,  and  to  escape  the  iii: 
In  all  the  sayM,  right  reason  must  allow 
Such  birth  effected,  tbo'  it  knows  not  how. 

Snch  was  the  faith  in  life^s  rede<^ing  seed, 
Of  poor  fsirn  man  the  comfort,  and  tbe  creed : 


Such  was  the  hope  before,  and  sińce  the  flood, 
in  ev*ry  time  and  place,  of  ali  the  good: 
Till  the  new  brtk  of  Jesus,  from  above, 
Reveard  below  the  mystery  of  lorę. 

His  virgin  birth,  life,  death,  and  r&«scent« 
Explain  what  a!l  God's  dispensations  meant— 
God  give  me  grace  to  shun  the  doubting  crime ! 
Since  nothing  follows  intemiediate  time. 
But  life,  or  death,  etemally  to  rule 
A  bltsted  Christian,  or  a  curted  fooL 


A  PLAiN  Accomrr 

OF  THE  NATURĘ  AND  DESIGN  OF  TRUE  REU6I0I. 

What  is  religion  ? — Why  it  is  a  cure, 
Giv*n  in  the  gospel,  gra/if,  to  tbe  poor, 
Bv  Jesus  Christ,  the  healer  of  tbe  aool; 
Which  all  who  take  are  surę  to  be  madę  whole; 
And  they  who  will  not,  all  the  art  of  man 
May  strive  to  cure  them,  but  it  oever  can. 

Cure  for  what  malady  ? — For  that  of  sio, 
From  whence  all  other  maladies  begin; 
It  had  its  rise  in  Adam,  firat  of  all. 
And  all  his  sons,  partaking  of  his  fisll. 
Want  a  new  Adam  to  b<^t  tbem  free 
From  sin  and  death ;  and  Jesus  Christ  is  be. 

How  is  it  giT*n? — By  raising  a  new  birth 
Of  hcaT*nly  life,  siirviving  that  of  Eartb; 
Wliich  may,  at  any  time,  at  some  it  mosŁ, 
Return  its  mortal  body  to  the  dust; 
And  then  the  bom  of  Gori  in  Christ  agaiii 
Will  rise  immortal,  true  angełic  men. 

Why  in  the  gospel? — Grospel  is,  indeed, 
In  its  truć  Iiving  bense,  the  holy  seed. 
By  God*s  great  mercy,  first,  in  Adam  sowo, 
And  first,  i  u  Christ,  to  fuli  perfection  grown: 
Pullness,  from  which  all  holy  souls  deńve, 
And  bodies  too,  the  pow'r  to  be  alive. 

Why  gratis  ^f  iv'n  ? — Because  the  lorc-dwlre 
Of  God,  in  Christ,  can  never  work  for  hire: 
Its  naturę  is  to  love  for  loving'«  sake. 
To  give  itself  to  ev*ry  wili  to  take; 
To  tlicm  it  brings,  amidstthe  darkest  night, 
Its  lilc  and  immortality  to  light. 

Why  to  the  poor? — Because  they  fcd  thdr 
Which  trust  in  richcs  is  so  loth  to  grant:  [wist, 
The  rich  have  sometbing  which  they  ciU  tkeir 
The  poor  have  nothing,  but  to  Christ  atooe  [owi; 
They  owe  thcmselrcs,  and  pay  him  whst  thff 
And  what  religion  isi— they  oniy  know.        [o«e, 


ON  THB  true  MEANINO  of  THBSCRirnntBTlUD 

LIFE   AND   DEATH, 

WBEN  APPLIED  TO  MEN. 
True  life,  according  to  the  scripture  piao, 
Is  God*s  own  łikeness  in  his  imagf,  maii; 
This  was  the  life  that  Adam  ceas*d  to  live, 
Or  lost  by  sin;  and  therefore  coukl  not  gire: 
So  that  his  offspring,  all  the  bora  on  Eartb, 
Want  a  new  parent  of  this  heav*ttly  birtb. 

This,  Christ  alooe,  God»s  .image  moiteąweą 
The  scoond  Adam,  gi^es  them  to  poMessj 
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Beoomiiig  nao,  reversinfr  human  fali, 
And  nising  up  the  firsŁ,  trae  life  in  all; 
Healiog  our  Dature'8  deadly  wound  within. 
And  qaeochin£^  wiath,  or  death,  or  Heli,  or  sin. 

For  all  sncb  words  describe  one  evil  thing, 
Or  want  of  i?ood;  Łhat  has  one  oniy  spring. 
The  loTe  of  God,  in  Christ,  which  formM  at  first 
A  blessed  Adam,  and  redecmM  a  ciirst 
Bj  his  oa-n  aot— Go4xl  oniy  was  desigii*d 
For  Adam,  and^  in  him,  fur  all  niankind. 

He  fell  from  good,  misusing  his  free  will, 
lato  this  Yorld,  this  life  of  good  and  Ul: 
FMn  wbence,  the  willing  to  be  saT*d  revive 
Thfo^iaith  and  peniteficc,  in  Christ  alive; 
A  secood  death  sncceeds,  if  they  refnse;  [choose. 
For  cboosing   creatares  must   have  what  they 

Kot  bare  existence,  wben  we  go  froca  hence, 
kimmortality,  iw  acriptare  sense; 
Fsr  thus,  alike  immortal,  are  eonfest 
The  good,  the  bad ;  tbe  rntn'd,  and  the  blest ; 
HiMse  inbred  tempers  hint  the  reaaon,  why 
They  lirc  for  erer,  or  for  ever  die. 

God*s  likeness,  light  and  spirit  in  the  sonl, 
Hake,  as  at  first,  its  blest  immortal  whole; 
Tifl  death  to  want  thcm ;  vain  is  all  dispute; 
The  gospel  only  rraches  to  the  root : 
AO  tbe  inspir'd  have  understood  it  thus; 
Immortal  life  is  that  of  Christ  in  us. 


OS  TBE  GROUNT)  OF  TRUE  AND  FALSE 
JRELIGION. 

EiPŁAiM  rdigion  by  a  thousand  schemes, 
StiU  God  and  self  will  be  tbe  two  extremes; 
b  him  the  one  true  good  of  it  is  found ; 
In  self,  of  all  idolatry,  the  groDnd: 
False  worship,  paid  at  all  its  varioa%  shrines, 
Ooe  same  departure  fiDm  his  love  defines. 

By  love  to  him  blest  an^els  kept  their  state; 
Which  the  apostatf:  lost  by  cursed  hate; 
Setting  up  self  in  the  Almighty's  room, 
Itiank  them  down  into  its  drcadful  gloom: 
On  Mparatioo  from  hfs  Iove,  the  source 
Of  all  falicity  a^as  lost  of  course. 

By  knre  to  him,  the  first  created  man 
Was  higfaly  blest;  *titl  selfishness  bcgan, 
Tho*  serpentine  delusion,  to  arise, 
Aod  temptabove  God's  wisdom  to  be  wise; 
When  he  had  chosen  to  prefer  his  own, 
The  naked,  miserabie  self  was  known. 

Hence  we  inherit  such  a  life  aa  tliis, 
Dead,  of  itself,  to  paradisic  bliss: 
Heace  all  our  hopes,  of  a  diyiner  birth 
I^epend  on  Christ,  and  his  descent  on  Earth ; 
&łbdiQng  self,  as  Adam  sliould  have  dooe, 
ind  loring  God  thro*  his  bcloved  Sou. 

The  Mediator  betwixt  God  and  men, 
Wbobriugs  their  natare  back  to  him  again, 
SaT*d  from  all  sinful  self,  or  deadly  wrath, 
Or  hellish  eyil,  by  tlic  pow»r  of  faith 
Working  by  loye,  of  which  it  is  the  strength; 
And  must  atUin  the  fuU  tnie  tife  at  leogtb. 


Bom  of  this  holy,  Virgin  seed  divine, 
To  a  new  life  within  this  mortal  shrine, 
The  faithful  breathe  a  spirit  from  above. 
And  make  of  self  a  sacrifice  to  love: 
By  Christ  redeem'd  they  rise  from  Adamus  fali, 
From  Earth  to  Heav*n,  where  God  is  all  in  all. 


PETERS  DENIAL  OF  HIS  MASTER. 

**  Tho'  all  f«»rsake  thee,  master,  yet  not  I; 
IMI  go  to  prison  with  thee,  or  to  die," 
Said  Peter— yet  how  soon  did  hc  deny ! 

A  striking  proof,  that,  eren  to  good  will, 
The  help  of  grace  iS  oecesSSiry  still. 
To  save  a  sou]  from  falling  into  ill. 

His  master  told  him  how  the  case  would  be. 
But  Peter  could  not  see  himself,  not  be ; 
*Till  grace  withdrew,  that  he  might  come  to  see. 

Peter,  so  raliant  on  a  selfisR  płan, 
Suitę  frightad  by  a  senraiit  maid,  began 
To  curse,  and  swear,  and  did  not  know  the  man. 

'Twas  thus  that  Satan  sifted  him  like  wheat» 
And  niade  him  think  his  courage  was  so  great; 
Whilc  Jesus  pray'd  that  he  might  see  the  cheat. 

High>minded  in  himself  he  fell — ^how  Iow, 
The  cock  instructed  him,  foretold  to  crow: 
His  real  self  then  Peter  came  to  know. 

He  that  would  die  with  him,  tho'  all  forsook, 
Dissolv*d  in  tears,  when  Jesus  gave  a  look ;  - 
And  learn*d  humility  by  love*s  rebuke., 

Lesson  for  us  is  plain  from  Peter^s  case, 
That  real  Tirtue  is  the  work  of  grace. 
And  of  its  height  humility  the  base. 


ON  THE   CAUSE,    CONSEQUENCE,  AND 
CURE  OF  SPIRITUAL  PRIDE. 

SuppoSE  an  heater  burning  in  the  fire 

To  be  alive,  to  will,  and  to  desire; 

To  reason,  feel,  and  have,  upon  the  whole, 

What  we  will  cali  an  understauding  soul; 

Conscious  of  puw'rful  beat  within  its  mould,       , 

And  colour  bright  above  the  bumish'd  gold. 

Suppose  that  pride  should  catch  this  heater'^ 
And  from  the  fire  per^^^iade  it  tu  depail ;     [hear^ 
To  show  it:$elf,  aud  m^ke  it  to  be  koown, 
'J'hat  it  can  raise  a  splendour  of  its  own ; 
An  own  rich  colour,  an  own  potent  beat, 
Without  dependence  on  the  tire,  complete. 

It  leayes,  in  prospect  of  so  fine  a  show, 
The  fiery  bosom  where  it  leamt  to  glow;   . 
Cools  by  degrees,  till  al  I  its  golden  hue 
Is  vanish'd,  and  its  pow*r  of  heating  too; 
Its  own,  once  hidden,  naturę  domineers, 
And  the  dark,  cold,  self-iron  lump  appears. 

Transfer  this  feign*d,  imagtnary  pride^ 
To  that  which  really  does,  too  oft,  betido; 
When  human  souls,  endu*d  with  grace  dirine, 
Become  ambitious,  uf  themselres,  to  shiue; 
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And,  proud  of  ąualiŁies  which  grace  bcstows, 
Porsake  its  bosom  for  self-sbining  shows. 

And  thence  coDceive  the  natura!  effects 
Of  pride,  in  either  single  men,  or  sects; 
That  for  variety  of  selfish  strife 
For!^ke  the  one,  true  cause  of  all  tnie  lifc; 
The  heav*Dly  spirit-fire  of  Iove,  within 
Whose  sacred  bosom  all  tbeir  gtfts  begiiu 

Fron  wbicb,  if  reason,  leaming,  wit,  or  parts, 
Tempt  their  ambition  to  withdraw  tbeir  hearts, 
There  must  ensue,  wbatever  they  may  mean, 
The  disappearance  of  the  glowing  scenę ; 
^rom  the  most  gifted  Tanishing  <^  course, 
When  disunited  from  its  real  source. 

As  oniy  fire  ean  possibly  restore 
The  beater'8  force,  to  what  it  was  before; 
So  that  of  love  alone  consumes  the  dross 
Of  wmthful  naturę,  and  repairs  its  loss  j 
It  will  again  unitę  with  all  desire, 
That  casts  itself  into  the  holy  fire. 


T^E  BEGGAR  AND  THE  DIVINE. 

In  some  good  boolcs  one  reads  of  a  di^ine, 
Wbose  memorable  case  desenres  a  Hue; 
Who,  to  serve  God  the  best,  and  shortest  way, 
Pray'd,  for  eięht  years  together,  ev'ry  day, 
That  in  the  midst  of  doctrines  and  of  rules, 
Howcver  taught  and  practis*d  by  the  schoołs, 
He  would  be  pleasM  to  bring  him  to  a  man 
Prepar'd  to  teach  him  the  compendious  plan» 

He  was  himself  a  doctor,  and  well  read 
la  all  the  points  to  which  diyines  were  bred; 
Nevertheless,  be  thought,  that  what  concern^d 
The  most  illiterate,  as  well  as  leam^d, 
To  know  and  practise,  must  be  sometbing  still 
Morę  independent  on  such  kind  of  skill: 
True  Christian  worahip  had,  within  its  root, 
Some  simpler  secret,  elear  of  all  dispute; 
Which,  by  a  living  proof  tfiat  be  might  know, 
He  pray'd  for  some  practitioner  to  show. 

One  day,  possess^d  with  an  intense  concem 
About  the  lesson  which  he  sought  to  learn, 
He  heard  a  voice  that  sounded  in  his  ears — 
"  Thou  bas  been  praying  for  a  man  eight  years ; 
Go  to  the  porch  of  yonder  church,  and  find 
A  man  preparM  according  to  thy  mind." 

Away  he  went  to  the  appointed  ground; 
When,  at  the  entrancc  of  the  church,  he  found 
A  poor  old  beggar,  with  his  feet  fiill  sore. 
And  not  worth  two-pence  rU  the  clothes  he  wore. 
Siirpris*d  to  see  an  object  ao  forlorn— 
"  My  friend,»»  said  he,  "  I  wish  thee  a  good  mom.*' 
"  Thank  thee,"  reply^d  the  beggar,  "  but  a  bad 
I  do*nt  remem  ber  that  1  ever  had."— 
Surę  he  mistakcs,  tlie  doctor  thought,  the  phrase — 
"  Good  fortunę,  friend,  befall  thee  all  thy  days!" 
"  Me,"  said  the  beggar,  "  many  days  beifall. 
But  nonę  of  them  unfortunate  at  alP— 
•*  God  bless  thee,  answer  plainly,  I  request?"— 
•*  Wby,  plainly  then,  1  ncver  was  unblest" — 
**  Never?    Thou  spcakest  in  a  mystic  strain, 
Which  morę  at  large  1  wish  thee  to  explain."— « 

*'  With  all  my  heart— Thou  first  didst  conde- 
scęnd 
"  To  wisii*me  kindly  a  good  moming,  friend; 


And  I  reply^d,  that  I  rememberM  not 
A  bad  one  eyer  to  have  been  my  lot: 
For,  let  the  moming  tam  out  how  it  will, 
1  praise  my  God  for  ev*ry  uew  one  still: 
If  I  am  pincb^d  with  hunger,  or  with  cold, 
It  does  not  make  me  to  let  go  my  hołd ; 
Still  I  praise  God — hai!,  rain,  or  snów,  1  take 
This  błessed  cordial,  which  has  pow*r  to  make 
The  foulest  moming,  to  my  thinking,  fair; 
For  cold  and  hunger  yield  to  praise  and  pray^r. 
Men  pity  me  as  wretched,  or^despise; 
But  wbilst  I  hołd  this  noble  eiercise, 
It  cheers  my  heart  to  such  a  due  degree, 
That  ev'ry  morning  is  still  good  to  me. 

"  Thou  didst,  moreover,  wish  me  lucky  dayą. 
And  I,  by  reason  of  continual  praise, 
Said  that  I  had  nonę  else ;  for  come  what  wouM 
On  any  day,  I  knew  it  must  be  good 
Because  God  sent  it  j  sweet  or  bitter,  joy 
Or  grief,  by  this  angelical  employ, 
Of  praising  him,  my  heart  was  at  its  rest. 
And  took  whatever  bappen*d  for  the  best; 
So  that  my  own  experłence  might  say, 
It  never  kiicw  of  an  unlucky  day. 

"  Then  didst  thou  pray— *  God  bless  thee*— and 
'  I  never  was  uublest:'  fur  being  led  [I  laid 

By  the  good  spirit  of  iraparted  grace 
To  praise  his  name,  and  ever  to  embraoe 
His  righteous  will,  regarding  that  alone, 
With  total  resignation  of  my  own» 
I  nevcr  could,  in  such  a  state  as  this, 
Complain  for  want  of  happiness  or  bliss; 
ResoWd,  in  all  things,  that  the  will  di^ine, 
The  source  of  all  true  blessing,  should  be  miiie.*> 

The  doctor,  learning  firom  the  be^ar*s  case 
Such  wond*rous  instance  of  the  pow'r  of  grace, 
Propo6*d  a  question,  with  intent  to  try 
The  happy  mendicant*s  direct  reply — 
"  What  wouldst  thou  say,"  said  he,  '*  shoaM  God 
To  cast  thee  down  to  the  inferaal  pit?**  [thiak  & 

'*  He  cast  me  down?  He  send  me  ioto  Heli? 
No— He  loTes  me,  and  I  love  him  too  well: 
But  put  the  case  he  should,  I  have  two  armt 
That  will  defend  me  from  all  hellish  harms, 
The  one,  humility,  the  other,  love ; 
These  I  y,  ould  throw  below  him,  aiŃl  aboTe; 
One  under  his  kumamty  IM  place. 
His  deitif  the  other  should  embrace  ; 
With  both  together  so  to  hołd  him  fast, 
That  he  should  go  wherever  he  would  cast. 
And  then,  whatever  thou  shalt  cali  the  apbere, 
Ucll,  if  thou  wilt,  *ti8  Heav'n  if  he  be  there." 

Thus  was  a  great  divine,   whom  lome  bare 
To  be  the  justly  famM  Tanlerua,  taught  [tbou^ 
The  holy  art,  for  which  be  U8*d  to  pray, 
That  to  serve  God  the  most  compendious  way, 
Was  to  hołd  fast  a  loYing,  humble  mind, 
Still  praising  him,  and  to  his  will  reaign^d. 


FRAGMEKT  OF  AN  HYMN, 

ON  THE  60ODNE8§  OF  GOIK 

O  goodness  of  God !  morc  exceedingly  great 
Than  thought  can  conceire,  or  than  words  canie- 
Whatsoever  we  fix  our  conceptions  upon    [pest; 
It  hhs  some  Lind  of  bouods,  but  thy  goodness  hti 
Done: 


UNIYERSAL  GOOD  THE  OBJECT  OF  THE  DIVINE  WILL,  kc.     «79 


As  it  nerer  b^mo,  «o  it  Kiever  c«n  ttidt 
But  to  «)I  thy  cręation  viii  always  eztend; 
Ali  oatore  partakes  of  its  proper  degree, 
But  the  sdf-bUndod  will  that  refiues  to  see. 

Whensocrer  new  forms  of  cręation  began, 
Thy  foodness  adjusted  the  beautiful  plan ; 
Adjusted  the  bcaaties  of  bo<iy  and  soul, 
And  plac'd  in  the  centrę  tbc  good  of  the  whole ; 
That  shon,  like  a  sun,  the  circuinference  round. 
To  produce  al  I  the  fruits  of  bcatifyM  groond; 
To  display,  in  each  pofsible  shape  and  degrce, 
A  goodness  eternal,  essential  to  thce. 

Blett  ordera  of  angels  surrounded  thy  throne, 
Beibre  any  eril  uras  heard  of,  or  Icnown  ;    « 
Till  a  self-seeking  chi«?rs  unaccountable  pride 
Thine  immutable  rectitude  fałsely  bely*d ;  [bright. 
And  despising  the  goodness  that  madę  bim  so 
Wooldbecoflie  independent,  and  be  hisown  liirht; 
And  iodocM  all  his  hust  to  so  monstrous  a  thing, 
As  to  net  against  Nature'9  omnipotept  king. 

Then  did  eyil  begin,  or  the  absence  of  good» 
WUch  from  thee  could  not  come — irom  a  crea- 

toie  it  could ; 
Who,  madę  in  thy  likrness,  all  happy  and  free, 
Codd  only  be  good,  as  an  image  of  thee; 
Wben  an  aogel  prophan'd  his  angelical  trast. 
And  departed  from  order,  most  righteous  and  just ; 
Seif  depńv*dof  the  tight,  that  proceeds  from  thy 

I  UiFone, 

j     He  feU  to  the  darkness,  by  naturę,  bis  own. 

For  Baturę,  itself,  is  a  darkness  eypress, 
If  asplendour  from  thee  does  not  fili  it  and  bless; 
An  abyiB  of  the  pow^rs  of  all  ereaturely  life, 
Which  are,  in  themselve8,  but  an  impotent  strife, 
Of  iction,  re^ctioo,  and  whirling  around,  [found  \ 
TiU  the  rays  of  thy  light  pierce  the  jarring  pro- 
TJI  thy  gooduess   compose   the   dark,  natural 

stonUy 
And  enkindles  the  bliss  of  light,  order,  and  form. 

Thy  anchangeable  goodness,  when  wrath  was 
begon, 
SooD  as  e'er  it  beheld  what  an  angel  had  done, 
Eierted  itself  in  restoring  anew, 
A  odestial  abode,  and  inhabitaóts  too; 
Madę  a  tnnporal  world  in  the  desolate  place. 
And  thy  likeness,  a  man,  to  produce  a  new  race ; 
That  the  evil  brought  forth  might  in  time  be  sop- 

prcst, 
And  a  new  hott  of  creatures  succced  to  be  blest. 

Wben  the  man,  whom  thy  counsel  design^d  to 
FeU  into  this  mixture  of  evil  and  good ;  [have  stood, 
Aad,  against  thy  kind  warning,  conscnted  to  taste 
Of  the  fruit,  that  would  lay  his  own   Paradise 

waste, 
Thy  mercy  then  songht  his  rcdemption  from  sin. 
And  iroplanted  the  hope  of  a  Saviour  within; 
Of  a  man  to  be  bom,  in  the  fullness  of  time. 
To  M^ply  his  dćfect,  and  abolish  his  crime. 

All  the  hopes  of  good  men,  stiice  the  ruin  began, 
Werę  derif'd  from  the  grace  of  this  wonderful 

man: 
His  hfe,  in  the  promise,  has  secretly  wrought 
Iti  mtended  effect,  in  their  penitent  thought, 
Who  believ'd  in  thy  word,  id  whatever  degree 
They  knew,  or  knew  oot,  how  his  coming  woold  be: 


A  tnie  £aitb  in  a  Saviour  was  one,  and  the  same, 
Both  before  his  blest  coming,  as  after  he  came. 

Patriarchal,  Mosaic,  prophetical  views, 
The  desire  of  all  nations,  or  Gentiles,  ur  Jews, 
Who  obey*d,  in  tbe  midst  of  their  natural  fiedi, 
The  df^ree  6f  his  light,  which  enlightenM  them  all, 
Still  ceutr*d  in  him,  the  Messiah,  the  man 
Who  should  execute  fully  thy  merciful  plan; 
A  ud  impart  the  tnie  life,  which  thy  goodness  de- 

8ign*d, 
By  creating  a  man,  to  descend  to  mankind* 

When  this  Son  of  thy  love  was  incamate  on 
Earth, 
And  the  Word  was  madę  flesh  by  a  virginal  birth^ 
Tliy  angelical  host  usherM  in  tbe  great  mom, 
With  the  tidings  of  joy,  that  a  Saviour  was  bom; 
Of  joy  to  all  people,  who,  round  the  whole  hall, 
Should  partake  of  the  goodness,  that  came  to  sare 
To  crect,  upon  Earth,  a  true  kingdom  of  grace,  [all ; 
And  of  glory  to  come,  fur  whoe'er  would  embrace. 


UNIVERSAL  GOOD 

THE  ORIECT  OF  THE  DIV1NE  WILL,  A1VD  ETIt 
THE  NECESSARY  EFTBCT  OF  THE  CREATURE^S 
OPPOSmON  TO  IT. 

The  God  of  Loye,  delighting  to  bestow, 
Sends  down  his  blessing  to  the  world  below: 
A  grateful  mind  receives  it,  and  aboTe 
Sends  up  thanksgiving  to  the  God  of  Lorę: 
This  happy  intercourse  could  never  fail, 
Did  not  a  faldfe,  perverted  will  prerail. 

For  lorę  dirine,  aa  rightly  nndentood, 
Is  an  unalterable  will  to  good : 
Good  is  the  object  of  his  blessed  will» 
'Who  nerer  can  concur  to  real  ill ; 
Much  less  decree,  predestinate,  ordain— 
Worda  oft  employM  to  take  his  name  in  raia* 

Bnt  he  permits  it  to  be  done,  say  you— 
Plain  then,  1  answer,  that  he  does  not  do; 
That,  having  willM  created  angels  free, 
He  still  permits,  or  wille  themso  to  be; 
Werę  his  permission  ask'd,  before  they  did 
An  eril  action,  be  would  soon  forbid. 

Before  the  doing  he  forbids  indeed. 
But  disobedient  creatures  take  no  hced: 
If  he,  according  to  your  present  plea> 
Withdraws  his  grace,  and  so  they  disobey, 
The  fault  is  laid  on  him,  not  them  at  all; 
For  who  can  stand  whom  hc  shall  thus  let  fali  ? 

Our  own  neglert  must  be  the  prćrious  cause, 
When  it  is  said  the  grace  of  God  withdraws; 
In  tlie  same  sense,as  when  the  brightest  dawn, 
If  we  will  shut  our  windows,  is  withdrawn; 
Not  that  the  Sun  is  erer  the  less  bright. 
But  that  our  choice  is  not  to  see  the  light. 

Free  to  rcceii-e  the  grace,  or  to  reject 
Receiyers  only  can  be  God's  elect ; 
Rejecters  of  it  reprobąte  alone, 
Not  by  dirine  decree,  but  by  their  own : 
His  lorę  to  all,  his  wUIing  nonę  to  sin, 
Is  a  decree  that  nerer  coukl  begin. 
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u  ifl  the  order,  ibe  cieniał  law, 
The  true  free  grace,  that  never  can  withdraw; 
Ot>aervaiice  of  it  will,  of  course,  be  blest. 
And  oppoaitión  to  it  seif-distrest ; 
To  them,  who  Iove  its  gracious  autbor,  all 
Will  wrork  for  good,  according  to  St.  Paul. 

An  easy  key  to  each  abstmser  text,      - 
That  modem  diaputaots  haye  go  perplext; 
With  arbitrary  fancies  oo  each  side, 
From  God'8  pure  love,or  man*8  freewiU  denyM; 
Which,  ia  th^  breast  of  ńints,  and  sinners  too, 
May  botb  be  fouiid  telf-evideDtly  true. 


0^^  TffE  DISINTERESTED  LOVE  OF  GOD. 

Thb  love  of  Ood  with  gennine  ray 
lDflam*d  the  breast  of  goml  Cambray ; 
And  banishM  finom  the  prelate'8  mind 
Ali  thou,?htt  of  interested  kind : 
He  saftr,  and  writers  of  his  ciast, 
(Of  too  neglected  worth  alas!) 
Disinterest^d  love  to  be 
The  gospel^s  very  ABC 

Wheo  our  redeesAing  ŁokI  begmn 
To  practice  it  himsetf,  as  man ; 
And,  for  the  joy  then  set  befons 
His  loving  v\ew,  such  evils  borę; 
Endur^d  the  cross,  desptsM  the  shame— 
Had  he  an  interested  aim  ? 
Sarely  the  least  examination 
Sbows,  that  the  joy  was  our  salyation.    - 

For  us  he  iuifer*d,  to  make  known 
The  love  that  seeketh  not  its  own  ; 
Sufrer'd,  what  oothing  but  so  pure 
A  love  could  possibly  endure : 
No  1e.48  a  saeriftce  tban  this 
Could  bring  poor  sinners  back  to  bliss; 
Cr  execote  the  saving  plan 
Of  fćuniting  Ood  aud  man. 

This  lore  was  Abra'm's  shield  and  guard; 
Wa«  his  ezceeding  great  reward ; 
This  Iove  the  patriarchal  eye. 
And  that  of  Moses  could  desery; 
In  this  disinterested  sense 
Tbey  sought  reward,  or  recompenso. 
City,  or  countiy,  Heav>n  above, 
The  seat  pf  purity  and  love. 

This  the  high  calting,  this  the  prize, 
The  mark  of  PauPs  so  steady  eyfs; 
For«  with  the  se1f>forgetting  Paul, 
Pure  !ove  of  God  in  Christ  was  all: 
The  test  of  tht!  beloved  John 
Has  all,  that  words  can  say  in  one; 
For  God  is  love — compendious  whole 
Of  all  the  blessings  of  a  soul. 

What  belps  to  this  a  soul  may  waot, 
Pure  love  is  ready  still  to  grant; 
fiut  with  a  vie\v  to  wean  it  still 
From  selfish,  mcrcenary  will : 
Of  all  rei»ard,  all  puoishmeut, 
This  is  the  end,  in  God*8  inteut. 
To  form,  iu  otTspńnga  of  hit  own, 
The  bli:is  of  loYing  bit  alone. 


Sole  nile  of  all  alTection  d«e 
Roth  to  oursetyes,  and  otber«  too ; 
Meaning  of  ev*ry  scriptare  text, 
By  interested  love  perplext: 
Proinise,  or  preccpt,  gospel  cali, 
Or  legał  love,  fiiieis  theiu  all ; 
From  base  arising  up  to  spire. 
Superior  both  to  fear  and  hirc. 

Lore  of  disinterested  kind, 
The  man  who  thinks  it  too  refln'd 
May,  by  ambiguous  langu^ige,  still 
Persist  in  metaphysic  skill; 
Even  the  justly  famM  Carobrar, 
In  such  a  case,  could  only  pray, 
That  love  itself  would  only  dart 
Some  feeling  pcoof  itito  bis  beart. 


ON  TUB  SAME  SUBJECT. 

i  ŁOVE  my  God,  and  freely  too, 
With  the  same  love  that  be  imparts; 

That  be,  to  whom  all  love  i«  due, 
Engraves  upon  pure  loving  bearts. 

I  lovey  but  this  celestial  fire, 
Yc  starry  pow*rs!  ye  do  not  raise: 

No  waget,  no  rewanl*s  deeiiY, 
l8  in  the  pundy  shining  blaze. 

Me,  nor  the  hopes  of  heay*nly  blist, 
Or  paradisic  scenes  excite ; 

Nor  terrours  of  the  dark  abyts, 
Of  death*8  etemat  den,  affiright. 

No  bought,  and  paid-for  lov«  be  miiie^ 
I  will  have  no  demandt  to  make; 

Disintcfrested,  and  divine 
Alone,  that  fear  shall  nerer  shake. 

Thou,  my  Redeemer,  from  above, 
Sufleriug  to  tuch  immense  degree, 

Thy  heart  bas  kindled  minę  to  lore, 
That  bums  for  nothing  but  for  thee. 

Thy  scourge,  thy  thoms,  thy  crost,  thy 
Are  etf^ry  one  of  them  a  source, 

From  wheiice  the  nourishment  spboonds 
Of  end  less  Łov«'8  unCnding  force. 

These  sacred  fires,  with  holy  breath, 
Raise  in  my  mind  the  genYous  strife; 

W  bile,  by  the  ensigns  of  thy  death 
Known,  I  adore  the  Lord  of  life. 

£xtingiuth  all  celestial  ligbt, 
The  fire  of  love  will  not  go  out; 

The  flames  of  Heli  exttngiiish  quitci, 
Love  will  purtue  its  wont^id  rout. 

Be  there  no  hope  if  it  persist— 
Persist  it  will,  nor  ever  ceate; 

No  punithment  if 'tisditmisW- 
What  caus*d  it  not  will  not  decreate. 

$bould'st  thou  gire  nothing  for  itt  paiai^ 
It  claims  not  any.thing  as  due; 

ShouId*8t  thou  coudctnn  me,  it  remaint 
Unchang*d  by  any  telfiah  view. 


ON  THE  MEANING  OP  THE  WORD  WRATH. 


Ui  Hmvhk  be  cburkeii>d  if  it  wilł. 
Lek  Hdł  witłi  all  iu  yengeance  roar; 

My  God  alone  remaining,  ttill 
111  lóve  him,  as  I  did  before. 


ON  WE  MEANING  OF  THE  WORD  WRATH, 

AS  APPLIED  TO  GOD  IN  SCRIPTURB. 

Trat  God  ii  love^s  in  the  scriptore  said; 
That  he  is  vrath<— U  no  wbere  to  be  read ; 
From  which,  by  literał  espre^ision  free, 
"  Fary"  (he  aaitb  himselł')  "  id  not  io  me:" 
If  Krriptnre,  therefore,  moKt  direct  our  faith, 
Lote  must  be  he,  or  io  him;  aod  not  wrath. 

And  yet  tbe  wrath  of  Ood,  ia  scripture  phrase, 
b  oftexprett'd,  and  many  diJPrent  wayt: 
Hłfl  anger,  fufy ,  Teogeance,  are  the  terma, 
Which  the  plain  letter  of  the  text  affinns ; 
Aod  płaiD,  firom  two  of  tbe  apostle^s  quire, 
That  God  is  Ioto— and  a  consuming  fire. 

If  we  coDSultthe  reasons  that  appcar. 
To  laake  tbe  seeming  dii&culty  elear, 
We  must  acknowłedge,  when  we  iook  abovey 
That  Ood,  as  God,  is  overfloving  loye: 
And  witfal  sinncra,  when  we  Iook  below. 
Make  (wbat  is  cal]'d)  the  wmtb  of  God  to  flow. 

**  Wrath,'*  as  St  Fbul  saitb,  «  is  the  trea^^orM 
Of  ao  impenitently  barden'd  heart:"  [part 

Wben  love  rereals  its  own  eternal  life, 
Tben  wrath  and  anguish  iall  on  evil  strlfe; 
Tben  IoveIy  justice,  in  itself  all  bright, 
hbimiing  fire  to  such  as  hate  the  light. 

If  wratb  and  justice  be  indrod  the  same, 
\    No  wtath  in  God — is  liable  to  blame ; 
If  not;  ifrighteous  judges  may,  and  must, 
Be  firee  themselves  firom  wrath,  if  they  be  jttst. 
Soch  kind  of  blaming  may,  witb  equal  sense, 
Łiy  on  a  jadge  the  criminars  oflence. 

God,  in  hifflself  ttnchangeaWe,  in  finę, 
Ii  one,  eternal  light  of  love  dlvioe; 
'*  In  him  there  is  no  darknes^;,"  saith  St.  John, 
h  hjliD  no  wratb— the  meaning  is  all  one : 
Tis  our  own  darkness,  wrath,  sin,  deatb,  and  Heli, 
Not  to  loTe  him,  who  first  ]ov*d  us  so  well. 


TU  fORSaOIllO   BUIUECT    MOt|lE    FUŁLY  IŁŁUS- 
TRATBD  IN  A  COMJf  BMT  ON   TUB  FOLŁOWING 

tCaiPTURS.  . 

pod  ló  loved  the  world,  that  he  gare  his  only 
hegotteo  son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him 
dwoid  npt  perisb,  but  ha^e  everU8ting  life.  St. 
John,  iii,  16. 

^  God  so  loTed  tbe  world  !*'<— By  bow  tender  a 

phrase 
The  design  of  his  fother  our  Sa^ioar  displays ! 
li9Te,  aćcording  to  him,  when  the  world  was  un- 

done, 
Wm  thefiubeT's  sole  reason  for  giving  his  son. 
No  wrath  in  the  giver  had  Christ  to  atone, 
Butto  ia?e  a  poor  perishing  world  from  it's  own.  - 
A  belief  in  the  son  carries  with  it  a  faith, 
Tbitthe  iDotive  patemal  was  love,  and  not  wratb. 


£T'ry  good,  pecfect  gift,  cometh  Aofwn  firom 

above, 
From  the  father  of  lights,  thro*  tbe  son  of  his  k>ve: 
As  in  him  there  is  no  rariation  or  change, 
Neitfaer  ^'  shadow  of  tumtng",  it  well  may  neem 

strenge 
That,  when  scripture  assures  us  so  plainly,  that  he. 
His  will,  grace,  or  gift^  is  so  perfectly  free, 
Any  word  should  be  strainM  to  inculcate  a  thougbt 
Of  a  wrath  in  his  mind,  or  a  change  to  be  wrought. 

All  wrath  is  the  product  of  creaturely  sin; 
In  immutablc  love  it  coald  nererbegin; 
Nor,  indeed,  in  a  creature,  'tiii  opposite  will  [ill. 
To  the  love  of  its  God  had  brought  forth  such  an 
To  the  love  that  was  pleosM  to  communicate  blisa 
In  such  endless  degrees,  thro'  9\\  Nature'8  abyss; 
Nor  could  wrath  hare  been  kaowo,  had  not  mai^ 

left  the  State, 
In  which  Nature's  God  was'pleas'd  man  to  craat^. 

He  saw,  when  this  world  in  its  purity  stood, 
Every  tbing  he  had  made»  and  <'  behold !  it  waa 

goodj'* 
Aud  tbe  nuuiy  its  one  ruler,  before  his  sad  fiUI, 
As  tbe  image  of  God,  had  tbe  goodnessof  all: 
When  be  fell,  and  awakened  wrath,  e^il,  and  curse 
In  himseif  and  the  world,  was  God  become  worse? 
Who  so  lor'd  the  world  still,  that,  when  wrath 

was  begun. 
To  redeem  the  lost  creature,  be  gave  his  own  son-^ 

Freely  gave  him;  not  moy*d  or  incited  thereto 
By  a  pr«vious  appeasing,  or  paymentof  due 
To  bis  wrath,  or  bir  vengeance,  orany  such  cause 
As  should  satisfy  him  for  the  breach  of  his  laws: 
Tiiis  language  the  Jew  Nicodemus  might  use; 
But  our  Savionr's  to  him  had  more  exceUent  yiews; 
•<  God  so  IovM  the  world,"  (are  his  woids,)  "  that 

he  gave 
His  only-begotten"  in  order  to  saTe. 

lA>ve'8  prior,  unpurchas'd,  unpaid-forintent 
Was  the  cause,  why  the  only-begotten  waa  sent, 
That  thro'  him  we  might  Hye;  and  the  cause  why 

he  ca  me. 
Was  to  manifest  love,  ever  one  and  the  same; 
Fuli  conque8t  of  wrath  ever  strivin<r  to  make, 
Aod  blotting  transgressions  out  for  its  own  sake* 
Wanting  no  satislbction  itself,  but  to  give 
Itself,  thąt  tbe  world  might  reoeire  it,  and  11  ve 

Might  bełieveon  the  son,  and  receive  a  new  birth 
From  the  love,  that  in  Cbrist  was  ipcamate  on 

Earth; 
When  ayii^in  brought  forth,  without  help  of  a  man, 
The  restorer  of  God's  true^original  plan ; 
The  one  quencher  of  wrath,  the  atoner  of  sin. 
And  the  "  bringer  of  justice  and  rigbteousness  in;" 
The  renewer,  in  man,  of  a  pow'r,  and  a  will 
To  satisfy  justice — that  is,  to  fuliiL 

There  is  notbing  that  justice  and  righteousneu 
batb 
More  opposite  to  it,  than  anger  and  wrath; 
As  repugnant  to  all  that  is  equal  and  right^ 
As  (alshood  to  truth,  or  as  darkness  to  light. 
Of  God,  in  himseif,  wbat  the  scripture  affirms 
Is  truth,  light,  aud  loTe— >plain  significant  terma; 
In  his  deity,  therefore,  there  cannot  befidl 
Any  fidsho<^,  or  darkness,  or  hatred  at  ail. 


I 


S8S 


BYROM'S  POEMS. 


Socb  defect  can  be  foand  in  tfaat  creatare  alone, 
Which  against hisgoodwill  seeks to  setup  it*80WQj 
Tben,  to  God,  and  his  jastice,  it  giyeth  the  lie, 
And  it^sdarkness  and  wrath  are  discover*d  thereby: 
What,  before,  was  subserrient  to  life^  in  dae  płace, 
■Then  usurps  the  dominion,  and  death  is  the  case; 
Which  the  aon  of  God  only  could  evcr  subdtte, 
By  doing  all  that  which  lo^e  gare  him  to  do. 

If  the  anger  of  God,  fary,  wrath,  waxing  hot, 
And  the  like  human  ptirasei^  that  scripture  bas  got. 
Be  insisted  upon>  why  not  aiso  the  rest, 
Wbere  God,  in  the  language  of  men,  is  exprett 
In  a  manner,  which,  all  are  obligM  to  confess. 
No  defect  in  his  naturę  can  mean  to  express? 
With  a  God,  wbo  is  love,ev'ry  word  should  agree; 
With  a  God,  who  hath  said,  **  fury  is  not  in  me." 

The  disorders  in  Naturę,  for  aone  are  in  God, 
Are  entitled  his  vengeance,  his  wrath,  or  his  rod, 
Like  his  ice,  or  his  frost,  his  plague,  famine,  or 

sword — 
That  the  love,  which  directs  thcm,  maystill  be 

ador^d: 
Directs  them,  tiłl  justice,  calPd  his,  or  calPd  ours, 
Shall  regain,  to  our  comfort,  it*8  primitiye  pow*rs; 
The  tme,  saTing  justice,  that  bids  us  endure 
What  love  shall  prescribe,  for  effecting  our  cure. 

By  a  process  of  Iotc,  from  the  crib  to  the  cross, 
Did  the  only-begotten  recover  our  loss : 
And  show  in  us  men  ho  w  the  father  is  pleasM, 
When  the  wrath  in  our  naturę  by  love  is  appeas'd ; 
When  the  birth  of  his  Christ,  being  formed  within, 
DissoWes  the  dark  death  of  all  selfhood  and  sin; 
Till  the  Iove  that  so  lov'd  us,  becomes,  once  again, 
From  the  father  and  son,  a  life-spirit  in  men. 


THĘ  TRUE  GROUNDS  OF  ETERNAL  AND 
JMMUTABLE  RECTITUDE. 

Th'  eternal  mind,  e*en  Heathens  understood, 
Was  infinitcly  powerful,  wise,  and  good : 
In  thcir  conceptions,  who  concciv'd  aright, 
These  thrce  essential  attributes  unito: 
They  saw,  that,  wanting  any  of  the  three, 
Such  an  all-perfect  being  could  not  be. 

For  pow'r,  from  wisdom  sufhring  a  diyorce, 
Would  be  a  fbolisb,  mad,  and  frantic  force  : 
If  both  wi:'re  join^d,  and  wanted  goodness  still, 
They  would  concur  to  morę  pernicious  ill : 
However  namM,  tbeiraction  oouid  but  tend 
To  weakaess,  folly,  mischief  without  end. 

Yet  some  of  old,  and  some  of  present  hour, 
Ascribe  to  God  an  arbitrary  pow'r; 
An  absolute  decree;  a  merę  command, 
Which  nothing  causes,  nothlng  can  withstand : 
Wisdom  and  goodness  scarce  appear  in  sight; 
But  all  is  measur'd  by  resistless  might. 

The  yeibal  que8tion  comes  to  this,  in  fine, 
Is  good,  or  evił,  madę  by  willdi\rine, 
Or  such  by  naturę?  Does  command  enact 
What  shall  be  right,  and  then  His  so  in  fact> 
Or  is  it  right,  and  therefore,  we  may  draw 
From  thence  the  reason  of  the  righteous  law? 


Kow,  tho*  'tis  proof,  indispiitably^  ptain, 
That  all  is  right,  which  God  sbalł  once  oidaiD; 
Yet,  if  a  thought  shall  intenrene  between 
Things  and  commands,  'tis  eyidentiy  aeen 
That  good  will  he  commanded:  mendivide 
Naturę  andlaws  which  really  t^incide. 

From  the  divine,  eternal  spirit  spnngs 
Order,  and  nile,  and  rectitude  of  things; 
Thro'  outward  naturę,  hit  appareut  throne, 
Visib1y  seen,  intelligibly  knowii ; 
Proofi  of  a  boundless  pow^r,  a  wi8dom'8  aid. 
By  goodness  ns^d,  eternal,  and  unmade. 

Cudworth  perceiv'd,  that  what  diriiies  adwnoe 
For  sov*reiguty  aloneis  fate,  or  cbance: 
Fate,  after  pow'r  had  madę  its  forctng  laws; 
And  chaiice,  bcfore,  if  madę  without  a  canse: 
Nothing  stands  firm,  or  certain,  in  a  stale 
Offatal  chance,  oraccidental  fote. 

Endless  perfections,  after  all,  oonspire^ 
And  to  adore,  ezcite,  and  to  admire; 
But  to  plain  minds,  the  plainest  pow>r  abore 
Is  natiire  goodness,  to  attract  our  lorę : 
Cen);re  of  all  its  various  power,  and  skill, 
Is  one  diTine,  immutable  good  will. 


ON  THE  NATURĘ  AND  REASON  OF  AU 
OUTWARD  LAIV. 

The  sabbath  was  madę  for  man ;  not  maii  for 
the  sabbath.  Marie  ii,  S7. 

From  this  tme  saying  one  may  leam  to  draw 
The  real  naturę  of  all  outward  law ; 
Inev'ry  instance,  rightly  understood, 
Its  ground,  and  reason,  is  the  human  good: 
By  all  its  changes,  sińce  the  world  began, 
Man  was  not  madę  for  law ;  but  law  lor  man. 

"Thou  shalt  not  eat"  (the  first  command  of  all) 
"  Of  good  and  ill,"  was  to  prerent  his  fiill: 
When  he  became  unfit  to  be  alone, 
Woman  was  form'd  out  of  his  Hesh  and  bonę: 
When  both  had  sinn'd,  then  penitential  grie^ 
And  sweating  labour,  was  the  law  relief. 

When  all  the  world  had  sinn*d,  saye  one  good 
sire, 
Plood  Was  the  law  that  say'd  its  orb  from  flre: 
When  fire  itself  upon  a  Sodom  fell, 
It  was  the  law  to  stop  a  growing  Heli : 
So  on— the  law  with  riches,  or  with  rods, 
Come  as  it  will,  is  good,  for  it  is  God'8. 

Men  who  obserre  a  law,  or  who  afaase. 
For  seifish  pow'r,  are  blind  as  any  Jews; 
On  sabbath,  construM  by  rabbinic  will, 
God  must  not  save,  and  men  must  seek  tokill; 
Such  zffał  for  law  has  pharisaic  faith, 
NoŁ  as  'tis  good,  but  as  it  worketh  wrath. 

Jesus,  the  perfect  law-fulfiller,  gare 
The  Yłctory  that  taught  the  law  to  saye; 
PluckM  out  its  Sting,  revers'd  the  cruel  ery, 
— "  We  have  a  kiw  by  which  hć  ought  to  die^- 
Dying  for  man,  this  conąuest  he  could  giye, 
I  haye  a  law  by  which  he  ought  to  liye. 


YERSES  DESIGNED  FOR  AN  INnRMARY, 
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Whitst  in  tbe  flesb,  how  oft  did  he  ieveal 
His  sariog  will,  and  god-Uke  pow  *r  to  heal  1 
Tbey  wtiom  defiect,  disease,  or  fiend  possest. 
And  paidon*d  sinners  by  his  word  bad  rest ; 
He,  OD  tbe  sabbath,  chose  to  beal,  and  teach  ; 
And  ]av-prond  Jcws  to  slay  bim  for  its  breach. 

Tbe  sabbatb,  nerer  so  well  kcpt  before, 
May  justHy  one  obeeiration  morę ; 
OurSarioar  beaUd,  as  pioas  authors  tay, 
So  many  sick  npon  the  sabbath  day. 
To  sbowr'  that  rest,  and  quietnes9  of  soal, 
b  blest  for  one  wbo  wauts  to  be  madę  whole; 

Not  to  indulge  an  eagemess  too  great, 
Of  ontward  hurry,  or  ofinward  beat; 
But  with  ao  humble  temper,  and  resign'd. 
To  keep  a  sabbath  in  a  hopefol  mind; 
la  peace,  and  patience,  meekly  to  endnre, 
Tiil  tbe  good  Sa^ioni^s  hour  is  come,  to  cure. 


1 


D/yiNE  LOFE, 

TBK  JCSSENTIAŁ  CHARACTERISTIC  OF  TRUB    RE- 

UGIOM. 

Rełi6I01i*s  meaning  wben  I  would  recall, 
Łove  is  to  me  the  plainest  wurd  of  all; 
PlainesŁ;  because  that  what  I  love,  or  hate, 
Shows  me  directly  my  internal  state : 
By  its  dwn  oonscionsness  is  Best  defin'd, 
Wiiicfa  way  the  heart  within  mc  stands  inclin^d. 

On  what  it  lets  its  incUnation  rest. 
To  that  its  real  worship  is  address^d : 
What  eTer  Ibrms  or  ceremoniea  spring 
From  castom's  force,  there  lics  the  r^  thing: 
Jew,Tark,  or  Christian,  be  tbe  loYers'  name, 
If  same  tbe  love,  religion  is  the  sama 

Of  aU  religions  if  we  take  a  riew, 
There  is  but  one  that  eyer  can  be  true; 
One  God,  one  Christ,  one  Spirit,  nonę  but  he ; 
AO  eise  is  idol,  whatsoe^er  it  be; 
A  good  that  our  imaginations  make, 
Unless  we  loTe  it  purely  for  his  sake. 

Nothing  bat  gross  idolatry  alone 
Can  ever  love  it,  merely,  for  its  own: 
It  may  be  good,  that  is,  may  make  appear 
So  mach  of  God^s  one  goodness  to  be  elear; 
Tbereby  to  raise  a  tnie,  reltgiouM  sou! 
To  JoTe  of  him,  tbe  one  etemal  whole; 

Tbeonennbounded,  iindivided  good. 
By  all  his  creatures  partly  understood: 
If  therefore  sense  of  its  apparent  parts 
Kaise  not  his  loTe  or  worship  in  oor  hearts, 
Ourselfish  wiUs  or  notions  we  may  feast. 
And  haye  no  morę  religion  than  a  beast« 

Tor  bmtal  instinct  can  a  good  embrace, 
TkatleaTes  behind  it  no  reflecting  tracę; 
Bot  thioking  man,  whatever  be  bis  theme, 
Shoold  worship  goodness  in  the  great  supremę; 
By  inward  iiaith,  morę  surę  than  ontward  sight, 
Sbou'd  eye  tbe  tource  of  all  that  *8  good,  and  right 

Beligion  then  is  loTe's  cdestial  force, 
That  penetrates  thro'  aU  to  its  true  source; 
LoTes  all  along,  but  with  proportion'd  bent, 
Al  creatures  ftirtbcr  the  divine  ascent  ^ 


Not  to  the  skies  or  stars ;  but  to  the  part 
That  will  be  alwajrs  uppermost — ^the  heart. 

There  is  the  seat,  as  holy  writings  tell, 
Where  the  most  High  himseirdelighuto  dwell; 
Whither  attrai?Łing  thedesirous  will 
To  its  true  rest,  he  saves  it  fropi  all  ill ; 
Giyes  it  to  find,  in  his  abyssalIove, 
An  Heaven  within,  in  other  words,  aboTe. 


ON  WORKS  OF  MERCY  AND  COMPASSION 

CONflIDBRED  AS  THE  PROOF8  OF  TRUB  REUGIOK. 

Ov  true  religion,  works  of  mercy  seem 
To  be  the  plainest  proof,  in  Christ*8  esteem; 
Wbo  has  bimself  declar'd  what  he  will  say 
To  all  the  iiations,  at  the  judgment  day ; 
Come;  or  depart,  is  the  predicted  lot 
Of  brotherly  compassion  shown,  or  not. 

Then,  thcy  wbo  gave  poor  hungry  people  meaty 
And  drink  to  quench the  thirsty  suff^rers  beat* 
Wbo  welcom*d  in  the  stranger  at  tbe  door. 
And  with  a  garment  clothM  the  naked  poor; 
Who  yisited  the  sick  to  ease  their  grief. 
And  went  to  pri8*ner8,  or  bestow'd  relief— 

These  will  be  deem'd  religious  men,  to  whom 
Will^  sound--"  Ye  blessed  of  my  father,  come, 
Inberit  ye  the  kingdom,  and  partake 
Of  all  the  glories  founded  for  your  sake; 
Your  loye  to  others  1  was  pleAsM  to  see^ 
What  you  haye  done  to  them  was  done  to  me.* 

Then,  they  who  gave  the  hungry  poor  no  food  j 
Who  with  no  drink  the  parch'd  with  thirst  be- 

dew'd; 
Who  drove  the  belpless  stranger  from  their  fold. 
And  let  the  naked  perish  in  the  cold; 
Who  to  the  sick  no  friendly  yisit  paidj 
Nor  gaye  to  pris'ner8  any  needfiil  aid— 

These  will  be  deemM  of  irreligions  mind; 
And  bear  th©— "  Go,  ye  men  of  cursed  kind. 
To  endless  woes,  which  ey*ry  harden'd  heait 
For  its  own  treasure  has  prepar^d— depart: 
Shown  to  a  brother,  of  the  least  degree^ 
Your  merciless  behayiour  was  to  me." 

Herę,  all  ye  leamed,  fuli  of  all  dispute, 
Of  true  and  faise  religion  lies  the  root: 
The  mind  of  Christ,  wben  he  becamo  a  man, 
With  all  its  tempers,  forms  its  real  plan; 
The  sheep  from  goate  distinguishing  fulł  \re\U^ 
His  love  i«  Heay'n;  aad  want  of  it  is  Heli. 


FE R  S  E  S 


OSSIGlfED  FOS  Alf  INFIRHART. 

Dbar  loying  sirs!  bebold,  as  ye  pass  by, 

Tbe  poor  sick  people  with  a  pitying  eye: 

t«t  pains,  and  wounds,  andsuff 'rings  of  each  kind 

Raise  up  a  just  compassion  in  your  mind: 

Indulge  a  gen'rous  grief  at  such  a  sight. 

And  then  bestow  your  talent,  or  your  mite. 

Tbus  to  bestow  is  really  to  obtain 
The  surest  blessing  upon  honesŁ  gain : 


S€4 


BTROM^S  POE&IS. 


To  help  th*  afflictttl,  in  so  ^at  a  need. 
By  your  supplies,  is  to  be  rich  indeed: 
The  good,  the  pleasure,  the  reward  of  wealth 
Is  to  procura  your  fellow-creatures  health. 

la  othcr  cases,  men  may  form  a  doubt, 
Whether  their  alms  be  properly  laid  out; 
But  in  the  objects,  here,  befure  your  eyes. 
No  such  distrust  can  possibly  ariae; 
Too  plain  the  miseries !  which  well  may  melt 
An  heart,  sincerely  wishiug  them  unfelt. 

The  wise  consider  this  terrestrial  bali, 
As  Heay*n'8  designM  infirmary  for  all, 
Here  came  the  great  physician  of  the  soul, 
To  heal  man'8  uature,  and  to  make  him  whole: 
Rtill,  by  his  spirit,  prezent  with  all  those, 
Who  lend  an  aid  to  lessen  humao  woes. 

X  godlike  work;  who  forwards  it  is  surę, 
Tbat  er^ry  step  advance8  his  own  cure : 
Without  benevolence,  the  riew  to  self 
Makei  worldly  riches  an  unrighteous  pelf ; 
While  blest  thro'  life,  the  giver,  for  his  lore. 
Bies  to  reccive  its  huge  reward  abore. 

To  them  who  tread  the  certain  path  to  bliss, 
That  leads  thro^  scenes  of  charity  like  this, 
Think  what  the  Sariour  of  the  world  will  say^— 
"  Ye  blessed  of  my  £siŁher»  come  your  way: 
Twas  done  to  me,  if  done  to  the  distresit: 
Come,  ye  true  frieods,  and  be  for  ever  blest." 


AN  HYMN  TO  JESUS. 

Come,  Sa^iour  Jesus!  from  8bove,  t* 
Assist  me  with  thy  heav'nly  grace; 

Withdraw  my  heart  from  worldly  lorę. 
And  for  thyself  prepare  the  place. 

Lord!  let  thy  sacred  preaence  filly 
And  set  my  longing  spirit  free; 

That  pants  to  hare  no  other  will. 
But  night  and  day  to  thiok  on  thee. 

Where*er  thou  leadest,  I  MI  pursue^ 
Thro*  tu  retircments,  or  fmploys; 

But  to  the  world  I  'U  bid  adieu, 
And  all  its  vałn  deluBive  joys. 

That  way  with  hi^mble  speed  I  'U  walk, 
Wherein  my  Sariour^s  footsteps  shine ; 

Nor  will  i  hear,  nor  will  I  talk 
Qf  any  other  loye  but  thine. 

To  thee  my  longing  soul  aspites ; 
To  thee  I  offer  all  my  vow8 : 

Keep  me  from  false  and  vain  desires. 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  and  my  Spouse! 

Henceforth,  let  no  pro&ne  delight 
Dińde  this  consecrated  soul ! 

Possess  it  thou,  who  hast  the  right, 
As  lord  and  master  of  the  whole. 

Wealth,  honours,  pleasures,  or  what  elsc 
This  short-enduring  world  can  give, 

Tempt  aM  they  will,  my  heart  repells^ 
To  thee  alone  resoly^d  to  live. 

Thee  one  may  lorę,  and  thee  alone, 
With  inwaid  peace,  and  holy  bliis  ^ 


And  when  thou  tak*st  us  for  thy  tmra^ 
Oh !  what  an  happiness  is  this ! 

Nor  Heay'n,  nor  Earth  do  I  desire. 
Nor  mystcries  to  be  reveal»d ; 

*Tis  Iove  that  sets  my  heart  on  fire : 
Speak  thou  the  word,  and  I  am  healM. 

All  other  graces  I  rcsign; 
Pleas*d  to  receive,  pleas^d  to  restore : 

Grace  is  thy  gift,  it  shall  be  minę 
The  giver  ouly  to  ador& 


AN  HYMN  ON  SFMPUCITY. 

FROM  THB  6ERM  A.N. 

Juu !  teach  this  heart  of  minę 

Tnie  simplicit}'  to  find ; 
Child>Iike,  Innocent,  divine, 
Free  from  guile  of  every  kind: 
Andsi||ce,  when  amongst  us  vouchsafingtolif^ 
So  pure  an  example  it  pleasM  thee  to  give ; 

0  !  let  me  keep  still  the  bright  patiem  in  view, 
And  be,  after  thylikeness,  right  simple  and  tiwe. 

When  I  read,  or  when  I  hear 

Trutbs  that  kindle  good  desires ; 
How  to  act,  and  how  to  hear 

What  Heay'n-instrcted  fiaith  requłres; 
Let  no  subtle  fancies  e'er  lead  me  astray, 
Or  teach  me  to  comment  thy  doctrines  away; 
No  reas^nings  of  selfish  corruption  within. 
Nor  slights  by  which  Satan  delodes  us  to  sin. 

Whiist  I  pray  before  thy  face, 
Thou !  who  ait  my  highest  good  ! 

O  !  confirm  to  me  the  grace, 
Purchas*d  by  thy  precious  blood: 
Tliat,  with  a  tnie  filial  affection  of  heart, 

1  may  feel  what  a  real  redeemer  thou  art; 
And,  thro*  thy  atonement  to  justtce  aboye. 
Be  receiy>d,  as  a  cbild,  hy  the  fathfsr  of  love. 

Giye  me,  with  a  child-like  mind, 

Stmply  to  belieye  thy  word; 
And  to  do  whate^er  I  6nd 
Pleaaes  be^^t  my  dearest  Lord : 
Resolying  to  practise  thy  gracioua  commands; 
To  resign  myself  whoUy  up  into  thy  hands: 
That,  regaiding  thee  simply  in  all  my  employ, 
I  may  ery,  "  Abba !  Father !"  with  dutifid  joy. 

Nor  within  me,  nor  without, 

Let  hypocrisy  reside ; 
But  whate^er  I  go  about. 
Merę  simplicity  be  guide : 
Simplicity  guide  me  in  word,  and  in  will; 
Let  me  liye — let  me  die — ^in  simplicity  still : 
Of  an  epitaph  madę  me  let  this  be  the  wbole— 
Here  lies  a  true  child,  that  was  simple  of  soul. 

Jesn !  now  I  fix  my  heart, 

Prince  of  life,  and  source.of  blisi; 
Neyer  from  thee  to  depart, 
Till  thy  loye  shall  grant  me  this: 
Then,  then,  shall  my  heart  all  its  faculties  raise, 
Both  here,  and  bereafter,  to  sing  to  thy  praite: 
O  !  joyftil !  niy  Sayionr  says,  **  So  let  it  be !» 
Amen,  to  my  soul,— Hallelojah !  to  thee! 


THE  DESPONDINO  SOUL'S  WISH. 


UŚ 


A  PAREWELL  TO  THE  WORLD. 

FROM  THE  FRBKCB. 

WoRŁD  adiai,  thon  real  cheat ! 

Oft  hare  thy  deceitfiil  charms 
FiU'd  my  beart  with  fond  conceit, 

Foolish  hopes,  aiid  faise  atarms : 
No*  1  sec,  as  elear  as  day, 
Ho«r  tby  follies  pass  airay. 

Yainthy  eutertaining  sighU; 

FaJse  tby  promises  renewM ; 
AU  the  pomp  of  tby  detights 

Does  but  flattcr  and  delude : 
Thee  I  qiłit  for  Heay'n  aboYe, 
Objects  of  tbe  noblest  loye. 

Farewell  bonour'8  empty  pńde  * 

Thy  own  nice,  uncertain  gust, 
If  Łhe  leasf  mischance  betide, 

Lays  tbee  lower  tban  the  dnst: 
Worldly  bonours  eud  in  gali, 
Rise  to  day,  to  morrow  f&U. 

Foolish  vaiiity,  fareweW. 

More  inconstant  tban  the  wave; 
Wbere  thy  soothing  (ancies  dwell, 

Parest  tempcrs  they  depra^e: 
He,  to  vhom  I  ńy  from  tbee, 
Jesus  Christ,  shall  set  me  free. 

Nerer  shall  my  wandering  mind  ^ 

Follov  after  fleeting  toys; 
Since  in  God  alone  1  find 

Solid  and  substantial  joy  s : 
Jojrs  that,  never  overpast> 
Thro'  eternity  sball  last. 

Lord,  how  happy  is  a  beart, 

After  tbee  while  it  aspires ! 
Tffae  and  foitbful  as  tbou  art, 

Thou  shaltanswer  its  desires : 
It  shall  see  the  glorioiis  scenę 
Ofthycyerlasting  reign. 


anhymn: 

PBOM  THE  FRENCII. 


How  charming !  to  be  tbos  confin'd 

Within  tbh  Iovcly  tow*r ; 
Wbere,  witb  a  calm,  and  qułet  mind, 

I  pass  the  peaccfut  hour: 
Stfonger  tban  chains  of  any  kind 

Is  love's  enduring  pow*r. 

Theae  rery  ills  are  my  delight ; 

My  pleasures  rise  from  pains; 
The  panishments,  that  most  affright, 

Become  my  wish*d-for  gains : 
WhatcTer  torments  tbey  excite, 

Pnre  sighing  love  remains. 

Psin  is  no  object  of  my  fear, 

Tho'  help  is  not  in  view; 
Soreas  I  am,  from  eyiłs  berę, 

That  blessings  will  ensue: 
To  iOT^reign  beauty  it  is  elear, 

That  sov*reign  love  is  due. 

Isnffer;  butaloRg  with  smart 
Is  srace  and  ńrtuie  sent: 


Presence  of  Ood,  who  takea  my  part, 

So  sweetens  all  event ! 
He  i  s  tbe  patience  of  my  beart, 

Tbe  comfbrt,  and  content 
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THE  SOUVS  TENDENCY  TOWARDS  ITS 
TRUE  CENTRĘ. 

Stones  towards  the  earth  descend; 

River8  to  tbe  ocean  roli; 
Every  motion  bas  some  enid : 

What  is  tbine,  beloved  soul  ? 

«*  Minę  is,  wbere  my  Savionr  is ; 

There  with  him  I  hope  tu  dwell: 
Jesu  is  tbe  central  bliss; 

Lorę  tbe  lorce  that  doth  impel.*' 

Truły,  tbou  bast  ah5wer*d  ńght : 
Now  may  Heav'n's  attractire  grace, 

Tow'pds  the  source  of  tby  delight, 
Speed  along  tby  quick'ning  pace ! 

**  Tbank  tbee  for  thy  gen^rous  care : 

Heav*n,  that  did  the  wish  inspire, 
Tbrough  tby  instnimental  pray'r, 

Plumes  the  wings  of  my  desire. 

'*  Now,  methinks,  alofl  I  fiy : 

Now,  with  angets  bear  a  part: 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high ! 

Peace  to  ev'ry  Christian  beart  !*' 


THE  DESPOm)ING  SOUDS  WISH. 

My  spirit  longetb  for  tbee, 

Within  my  troubled  breast; 
Altho'  1  be  unworthy 

Of  80  divine  a  guest, 

Of  so  diTine  a  goest, 

Unworthy  tho*  I  be; 
Yet  has  my  beart  no  rest, 

Unless  it  come  from  thee. 

Uniess  it  come  from  thee, 

In  vatn  I  look  around  ; 
In  all  that  I  can  see, 

No  rest  is  to  be  found. 

No  rest  is  to  be  found. 

But  in  thy  blessed  love; 
O !  let  my  wish  be  crown*d. 

And  send  it  from  above ! 


THE  AN8WEIL 

Cheer  up,  desponding  soul; 

Tby  longing,plea8*d,  I  see; 
Tin  part  of  that  grcat  whole, 

Wherewith  I  long*d  for  tb^ 

Wherewith  I  ]ong*d  for  tbee, 
And  teft,  my  Father^s  throne; 

From  death  to  set  tbee  free. 
To  Claira  tbee  for  my  own. 


286f 


BYROM'S  POEMS. 


To  claim  thee  Idr  mjr  own, 
I  8uffer'd  on  the  cross : 

Oh !  were  my  lorę  but  knoiro. 
No  iioul  could  fiear  its  loss. 

No  sool  could  fear  its  loss. 
But,  fiiPd  with  k)ve  divine, 

Wcald  tBe  on  its  own  cross. 
And  rise  for  ever  mint. 


AN  HYMN  TO  JESUS. 

VR01f  THE  LATIN  OP  8T.  BERNARD. 

Jes17  !  the  soul  that  thinks  oo  thee, 
How  happy  does  it  seem  to  be! 
Wbat  honey  can  such  sweets  impart, 
As  does  tby  presence  to  the  beart ! 

No  soand  can  dwell  npon  the  tongue. 
Kor  ears  be  ravishM  with  a  song. 
Nor  tboa^ht  by  pondering  be  won, 
like  that  of  Ood'8  beloved  Son. 

Jesn !  the  penitenfs  retreal, 
The  wearied  pilgrim's  mercy  seat: 
If  they  that  seek  thee  are  carest, 
How  are  the  finders  of  thee  blest ! 

Jesa!  the  source  of  life  and  Iight» 
That  mak'8t  the  mind  so  blest  and  brtght; 
Fullness  of  joy  thou  dost  inspire 
Beyond  the  stretch  of  all  desire. 

This  can  no  tongne  that  ever  spoke. 
Nor  band  expres8  by  figur'd  stroke: 
]t  is  esperience  that  must  prore 
The  pow'r  of  Jesus,  and  his  love. 


A  PAKAPHRASE 


ON  THE  PRAYER,  USBD  IN  THE  CBfJRCH  UTUROY, 
FOR  AŁŁ  80RTS  AND  COND1TIOM8  OF  MEN. 

It  will  bear  the  repeating  again  and  again, 
"Will  thx-»  pray*r  for  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men ; 
Not  to  this,  or  that  place,  nanie,  or  nation  confioM, 
But  embracing,  at  once,  the  whole  race  of  mau- 
With  a  love  universal  instructing  to  cali  [kindj 
On  the  one  great  creatiiig  Preserver  of  all; 
That  his  way  may  be  known  upon  £artb,  and  be 

ibund 
His  tnie  saving  health,  by  the  nations  all  round. 

He,  who  willeth  all  men  to  be  8av'd,  and  par- 
take  [make; 

Of  the  bliss,  which  distinguish'd  their  primitive 
To  arise  to  that  life,  by  a  second  new  birth, 
Which  Adam  had  lost,  at  his  fali  upon  Earth ; 
Will  accept  ev'ry  heart,  whose  unfeigned  intent 
Is  to  Ipray  for  that  blessTng,  which  he  himself 
meant,  [will 

When  he  gave  his  own  Son,  for  whoerer  should 
To  escape,  by  his  means,  from  the  regions  of  iU. 

Bat  tho^  all  the  whole  world,  in  a  senge  that  is 

good,  '  [stood; 

To  be  God'8  house,  or  churob,  may  be  wcU  uoder- 


And  the  men  who  dwell  on  it,  hti  ebildito,  for 

whom 
It  bas  pleas*d  him  that  Christ  the  Kedeemer  should 

come; 
Yet  bis  church  must  oonsist,  in  all  iaving  respect, 
Of  thcm  who  reoetve  him,  not  them  who  n^iect; 
And  his  true,  real  children,  or  people,  are  tbcy, 
Who,  whcn  calPd  by  the  Savi<Nłr,  bdieve  andob^. 

Now  this  exceUent  pray'r,  in  this  seiise  of  the 
phrase, 
For  tbe  cathoUc  church  roore  especially  pnys; 
That  it  may  be  so  constantly  goyem'd,  and  led 
By  the  Spirit  of  God,  and  of  Jesus  its  head, 
That  all  such  as  are  taught  to  acknowledge  its 

creed, 
And  profess  to  be  Chriatians,  may  be  00  indeed; 
May  hołd  the  one  iaith,  in  a  peace  without  stril^ 
And  the  proof  of  its  truth,  a  right  practical  life. 

No  partial  distinction  is  here  to  be  sougbt; 
For  the  good  of  mankind  still  enli^ens  tbethougfat; 
Since  God,  by  the  church,  in  its  catholic  seose, 
SaWation  to  all  is  so  pleas*d  to  dispense,  [crease, 
That  tbe  farther  ber  faith,  and  ber  patience  in- 
Morc  bearts  will  be  won  to  the  gospel  of  peace; 
Till  tlie  world  shall  come  under  tniih's  absointe 
Bway,  [day. 

And  the  nations,  converted,  bring  on  tbe  gieat 

Mean  while,  tho'  eternity  be  her  cbief  care, 
The  sufF*rers  in  time  have  a  suitable  share: 
She  prays  to  the  fatherly  goodness  of  God, 
Por  all  whom  affliction  bas  under  its  rod; 
That  inward,  or  outward,  the  cause  of  their  gricf. 
Mind,  body,  estate,  he  would  grant  them  relief, 
Dne  comfort,  and  patience,  and  finally  biesa 
With  the  most  happy  ending  of  all  their  distrest. 

The  compassion,  here  taught,  is  unlimited  too. 
And  the  whole  of  mankind  tbe  petiUoning  view: 
As  nonę  can  foresee,  wbether  Christian,  or  not, 
What  afflu-tions  may  fali  in  this  world  to  bis  lot; 
Tbe  church,  which  coiisiders  whose  ProTidence 

sends, 
Prays  that  all  may  obtain  its  benefioent  ends; 
And  whenever  the  suff^rings,  here  needfiil, are  past. 
By  repentance  and  faith,  may  be  sav*d  at  the  last. 

The  particular  mention  of  such,  as  desire 
To  be  publicly  pray^d  for,  as  madę  in  our  quire, 
Lnfers  to  all  others  God*s  mercifiil  grace ;     [case; 
Tho'  we  hear  not  their  naraes,  who  are  in  the  like 
It  excite8  our  attention  to  instances  known, 
Of  relatious,  or  neighbours,  or  firiends  of  our  owp; 
For  the  pray*r,  in  its  naturę,  eztends  to  all  those, 
Who  are  in  the  same  trouble,  friends  to  us,  or 
fbes. 

All  which  she  entreats,  for  bis  sake,  to  be  done, 
Who  suffei^d  to  save  them,  Christ  Jesus,  his  Son; 
In  respect  to  the  world,  the  Redeemer  of  all ; 
To  the  church  of  the  fisithful,  most  chiefly,  saith 

Paul; 
And  to  them,  who  shall  suffer,  whoerer  they  be, 
In  the  spirit  of  Christ,  in  the  highest  degiee: 
How  ought  such  a  goodness  all  minds  to  preparei 
For  an  hearty  amen  to  this  catholic  pray'r! 

The  church  is  indeed,  in  its  real  intent, 
An  assembly,  where  nothing  but  friendship  if 
meant; 


THE  PRAYER  OF  RUSBROCHIUS. 
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And  tbe  ntter  estinetion  of  foeship,  and  wrath, 
By  tbe  working  of  love,  in  the  strength  of  its 
TbisgiYCB  it  its  boly,  and  cathoUc  name,  [faith: 
And  truły  coofinns  ita  apostolic  claim ;  [been, 
Showing  what  the  one  Saytoui^s  one  mission  had 
•-^'  Go  and  teach  all  the  world*' — ev'ry  creature 
therein. 

lo  the  pńiise  ever  due  to  the  gospel  of  grace, 
Its  univeTaality  holds  the  first  place : 
Włiea  an  angel  proclaim^d  its  glad  tidings,  the 

mom 
That  the  Son  of  the  Yiigin,  the  Saviour  was  bom ; 
"  Which  shall  be  to  all  people*'  was  said  to  com- 

plete 
The  angelical  message,  so  good,  and  so  great; 
Foli  of  gloiy  to  God,  in  the  regions  above. 
And  of  guodness  to  men,  is  so  boundless  a  iove. 

This  short  suppUcatton,  or  titany,  read, 
When  the  longer  with  us  is  not  wont  to  be  said, 
IW  bnef  in  espression,  as  fiiUy  imports 
Tbe  will  to  all  blessings,  for  mćn  of  all  sorts; 
Same  brotherly  love,  by  which   Christians  are 

taoght 
To  pray  without  ceasing,  or  limiting  thought; 
That  religion  may  flourish  upon  its  tnie  plan, 
Of  glory  to  God,  and  saWation  to  man. 


THE  PRAYER  OF  RUSBROCHIUS. 

0  MERCirUŁ  Lord!  by  the  good  urhich  thou  art, 

1  beseech  thee  to  raise  a  trae  loye  in  my  heart 
For  thee,  abore  all  things;  thee  oniy;  and  then 
To  estend  to  all  sorts  and  condition»  of  men: 
lleligious,  or  secular;  kindred,  or  not; 

Or  near,  or  far  off,  or  whatever  their  lot; 
Thatbe  any  man*s  state  rich  or  poor,  high  or  lovr, 
As  myself  I  may  love  him,  friend  to  me,  or  foe. 

May  1  pay  to  all  men  a  becoming  respect, 
Notprone  to  condemn  them  for  seeming  defect; 
Bat  to  bear  it,  if  tnie,  with  a  patience  exempt 
Ftam  the  proad,  surly  vice  of  a  scomful  con- 

tempt: 
If  shown  to  mysęlf,  lot  me  leam  to  endare. 
And  obtain,  by  its  aid,  my  own  yanity^s  cure ; 
Nor,  however  disdain^d,  in  the  spitefullest  sbape, 
By  a  sinful  return  ever  tbink  to  escape. 

Let  my  pure,  simple  aim,  in  whatever  it  be, 
Tbro'  praise,  or  dispraise,  be  my  duty  to  thee: 
With  a  fixt  resolatjon,  stiU  eyeing  that  scope 
To  admit  of  no  other  frar,  be  it,  or  hope. 
But  the  fear  to  offend  thee,  the  hope  to  unitę, 
loihy  honour  and  piaise,  with  all  hearts  that  arc 

right. 
Wishiog  all  the  world  well;  but  Intent  to  fiilfil, 
Be  tbey  pleas'd,  or  displeas>d,  thy  adorable  will. 

Pieserve  me,  dear  Lord,  from  presumption  and 
pridc,  [fide: 

That  opon  my  own  actions  would  łempt  to  con- 
Let  me  have  no  dependence  on  any  but  thine, 
With  a  right  faith,  and  trust,  in  thy  merits  divłne: 
Still  ready  ppepar»d,  in  each  requisite  hour, 
Both  to  will,  and  to  work,  as  thou  gi  vest  the  pow*r ; 
But  may  only  thy  love  flame  thro*  all  my  whole 

heart, 
Aad  a  false  selOsh  fire  not  affect  the  least  part. 


To  this  end,  let  thine  arrow  pierce  deeply 

within, 
Letting  out  all  the  filth,  and  cormption  of  sin; 
All  that  in  the  most  secret  recesses  may  lurk. 
To  preyent,  or  obstruct,  thy  intention  or  work; 
O!  giye  me  the  knowledge,  the  feeling,  and  sense, 
Of  thy  all-blessing  powV,  wisdom,  goodness  iio* 

mensę ! 
Of  the  weakness,  the  folly,  the  malice  alone, 
That,  resisting  thy  will,  I  should  find  in  my  own! 

Never  let  me  forget,  never,  while  I  drawbreath^ 
What  thou  hast  done  for  me,  thy  passion,  and 

death! 
The  wounds,  and  tbe  griefs,  of  thy  body,  and  soul, 
When  assuming  our  naturę  thou  madest  it  wholes 
Taughtest  how  to  engage  in  thy  conauering  strife. 
And  regain  the  access  to  its  tnie  diyine  life: 
Let  the  sense  of  such  loye  kindle  all  my  desire. 
To  be  thine  my  life  thro';  thine  to  die  and  expir8« 

To  hearts*  in  the  hond  of  thy  charity  knit, 
Ev'ry  thing  becomes  easy  to  do,  or  omit; 
The  labour  is  pleasant,  the  sharpest  degróe 
Of  sufiPringcan  find  consolation  in  thee: 
That  which  naturę  affords,  or  au  object  terrene^ 
When  itdocs  not  diyert  from  a  perfecter  scenę, 
Is  receiv*d  with  all  thanks,  if  thou  pleasest  to 

grant. 
By  a  mind,  if  thou  pleasest,  as  willing  to  want. 

The  amnsements,  on  which  it  once  set  sucb  a 

storę, 
Are  now  as  insipid,  as  grateful  before; 
With  a  much  greater  comfort  it  giyes  up  each  toy, 
Than  the  fopdest  possessor  could  eyer  enjoy : 
If  e*er  I  propos*d  such  unsuitable  ends 
To  the  thought  of  religious,  or  secular  friends, 
Expel  the  yain  images,  fancies  of  good. 
And  in  their  heart,  and  minę,  make  thyself  under* 

stood. 

Estinguish,  O  Lord,  ]et'not  any  one  take 
A  complaccncc  in  me,  which  is  not  for  tby  sake; 
\r\  me  too  root  out  the  respect,  of  all  kind, 
Which  does  not  arise  from  thy  love  in  my  mind : 
No  sorrow  be  spar^d,  no  affliction,  no  cross, 
That  may  further  this  loye,  or  recoyer  its  loss; 
This  is  always  thy  meaiiing;  O  let  it  be  mino 
To  confess  myself  guiity,  repent,  and  resign. 

With  a  real  contempt  of  all  self-seeking  yiews. 
To  embrace,  for  my  choice,  what  thy  wisdom 

bhall  choose ; 
Looking  up  still  tu  thee,  to  receiye  all  eyent 
Which  it  wills,  o^  permits,  with  a  thankful  cod- 

tent: 
Not  regarding  what  men  shall  do  to  me,  or  why. 
But  the  proyident  aim  of  thy  all-^seeing  eye; 
£yer  watcbful  o'er  them  who  persist,  in  each  place. 
To  rely  on  its  presenc^-*0  giye  me  thy  grace! 

Tho'  unworthy  to  ask  it,  poor  sinner!  I  trast 
In  the  merits  aud  death  of  a  Sayiour  so  just; 
Whom  the  Father,  well  pleas'd  in  his  satisfyd 

will, 
The  design  to  saye  sinners  saw  rightly  fulfil : 
In  me  let  thy  grace,  O  Redeemer  within, 
Re-establish  his  justice,  and  purge  away  sin; 
That  freed  from  its  eyiis,  in  me,  may  be  shown 
The  effect  of  thy  aU-"saving  merits  alone. 
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May  deatb,  and  Hb  coiiiequence,  still  tu  my 
eyea, 

So  remind  me  to  Wre,  that  it  may  not  surpriie: 
May  the  horrible  torments  excite  a  due  drcad, 
Wbich  impeniteotsinnere  bringon  iheirown  head: 
May  I  nevcr  seek  peace,  ne^er  find  a  delight. 
But  when  I  pursue  what  is  good  in  thy  sighi: 
Whatsoeyer  1  do,  suffer,  feel  to  be&ll, 
Be  thoa  Uia  sole  cause,  the  one  reason  of  all ! 


A  PRAYER, 

fROM  MR.  ŁAW*8  SPIRIT  OP  PRATBR. 

Oh  hear*nly  Father !  gracious  God,  above ! 
llioa  boundless  depth  of  never-ceasii)g  Iove! 
Save  me  from  sdf,  and  cause  me  to  depart 
From  tinftil  works  of  a  łong  hearden'd  beart; 
From  all  my  great  corraptions  set  me  free; 
Give  me  an  ear  to  hear,  an  eye  to  see, 
An  beart  and  spirit  to  bŃeIieve,  and  find 
Tby  love  in  Cbrist,  the  Saviour  of  mankind. 

Madę  for  thyscif,  O  God,  and  to  display 
Thy  goodness  in  me,  manifest,  I  pray, 
By  grace  adapted  to  each  wauting  hour, 
Thy  boly  nature*8  life-conferring  powV: 
Gire  me  the  faith,  the  hunger,  and  the  thirst, 
After  the  life  breathM  forth  from  thee,  at  first; 
Birth  of  thy  holy  Jesus  in  my  sou!  ^ 
That  I  may  tum,  thro*  life*8  succeeding  whole^ 
From  ev*ry  outward  work,  or  inward  tbougbt, 
Wbich  is  not  tbee,  or  in  tby  spirit  wrou^ht. 


ON  ATTENTJON. 


Sacrbd  attention  !  true  effectual  prayer! 
Thou  dost  the  soul  for  love  of  truth  prepare. 
Blest  is  the  man,  who,  from  coąjecture  free. 
To  fiiture  knowledge  shall  aspire  by  tbee: 
Who  in  thy  precepts  seeks  a  surę  repose, 
Stays  till  he  sees,  nor  judges  Łill  be  kuows: 
Tho'  flirm,  not  rash;  tho*  eager,  yet  sedate; 
Intent  on  truth,  can  its  instraction  ^ait: 
Aw'd  by  tby  powerful  influence  to  appeal 
To  Hea^en,  wbich  oniy  can  itself  rereal; 
The  soul  in  hnmble  silence  to  resign, 
And  buman  will  unitę  to  the  divine; 
Ttłl  6r*d  at  lenfrth  by  Heayen'8  enlivening  beams, 
Pure,  unconsum'd,  the  faitbftil  victim  flames. 


A  PRAYER, 

VSCD  BT  FRAWCiS  THB  F1R8T,  WHEW  HB  WAS  AT 
WAR  WITH  THB  BMPBROR  CHARŁBS  THB  FIFTH. 

Ałmigrty  Lord  of  Hosts,  by  whose  commands 
The  guardian  aogels  nile  tbeir  destiii'd  landa; 
And  watchful,  at  tby  woid,  to  sare  or  slay, 
Of  peaoe  or  war  administer  the  sway ! 
Thou,  wbo,  against  the  great  Goliah*8  ragę 
Didst  arm  the  strtpling  David  to  engage; 
When,  with  a  sling,  a  smali  unarmed  youth 
Smote  a  hu^  giant,  in  defence  of  tnith; 
H^r  us,  we  pray  tbee,  if  our  cause  be  true, 
If  sacred  justice  be  oor  only  Yiew; 


If  rigbt  and  daty,  not  the  will  to  war, 
Have  {brcVI  our  armies  to  proceed  thus  far, 
Then  tum  the  hearts  of  all  our  foes  to  peao(% 
That  war  and  bloodabed  in  the  land  may  oease: 
Or,  pnt  to  flight  by  providential  dread, 
Let  them  lament  their  erruurs,  not  tbeir  dead. 
If  some  must  die,  prptect  the  righteoiia  Ul, 
And  let  the  guilty,  few  as  may  be,  fali. 
With  pitying  speed  the  victory  dccrec 
To  them,  whose  cause  is  best  approT*d  by  thee; 
Tliat  sbeath'd  on  all  sides  the  derouring  swoid. 
And  peace  and  justice  to  our  land  restor^d, 
We  all  together,  with  one  heart,  may  sing 
Triumphant  hymns  to  thee,  th*  eternal  King, 


A  COMMENT 


Olf  THB  F0UX>WI1IG  PA9SAGE,  IR  THB  OBHBRAŁ 
CONFBS8IOH  OP  SIN8,  USED  IN  THB  CflOBCH- 
ŁITCJRGY. 

Accordłng  to  thy  promiaes  declared  anto 

mankind  in  Christ  Jesu  our  Lord. 

"  AćcoRDiNG  to  thy  promtses" — ^bereby, 
Since  it  is  certain  that  God  cannot  lie, 
The  trały  penitent  may  all  be  surę 
That  Grace  admits  them  to  its  open  door; 
And  they,  forsaking  all  tbeir  former  sin, 
However  great,  wil^  freely  be  let  in.     • 

"  DecIarM" — by  all  the  ministers  of  peace, 
God  bas  assur^d  repentance  of  release; 
An  intenrening  penitence,  we  see, 
Could  even  change  his  positire  decrcc; 
As  in  the  Ninivłtes;  if  any  «oul 
Repent,  the  promise  is  the  surę  parole. 

"  Unto  mankind*' — not  only  to  the  J«ws, 
Christians,  or  Turks,  in  writings  wbich  thejr  use, 
Writ  on  the  tablet  of  each  consciuus  beart, 
Repent, — from  all  inrquity  depart-^* 
Not  for  no  purpose;  for  the  plaia  intent 
Is  restoratiun,  if  a  soal  repent. 

**  In  Christ"— by  whom  tnie  scriptnre  bas  bs- 
Rede«ming  grace  for  peuiteitts  proourM;      [sur^ 
The  fainter  hopes,  wbich  reason  may  suggest, 
Are  def  ply,  by  the  gocipcTs  aid,  imprest : 
Twas  ahrays  hop'd  for  was  the  promis^d  good. 
But,  by  his  coming,  ciearly  understood. 

**  Jesu" — JehoTah*s  manifested  Iotp, 
In  Christ,  th^  anointed  Sariour  from  above; 
The  demonstration  of  Ihe  ^aving  plan. 
For  all  mankind,  is  God'8  becomin^  man: 
No  trath  mure  6nn1y  ascertatn*d  tban  this^ 
Repent,  be  fałthfuł,  and  restorM  to  bliss. 

**  Our  Lord*'-*-our  new,  and  true  pareotal  bead; 
Our  8H:ond  Adam,  in  the  iirst  when  dead; 
WiK>  took  our  naturę  on  him,  that  in  men 
His  Fatber*s  image  might  shine  forth  again : 
Surę  of  Kucoess  may  penitents  implure 
What  God,  thro'  him,  rejoices  to  restore. 


FOR  TffF  DUE  IMPROVEMEXr  OF  A 
I'VNERAL  SOLEMNJTY 

Around  the  grave  of  a  departed  fnend, 
If  due  coDcern  bas  prompted  to  attend. 
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Deep,  on  our  miiids,  let  tbe  afiecting  tcenes 
JoprinŁ  tbe  Icswo,  wbich  attendance  meane: 
For  who  can  tell  how  soon  bis  own  adiea 
Tbe  fotan  aenrice  may  for  bim  renew  ? 

"  He  that  belieres  od  me"  (what  Christ  bad  said 
Tbe  priest  proclaims)  <*  sball  łive  tbo'  be  were 
To  eT'r]r  heart  tbis  is  tbe  gracioos  cali,     [dead:" 
On  irhicb  depends  its  ereriasting  all; 
Tbe  ever  boping,  loviDg,  working  iaitb^ 
Tbatsares  a  acmi  firom  deatb*8  derouring  wratb. 

Tbe  patieot  Job,  by  socb  a  faith  witbin,    [skin 
StreogUining  bis  beart,  could  say — *'  Tbis  mortal 

Dotroyed,  I  know  tbat  my  Redeemer  live8*» 

In  flesh  aiid  blood,  wbicb  bis  redemption  gires — 

Jobf  finom  tbe  diist,  ex|)ected  to  arise, 

Aod  stand  before  bis  God  wttb  aeeing  eyes. 

Tbe  royal  Pwlmist  saw  tbis  life  of  man, 
Hov  rain,  how  ahort,  at  its  most  leogthenM  spau: 
Cooscioos  in  wbom  tbe  buman  trust  sbould  be, 
•  Trały  my  bope,**  be  said,  **  is  ev*n  in  tbee"— 
Aod  ptayM  for  its  recover*d  strengtb,  before 
He  went  from  bence,  berę  to  be  scen  no  morę. 

The  mystic  chapter  is  rebearsM,  wberein 
?aal  sings  tbe  trinmpb  over  death,  and  sio ; 
Hw  głońous  body,  freed  from  eartbly  lea?*n, 
Image  and  Iłkentfts  of  tbe  Lord  from  Heav>n; 
For  sach  th'  abounding  in  bis  wotk  sball  gain; 
Łibonr,  we  know  that  never  is  in  vain. 

Hence  comes  tbe  sare  and  certain  kopę,  to  rise 
h  Christ;  tbo*  man*  as  bom  of  womau,  dies : 
Tnie  life,  wbicb  Adam  dy*d  to,  at  bis  foli, 
And  Christ,  tbe  sinless  Adam,  can  recall. 
By  a  new,  hear*nly  birtb,  from  him,  revives, 
And  breathes,  again,  God's  boly  breatb  of  lives. 

A  voice  from  Heay'n  bad  bearini?  John  record, 
"  Biest  are  tbe  dead,  tbe  dying  in  tbe  Lord*—** 
Id  tbem,  the  pray*r,  wbich  man*8  Redeemer  wiird 
Tbat  men  sboiihl  pray,  is  perfectly  folfitl*d : 
Tbis  pcrfect  sense  the  words,  tbat  we  repeat, 
Require  to  make  the  pay'd-for  good  complete. 

Thanks  tben  are  duefor  all  tbe  foithfol  dead, 
Depsrted  henoe,  to  be  with  Christ  their  bead; 
And  ptay*r,nnfoint]ng,for  bis — ^*<Come,  yebleit— 
Come,  ye  tnie  childien,  enter  into  rest; 
U?eiQ  my  Father*s  kingdom,'and  in  minę, 
Id  gnce^  aod  love,  and  fetlowship  divine.'* 


ON  CBVRCH  COMMUNWN, 
a  lim  FAim;  from  a  łbttbr  or   mr. 

ŁAW*B. 

PART   FIRST. 

Rni^ioiry  cborcb  communion,  ur  tłie  way 
Of  pid>tic  worship,  tbat  we  ooght  to  pay» 
As  it  regards  tbe  body,  and  the  mind, 
Itof  esternal,  and  intemal  kind; 
Tbe  one  eonsisting  in  tbe  outward  sign, 
Tbe  otfaer  in  the  inward  trutb  divine. 

Tbis  inward  trutb  intended  to  be  shown» 
So  &r  ts  ontwatd  signs  can  make  it  known, 
rou  xv; 


Is  tbat  wbicb  gives  estemal  modes  a  wortb, 
Just  in  proportión  as  they  show  it  fortb; 
Just  as  they  help,  in  any  outward  part^ 
Tb^  real,  tfue  nligioo  of  the  beart. 

Now  what  this  is,  exclusive  of  all  8trife» 
Christians  will  own  to  be  an  inWard  iife, 
Spirit,  and  pow»r,  a  birth,  to  say  the  whole, 
l>f  Christ  bimself,  brought  forth  witbin  the  soulj 
By  tbis  all  true  saWation  is  beguo, 
And  carried  on,  however  it  be  dooe. 

Christinnity,  that  bas  not  Christ  within, 
Can  by  no  means  whatever  oaye  from  sin; 

Can  bear  no  evidence  of  bim ^tbe  end. 

On  wliich  the  yalue  of  all  means  depend: 
Christian  religion  signifies,  no  doubt, 
Like  mind  within,  like  show  of  it  without. 

The  will  of  Ood,  tbe  saving  of  mankind^ 
Was  all  that  Christ  bad  in  bis  inward  mind; 
All  that  produc'd  bis  outward  action  too, 
In  church  communion  whiłe  a  perfect  Jew; 
Like  most  of  his  disciples,  tilł  they  came^ 
At  Antioch,  to  have  a  Christian  name. 

If  Christ  bas  pot  an  end  to  rites  of  old, 
If  new  recall  what  was  but  tben  foretold* 
The  one  true  church,  the  real  beayenly  gronndy 
Wherein  alone  saWation  can  be  fuund, 
Is  still  tbe  same;  and,  to  its  8aviour*s  praise. 
His  inward  tempers  outwardly  displays. 

By  hearty  love,  and  correspondent  rites 
Ordain*d,  the  members  to  the  head  unites. 
And  to  eacb  other        in  ałł  stated  scenes, 
The  life  of  Christ  is  what  a  Christian  means; 
Tbo*  change  of  ctrcumstance  may  ałter  tbose^ 
In  this  be  places,  and  enjoys  repose. 

Church  unity  is  betd,  and  foith*s  increase. 
By  that  of  spirit,  in  tbe  bond  of  peace, 
And  righteousness  of  life;  without  tbis  tie 
Porms  are  in  vain  preacribM  to  worship  by, 
Or  temples  modePd;  bearts,  a^  welt  as  bands, 
An  holy  ohurch,  and  catboiic  demands. 


PART  SECON0. 

Ip  once  e8tablisb*d  the  essential  part, 
The  inward  church,  the  tempie  of  the  beart, 
Or  bouse  of  God,  the  substance,  and  the  sum 
Of  what  is  pray*d  for  in— "  Thy  kingdnm  come—** 
To  make  an  outward  correspondence  true. 
We  must  recur  to  Cbrist*8  example  toow 

Now,  in  bis  outward  form  of  life,  we  flnd 
Ooodiiess  demonstrated  of  ev*ry  kind; 
What  be  was  bom  for,  that  be  show*d  throughout; 
It  was  the  bn8'ness  tłiat  be  went  about; 
Love,  kindness,  and  compassion  to  display 
Tow*rds  ev'ry  object  coming  in  his  way. 

But  love  so  high,  humility  so  Iow, 
And  all  the  virtues  which  bis  actious  shoi^s 
His  doing  good,  and  his  endurinjc  ill. 
Por  man*8  salration  and  God*8  holy  will, 
Exoe6d  all  terms        bis  inward,  outward  plan 
Was  love  to  God,  express*d  by  love  to  man. 

Mark  of  tbe  church,  which  be  establiflL*d,  thei^  , 
Is  the  same  loTe,  same  proof  of  it  to  men  j 
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Witbout,  let  sects  paradę  it  hoyf  they  list^  ' 
Nor  church,  nor  unity  can  e>er  subsist ; 
Tbe  name  ntay  be  usurp*d,  but  want  of  pow*r 
Wili  sbow  the  Babel,  high  or  Iow  the  tow*r. 

And  where  tbe  same  behaviour  shall  appear 
In  ontward  form,  that  was  in  Chria»t  so  clear^ 
There  ia  the  rery  outward  church  tbat  be 
YTiird  all  maokind  to  show,  and  all  to  see; 
Of  which  whoever  shows  it,  from  the  heart, 
Is  both  an  ińward,  and  an  outward  part 

What  excommunication  can  deprive 
A  pious  soul,  that  is  in  Christ  alive| 
Of  chdrch  cummunion  ?  or  cut  off  a  limb 
That  life  and  action  both  unitę  to  him  ? 
For  any  circumstance  of  place*  or  time, 
Or  modę,  or  custom,  which  infeiis  no  crime? 

If  he  be  that  which  his  beloved  John 

Calls  him, *'  The  light  enlight*ning  eyW  one 

That  comes  into  the  world"— will  he  excjude 
One  firom  his  charch,  whose  mind  he  bas  renew*d 
To  such  degree,  as  to  exert,  in  fact, 
Like  inward  temper,  and  like  outward  act? 

Inrisible,  and  risible  effect, 
Of  tnie  church  membership,  in  each  respect^ 
Let  the  one  shepherd  from  abo^e  behold; 
The  flocks,  howe'er  dispers'd,  are  his  onefold; 
Seen  by  their  hearts,  and  their  behaviour  too, 
Tbey  all  stand  present  in  bis  gracious  riew. 


PART  THIRD. 

A  ŁOCAŁ  union,  on  the  other  hand, 
Tho'  crowded  numben  sbgald  together  stand, 
Joining  in  pue  same  form  of  pray'r,  and  praise, 
Or  cr^<r  expressM  in  regulated  phrase, 
Or  aught  beside        tho*  it  assnme  the  name 
Of  Christian  church,  may  want  the  real  claim. 

For  if  it  want  the  spirit,  and  tbe  sign, 
That  oonstitute  all  worship,  as  di^ine, 
The  love  witbin,  the  test  of  it  witliout^ 
In  rain  the  union  passes  for  derout; 
Heartless,  and  tokenless  if  it  remain, 
It  ought  to  pass,  in  sŁrictnen,  for  profane. 

At  first,  an  unity  of  heart  and  soul, 
A  distńbution  of  an  outward  dole. 
And  ev*ry  member  of  the  body  fed. 
Ar  equally  belonging  to  the  head, 
With  what  it  wanted,  was,  without  suspensę, 
True  church  communion,  in  fuli  Christian  sense. 

Whethcr  ayerse  the  many,  or  the  few, 
To  hołd  communion  in  this  rigfateous  view, 
Their  thought  comm»»nre8  heresy,  their  deed 
Schismatical,  tho*  they  profess  the  creed^ 
Ways  of  distributing,  if  new,  shoułd  stili 
Maintain  the  old  conununicative  will ; 

Broken  by  ev'ry  loveless,  thankless  thought. 
And  not  behaving  as  a  Christian  ought; 
By  want  of  meekness,  or  a  show  ef  pride 
Tow'rd8  any  soul  for  whom  our  Saviour  dy'd; 
While  this  conttnues,  men  may  pray,  and  preach 
In  all  their  forms,  but  nonę  will  heal  their  breach. 

Whatever  helps  an  outward  form  may  bring 
To  church  communion,  it  is  not  tbe  tbing; 


Nor  a  socibty,  as  such,  nor  place. 
Nor  any  thing  besides  uniting  grace : 
They  are  but  acoessories,  at  the  most. 
To  truć  communion  of  the  Holy  Ghoft. 

This  is  tb'  essential  fellowship,  tbe  tie 
Which  all  true  Christians  are  united  by  ; 
No  other  union  does  them  any  good. 
But  that  which  Christ  oemenied  with  his  blood, 
As  God  anti  man ;  that,  having  lost  it,  men 
Might  lirę  in  unity  with  God  agatn. 

What  he  came  down  to  bring  us  from  abote 
Was  grace  and  peace,  and  law*fu]filling  love; 
True  spirit^wurship,  which  bis  fiither  sooght, 
Was  the  sole  end  of  what  he  dtd,  and  taught; 
Tbat  God*BOwn  church  and  kingdom  might begioi 
Wbich  Moses  and  tbe  prophets  usheiM  in. 


PART  POURTH. 

*<  THE  chuich  of  Christ,  as  thas  you  represeat^ 
And  all  the  world  is  of  the  same  exteiit: 
Jews,  Turks,  or  Pagans  may  be  niembers  too  j 
This,  some  may  cali  a  dreadfol  mystic  clift, 
A  combination  of  the  Suaker  scbemes 
With  latitudinarian  e^tremes.** 

They  may;  but  names,  so  ready  at  the  cali 
Of  such  as  want  them,  have  no  force  at  all 
To  orerthrow  momentous  truths,  and  plain» 
The  very  points  of  scripture,  and  the  main; 
Such  as  distinguish,  in  the  clearest  yjew, 
Th>  enlighten*d  Christian  from  the  half-blind  Jew. 

What  did  the  sheet  let  down  to  Peter  meao, 
WhocalPd  the  Gentiłes  common,  or,  undcan? 

Let  Peter  answer **  God  was  pleasM  to  show 

That  1  shouM  cali  no  man  whatever  so; 
In  ev'ry  nation  he  that  seryes  him  right 
Is  clean,  accepted,  in  his  equal  sight.** 

If  Peter  said  so,  who  will  ąuestion  Paul? 
He,  in  a  manner,  madę  this  point  his  all; 
The  real  sense  of  what  bas  here  beea  said 
In  mystic  Paul  is  plainly  to  be  read; 
Nothing  but  obsttnate  dislikifc  to  terms 
Obscures  what  all  the  Testament  affinns. 

The  Jews  objccted,  to  his  gospel  cloe, 

A ".  Whatadvantage  therefere  hath  tbe  Jcwł 

Or,  of  what  use  is  to  becircumcisM?" 

5?o  may  some  Christians  say to  be  baptis*d?— 

May  form  like  que8tions,  like  conclusions  draw. 
And  urge  the  church,  as  they  did,  and  the  law. 

Th*  aposUe's  reas*ning  from  the  comsion  want 
Of  Ood's  free  grace,  its  universal  grant 
By  Jesus  Christ,  its  reacb  to  all  mankiodf 
For  whom  the  same  salyation  was  designM, 
Shows  that  his  church,  as  boundłcss  as  his  graoe, 
Extend8  itself  to  all  the  human  race. 

With  pious  Jews  of  old  our  king  imply'd 
The  one  true  king  of  all  the  F^rth  beside; 
Whose  regal  right,  tho*  he  was  pleas^d  to  cali 
Jacob  his  lot,  extended  over  all ; 
Tho'  Israel  gloried  in  arknowłedg'd  light, 
It's  virtue  was  not  bouoded  by  their  sight. 

So  will  a  Christian  piety  confess 
A  chiirch  of  Christ,  with  boundariet  no  less; 
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Wni  ipeak,  ai  eT'iy  conscious  witncss  oaght. 
To  irbat  it  knows,  but  scom  the  partJal  thought 
Of  gnce,  or  tnithi  or  rigbteousness  confin'd 
To  iDodes  and  customs  cmT  exterual  kind. 


PART  SIXTH. 


Tn  beait  is  wbat  the  God  of  it  deroands, 
^^dYelletb  oot  in  temples  madę  with  hands: 
**ben  bands  hare  madę  tbem,  if  uo  bearts  are 
J>n|K)s'd  trigbt  to  coDScćrate  the  ^und,  [foand, 


Yainly  is  wo^hip  said  to  bje  d'mne, 
While  in  the  brea<t  its  object  bas  no  shrine. 


PART  FIFTH. 

Tn  fbtirch  consider*d  only  as  possAst 
Of  England,  Rp-ne,  OeneTa*^^— aud  the  reat— 
Notion  of  cburch  so  popularly  rife. 
Soch  cause  of  endlesa  en  mity  and  striie. 
Bid  bat  arise  in  a  auoceeding  hour, 
WImd  Christiana  came  to  bare  a  worldly  pow*r. 

The  fint  apostles  spread,  from  place  to  place, 
The  gospel  news  of  universal  grace; 
loritiag  all  to  enter,  by  belief, 
loto  the  church  of  their  redeeming  chief; 
Botraoce  accessible  in  eT'ry  part, 
Aod  ahut  to  notbing  but  a  faithless  beart. 

Bat  vhen  the  princes  of  the  world  became, 
isd  kiags,  protectors  of  the  Christian  name, 
fo9'T  nade  ambitious  pastora,  ease  remiss, 
Andcbarcbes  dwindrd  intothat  and  this; 
The  ooe,  divided,  came  to  want,  of  conrse, 
Sspports  qttite  Ibreign  to  its  native  force. 

Contentions  rosę,  all  tending  to  create 
KII  ww  allianc«8  of  church  and  state; 
f^MmM,  and  reform*d,  and  tum'd,  and  OTerturn*d, 
Aiforee  prerailM,  and  homan  passion  bumM; 
OM  refohitions  wben  by  new  dis8olv*d, 
Both  chorch  and  state  accordłngIy-revolv*d. 

Soch  is  the  mixture  of  an  human  sway, 
h  aU  extenia]  churches  at  tbis  day ; 
To  tbe  same  cbanges  liable,  anew, 
ThaŁ  forms  of  govemment  are  suhject  to ; 
While  the  one  church,  in  its  tnie  sense,  in  namc 
Andthing,  remains  unchangeably  the  same. 

The  private  Christian,  bearing  Christ  in  mind, 
Whose  kiiigdom  iras  not  of  a  worldly  kind, 
fias  little,  or  bas  po  concern  at  all, 
With-tbesc  estemal  cbanges  that  befall ; 
let  Proridenoe  permit  tbem,  or  pTeven^ 
Withtnith  and  spirit  he  remains  content. 

Not  that  he  thinks  that  evi],  morę  or  less, 
Is,  in  its  natore,  aiter*d  by  success; 
Thegood  is  goód,  tbo'  suff^ring  a  defeat, 
The  bad  bat  worsc,  if  its  success  be  great; 
Benetnires  neitber  by  th'  event  tbafs  past, 
for  wbst  tbey  were  at  first  they  are  at  last. 

Bat,  by  tbe  spirit  of  the  gospel,  free, 
Whiterer  itate  of  govcrnment  it  be, 
That  God  bas  plac'd  him  under,  to  submit, 
80  in  the  cburcb  he  thinks  tbe  freedom  fit^ 
WhUit  on  occasion  of  the  outward  part. 
Be  aa  present  what  God  requłres on  beart. 


Bnt  if  it  bas,  in  that  devoted  breast, 
A  right  intention,  surely,  will  be  blest; 
Tho'  forms,  prescrib^d  by  pastors  in  the  chair, 

I'  Should  be  ac^ustcd  with  less  perfect  care ; 
Tho\  in  some  points,  tbe  scryjces  assign'd 
Differ  from  those  of  apostolic  kind. 

Wbat  ontward  church,  or  form,  shall  we  select, 
That  iś  not  ćhargeable  with  some  defect? 
Each  is  prepar^d,  i  o  all  the  rest,  to  grant 
A  superfluity,  or  eise  a  want, 
Or  both;  a  distance  from  perfection  wide, 
Retorted  on  itself  by  all  beside. 

WT^at  safer  remedy  tban  pure  intent 
To  scek  the  good  by  any  of  tbem  meant? 
Which  be,  who  mindeth  only  what  the  hcart 
Brings  of  its  own,  is  ready  to  impart; 
No  hmnan  pow'r,  should  it  eujoin  amiss 
A  ceremonious  rite,  can  binder  tbis. 

Even  in  sacrament,  what  frequent  storms 
Has  stiperstition  raisM  about  the  forms  ? 
lu  rites  baptismal,  which  the  true  result? 
Immersiott?  sprinkling?  infants?  orth^adult? 
In  the  Lonl's  supper,  does  the  celebration 
Make  trans,  or  eon,  or  non-substantiatiun  ? 

Tbese,  and  a  world  of  controrersies  morę 
Senre  to  enlarge  the  bibliothecal  storę; 
While  champions  make  antiquifcy  their  boast. 
And  all  pretend  to  imitate  it  most; 
Prone  to  neglect,  for  criticising  pi<}ae, 
Essential  truths  etemally  antique. 

I      Thns  inward  worship  lies  in  Iow  estate, 
Opprest  with  endless  volumes  of  debatę 
About  tbe  outward;  soon  as  old  ones  die, 
All  undecided,  comes  a  new  snpply 
Of  needless  doubts  to  a  religious  soul, 
Whose  upright  meaning  dissipates  the  whole« 

Clear  of  all  worldly,  interested  riews, 
The  one  design  of  worship  it  pnrsues ; 
Turns  all  to  use  that  public  form  allows, 
By  ofTring  up  its  ever  private  vows 
For  the  success  of  all  the  gnod  de«ign*d 
By  Christ,  the  common  saviour  of  mankind« 


PART  SEYENTH. 

A  CHRISTIAN,  in  so  cathotic  a  sense, 
Can  give  to  nonę,  but  partial  minds,  ofietice: 
Forc'd  to  live  under  some  divided  part, 
He  keeps  entire  the  union  of  the  beart ; 
The  sacred  tie  of  love;  by  which  alune, 
Christ  said,  that  his  disciples  would  be  known. 

He  yalues  no  distinction,  as  profcst 
By  way  of  separation  from  tbe  rest; 
Oblig'd  induty,  and  inclinM  by  choice, 
In  all  the  good  of  any  to  rejoi<>e; 
From  ev*ry  evil,  falshood,  or  mistokr. 
To  wish  tbem  free,  for  common  comfort*s  sake. 

Freedom,  to  which  the  most  undoubted  way 
IJes  iu  obcdieńce  (wherc  it  alwa3'f  lay) 
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To  Christ  liiiMclf;  who,  with  an  inward  cali, 
Knocks  at  the  door,  that  is,  the  heart  of  all; 
At  the  rereption  of  this  heav*nly  guest, 
AU  good  comes  in,  all  cvii  ąuits  the  breast. 

The  free  receivcT,  then,  becomes  content 
With  what  God  orders,  or  does  not  prerent: 
To  them  that  love  him,  all  things,  he  is  surę, 
Must  work  for  good;  tho»  how  may  be  otMCure: 
Kveii  snccessful  wickedness,  when  past, 
Will  bring,  to  them,  somc  latent  good  at  latt 

FalPn  as  dividcd  churchcs  are,  and  gone 
Froin  the  perfection  of  the  Christian  one, 
Bespect  is  due  to  any,  that  contains 
The  venenibl«,  tho*  but  faint  remains 
Of  ancient  nile,  which  had  not,  in  its  Yiew, 
The  Icttcr  only,  but  the  spińt  too. 

When  that  variety  of  new-fbund  ways 
Which  people  so  run  ąfter,  in  our  days,  ^ 

Has  donc  its  utmost when  "lo  here,  lothere,» 

Shall  yield  to  inward  seeking,  and  sincere; 
What  was,  at  first,  may  conae  to  be  again 
The  praisc  of  church  assemblies  amongst  men. 

Mean  while,  in  that  to  which  we  now  belong. 
To  mind  in  public  lesson,  pray'r,  and  song, 
Teaching,  and  preaching,  what  conduces  best 
To  true  devotion  in  the  private  bi-east, 
Willing  inciease  of  good  to  ev'ry  soiil, 
Seems  to  be  our  concern  upon  the  whole. 

So  God,  and  Christ,  and  holy  angels  sUnd 
Dispos*d  to  ev»ry  church,  in  ev'ry  land; 
'    The  growth  of  good  stili  belping  to  complete 
Whatever  tares  be  sown  amongit  the  wheat: 
Who  would  not  wish  to  harc,  and  to  excite, 
A  disposition  so  diyinely  right  ? 


Willing  in  heart  and  spirit  to  onite 
With  cv»ry  church,  in  what  is  just  and  rigjit, 
Holy  and  good,  and  worthy,  iu  its  kind, 
Of  God*8  acceptance  firom  an  honest  roind: 
Praying,  that  ev'ry  church  may  ha^e  its  sainti, 
Aiid  rise  to  that  perfection  which  it  wants. 

Father!  tby  kingdom  come !  thy  sacredwill 
May  all  the  tribes  of  haman  race  fulftl ! 
Thy  name  be  prais*d  by  eT»ry  living  breath, 
Aathor  of  life,  and  vanquUher  of  n^ath ! 


e 


A  DYING  SPEECH. 

FROM  MR.  ŁAHir. 

Iw  this  unhappiły  divided  sUte, 
That  Ch^stian  churches  harc  bcen  in  oflate. 
One  must,  however  cathołic  the  heart, 
Join,  and  conform  to  somedivided  part: 
The  church  of  England  is  the  part,  that  I 
Have  always  liv*d  in,  and  nowchoose  to  die; 
Trusting,  that  if  I  worship  God  with  ber, 
In  spirit,  andin  truth,  I  shall  not  crr; 
But  as  acceptable  to  him  be  found,    , 
As  if,  in  times  for  one  pure  church  renown*d. 
Bom,  I  had  aiso  liv»d,  in  heart  and  soul, 
A  feithftil  member  of  the  unbroken  whole. 
As  I  am  now,  by  God'«  good  will,  to  go 
Prom  this  disoidcr'd  state  of  thinw  belowj 
Into  his  hands  as  i  am  now  to  fali, 
Who  is  the  great  ercator  of  us  all; 
God  of  all  churches  that  implore  his  aid, 
LoTcr  of  all  the  souls  that  he  hath  madę; 
Whose  kingdom,  that  of  uniTcrsal  lovc, 
Must  have  its  blest  inhabiUnts  above, 
From  ev'ry  class  of  men,  from  all  the  good, 
Howe^er  dcscendcd  from  one  human  blood; 
Ro,  in  this  loving  spirit,  I  desire, 
As  in  the  midst  of  all  thcir  sacred  quirc, 
With  ritea  prescribM,  and  with  a  Christian  Tiew, 
Of  all  the  world  to  take  my  last  adieu; 


A  COMMENT 

on  THB  FOŁŁOWING  SCRIFIimi. 

In  the  b<^inning  was  the  Word. 

John,  Istand  Jit 

"  Tk  the  beginning  was  the  word"— saith  Joha- 
The  life,  the  ligbt,  the  truth,  for  all  are  one; 
One  all-creatiiig  pow»r,  all-wise,  all-good, 
1  In  which,  at  first,  the  whole  creation  stood; 
Moving,  and  acting  in  the  pow»r  alone; 
How  bright,  how  perfect,  and  no  ef  i!  known! 
How  blest  was  Nature>s  universal  plan, 
And  the  fair  image  of  his  Maker,.man! 

I     The  woid,  the  po w'r,  is  Christ ;  th»  Etcnsl  Sos 
Of  God,  by  whom  the  Father^s  will  is  done; 
Each  is  the  other*s  glory;  and  the  kwe 
Froiki  both  the  bliss  of  all  the  blest  abore: 
Angels  in  Heav*n  stand  ready  to  obey, 
And,  as  the  word  directs  them,  so  do  they; 
So  must  we  men,  bom  here  upon  this  Eaith, 
If  eyer  we  regain  the  hcav'nły  birth ; 

Lost  by  poor  Adam,  in  the  ftital  hoar 
Of  lusting  afterknowłedgewithoutpow^; 
When,  yielding  to  temptation,  tho*  foiWd 
To  eafwhat  was  noi  good  ibr  him,  he  did: 
The  pow»r  of  life  consenting  to  forego. 
For  what  was  told  him,  would  be  deałh  tokwr, 
He  died  to  his  celestial  state,  and  then 
Could  but  convey  an  earthly  one  to  meo. 

From  which  to  rise,  and  in  tme  life  to  Uw, 
What  but  the  word,  wherein  was  life,  owldfircf 
Ingrafted,  as  an  holy  seed  within, 
And  bom  to  sare  the  human  soul  from  sui: 
The  Word  madę  man  by  virgin  birth,  and  fi«e 
From  sin*s  dominion,  Jesus  Christ  is  be; 
Whom,  of  pure  love,  the  Father  scnt  to  sare, 
And  fiuish  man's  redemption  from  tbe  grsTe. 

This  second  Adam,  healer  of  the  breach 
Madę  by  the  first,  nor  sin,  nor  death couMiJKl; 
He  conqoer'd  both;  and,  in  tbe  głorioos  mm, 
Became  the  parent  of  an  endless  life 
To  all  who  ever  did,  or  shall  aspire 
To  life,  and  spirit  from  this  h€av*nly  siw; 
And  cuItJTate  the  seed  which  he  hath  sowa 
In  ev»ry  heart,  till  the  new  man  be  grom 

The  old,  we  know,  must  die  away  to  dntf, 
And  a  new  image  rise  amongst  the  just; 
When,  at  the  end  of  temporary  scenę, 
Christ  shall  appear,  etemally  to  reign 
In  all  his  glory,  human  and  dirine, 
When  aU  the  bom  of  God,  in  him,  d«B  ™«» 
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]Uii'd  to  th«  life  tbat  was  at  fint  possest. 
And  bow  the  knce  to  Jesus,  and  be  blest 

Since  tben  tbe  cause  of  oor  eternal  life 
Is  Cbrut  in  us,  what  n<>ed  of  any  strife 
In  kil  religion  ?  Of  "  lo  here !  lo  tbere !" 
Whea  to  all  hearts  he  is  bimself  so  near? 
With  pow^r  to  save  us  from  the  canse  of  ill, 
A  woridly,  selfish,  unbeUeving  will; 
To  Uess  wbateyer  tends  to  make  the  mind 
Heek,  loriog,  bumble,  patient,  and  resign^d. 

The  mind  to  Christ  so  hr  as  God  shall  draw 
By  naturę,  scripture,  reason,  łearuing,  law, 
Or  aught  beside,  so  far  their  use  is  right, 
Prociaiming  bim,  and  not  themseWes  the  light : 
Tramfirst  to  last  his  gospel  is  the  same; 
And  of  all  worship,  tbat  deserres  a  name, 
*'  The  woid  of  life  by  faith  to  apprehend 
Tbat  wss  in  the  begiuning 'u  the  end,'> 


A  MEMORIAŁ  ABSTRACT 

OF  A   SERMON    PREACBED    BY  THE    REV. 
MR.  H— , 

On  Proveri>s,  C.  20,  V.  27. 

Tbi  haman  spirit,  when  it  bums  and  shiues, 

Lamp  of  Jehorah  Solomon  defines 

Nov,  ss  a  ^essel,  to  contain  thę  whole, 

Tbis  lamp  denotes  tfae  body,  oil  the  soul ; 

(As  H— —  obsenres)  which,  tho*  itself  be  darie, 

Is  capabłe  of  lighfs  enkindlin&r  spark ; 

Bat,  as  considei^d  in  it*s  own  dark  ruot, 

SUII  vants  ihe  unction,  and  tbe  lighfs  recniit. 

Brigbterthan  all,  that  now  is  ]ook*d  upon, 
Tbis  lamp  of  God,  at  it*8  creation  shon; 
Tbe  body,  purer  thaa  the  finest  gold, 
Had  DO  defSect  in.its  materiał  mould; 
The  80ul*s  enkindkfd  oil  was  heav*n!y  brigbt, 
Till  even  mixture  darkenM  its  gi)od  łight^ 
Aod  bid  the  supematnral  supply, 
"Hat  fed  the  gloriou^  lainp  of  the  most  High. 

That  fatal  poison  qaenchM,  in  human  frame, 
Tbe  spirit  flowing  from  the  yital  flame : 
Adam's  free  will  consenting  to  snch  food, 
Death,  as  its  natural  effect,  ensuM : 
Trae  life  departing  left  him  naked,  blind, 
And  spiritłess,  in  body,  sonl,  and  mind; 
Bead  to  his  paradisic  life,  a  birth 
From  sin  began  his  mortal  life  on  Carth« 

His  £iith,  his  spiritual  discemment  gono^ 
He  fell  into  a  poriog,  reas*ning  one; 
lalo  a  State  of  ignorance  he  i^lt, 
Wbich  brutal  instincts  very  oft  exce): 
What  his  self-seeking  will  would  know  was  known, 
The  light  of  tbis  terrestriał  orb  alone ; 
Dark,  io  comparison,  wben  tbis  was  done, 
As  moon,  or  starlight  to  meridian  sun. 

What  help  when  lesser  light  should  vanish  too. 
And  death  discoTer  a  sttll  darker  view } 
Had  not  the  Christ  of  God,  soln  help  for  sin, 
Bais^d  up  salvation  as  a  seed  within? 
Tbat  tprouting  fbrth  by  penitence,  and  feith, 
CuuU  pieroe  thro'  death,  and  di:>sjpate  its  wrath ; 


Till  6od's  tnie  image  should  again  reTiye, 
And  rise,  thro*  bim,  to  its  first  life  a]ive. 

Tbis  parent  Saviour,  God*s  anointed  son, 
Begets  tbe  life  that  Adam  should  have  done; 
Refoims  the  lamp ;  renews  the  holy  fire. 
And  sends  to  Heav'n  its  Oaming  love-desire : 

Tis  he the  life  that  was  the  light  of  men—- — 

Wbo  ftts  them  to  be  lamps  of  God  agaiu ; 
Restores  the  Tessel,  oil,  and  light,  aini  all 
The  spirit-life  that  iranish*d  at  the  fiall. 

Reason  bas  nothing  to  proceed  upon, 
Without  an  unction  from  tbis  holy  one; 
Without  a  spirit,  to  dispel  the  damp 
Of  nature'8  darlćness,  and  light  up  the  lamp : 
Nothing  whatever,  but  the  touch  dirine, 
Can  make  its  highest  faculties  to  shine ; 
All  just  as  belpless  in  their  selfish  use, 
As  lamps  their  own  enkindling  to  produce. 

All  tme  religion  teaches  them  to  trim 
The  lamp,  that  miąst  rerei^e  its  light  from  him; 
From  him,  the  quick*ning  Spirit,  to  obtain 
The  life  that  must  for  ever  blest  remain : 
The  life  of  Christ  arising  in  tfae  soul, 
Tbis,  tbis  alone  makes  human  naturę  whole; 
Makes  ev'ry  gift  of  grace  to  re-unite. 
And  shine  for  ever  in  JehoTah^s  sigbt. 


OM  THR 

UNION  AND  THREE-FOLD  DISTINCTION 

or  OOD,  MATURB,  AVD  CRBATURB. 

PART    FIRST. 

AtŁ  that  comes  under  our  imagination 
Is  either  God,  or  naturę,  or  creation : 
God  is  the  free  eternal  light,  or  łove> 
Before,  beyond  all  naturę,  aod  ahove; 
The  one  unchangeable^  unceasing  will 
To  ev'ry  good,  and  to  no  9oxt  of  ill* 

Natm'e,  without  him,  is  th'  abyssal  dark, 
Void  of  the  lighfs  beątifying  spark ; 
Th'  attractłon  of  desire,  by  want  repel1*d, 
Wheace  cirding  ragę  proceeds,  and  wrath  vn* 

quelł'd : 
But  h^  tbć  ligbt*s  all-joyous  pow*r,  th'  abysę 
Becon\jes  the  grouudwork  uf  a  tbree-fold  bliss« 

Creation  is  tbe  giftof  light,  and  life. 
To  nature^s  contrariety  and  strife; 
For  without  naturę,  or  desirous  want. 
Ther^  would  be  nothing  to.receive  tho  grani; 
Nor  could  a  creature,  or  created  scenę 
£xist,  did  no  such  medium  interreoe. 

CreatureandGod would bethesame;  thethought, 
Which  books  inform  us  that  Spinoaa  tanght, 
Would  tben  be  true;  and  we  be  forc'd  to  cali 
Things  good,  or  bad,  the  parta  of  the  great  All: 
In  wbat8oever  state  itself  may  be. 
Naturę  is  his,  but  naturę  is  uot  be. 

Like  as  the  dark,  behind  the  shining  glass. 
By  hindring  rays  that  of  themselves  would  pass, 
Affords  that  glimpsc  of  objects  to  the  view, 
Which  tbe  transparcAi  mirror  could  uot-  do; 
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So  does  the  life  of  naturę,  in  its  place, 
^flect  the  glones  of  the  life  of  grace. 

Of  ev'ry  creature's  happiness,  the  growth 
Dcpendsupon  the  union  of  them  botb; 
And  all  that  God  procceded  to  create, 
Came  forth,  at  first,  in  this  nnited  state; 
No  evil  wratb,  or  darkncss  could  begin 
To  show  itself,  but  by  a  creatuie'8  sin. 

And  were  not  naturę  separate,  alone, 
Such  a  dark  wrath,  it  could  not  have  been  showo : 
Its  bidden  properties  are  ground  as  good 
For  life^s  support,  as  bones  to  desh  and  blood : 
The  faise,  unnatural,  ungodly  will, 
That  lays  theni  open,  is  sole  cause  of  ill. 

• 

When  it  is  caus*d,  renouncing,  to  be  surę,   ' 
Ałl  siłch-like  wills,  contribntes  to  the  cure ; 
That  nature^s  wrathful  forms  may  not  appear. 
Nor  what  is  madę  sub$ervient  domineer; 
But  6od's  good  will  all  evłl  ones  subdue. 
And  bless  all  naturę,  aud  all  creature  too. 


BYROM  S  POEMS. 


PART  SECOND. 

This  uniwersał  blessing  to  inspire  ^ 

Was  God*»  eternal  piirpose,  or  desire; 

Beaire,  which  never  could  be  unfulfilPd; 

Love  pnt  it  forth,  and  Hcav»ił  waswhatit  wiU»d; 

And  the  desire  had,  in  itself,  the  mcaus,  [scenes. 

From  whence  the  love  cou*d  raise  the  h6av'nly 

Hence  an  eternal  naturę,  to  proclaim 
By  outwardy  yisible,  majestic  frame, 
The  hidden  Deity,  the  po\v'r  divtne, 
By  which  th'  innumerable  beauties  shine; 
That  by  succession  without  end,  recall 
A  Go<l  of  love,  a  present  all  in  all. 

From  ]ove,  thus  manifested  in  the  birth 
Of  Naturę,  and  the  pow^rs  of  Ueav'n  and  Earth, 
The  various  birtbs  of  creatures,  at  the  voicc 
Of  God,  came  fbrth  to  sce,  and  to  rcjoice; 
To  live  włthin  bis  kingdom,  and  partake 
Of  ev>ry  bliss,  adapted  to  their  make. 

For  as,  before  a  creature  came  ix>  see. 
No  other  life  but  that  of  God  could  be  ; 
No  other  place  but  Heav»n,  no  other  statej 
fio,  when  it  pleas*d  tb»  Almighty  tu  create, 
From  him  must  comc  the  creature*s  life  withio; 
Its  outward  state  from  naturę  must  begin. 

Oh !  what  angelic  orders !  what  divine, 
And  hearenly  creatures  aoswer'd  tbe  design 
Of  God's  communicative  goodness,  shbwn 
.  By  giving  rise  to  ofTsprings  of  his  own ! 
With  godlike  spirits  bow  Has  naturę  fiird, 
And  beauteous  forms,  as  its  great  author  wilfd ! 

Thus  in  its  fali  perfection  then  it  stood, 
Seeking,  receiving,  manifesting  good. 
By  virtne  of  that  union  which  it  had 
With  bim,  wbo  madę  no  creature  to  be  bad; 
But  highiy  ble&t;  and  with  a  potent  wili 
60  to  continue,  and  to  know  no  ill. 

Natiire*8  united  properties  had  nonc 
Wbuicc  Łheii  Łbe  cbange  that  it  łias  undcrgone? 


But  from  the  creati'ire'8  striTing  to  aspire 
Above  the  light,  which  their  own  dark  desire 
Suench*d  in  themselres,  and  rais*d   up  all  the 
Of  nature'8  wiuthful,  separated  forms.       [sUnnu 

So  Lncifer  and  his  proud  legions  fell, 
And  turn'd  their  heav*niy  mansion  to  an  Heli; 
To  that  dark,  formless  void,  wherein  the  li^ht 
Ent*ring  again  with  naturę  to  unitr, 
The  new  creation  of  a  worid  t>egan, 
And  God's  own  image  lord  of  it— — a  man. 


Oy  TBE  OniGIN  OF  EVIL 

£viŁ,  if  rightly  understood, 
Is  but  the  skeleton  of  guod, 
Divested  of  its  flesh  aod  blood. 

While  it  remains,  without  divorce, 
WIthin  its  hidden,  secret  soaroe, 
It  is  the  good*s  own  strength  and  force. 

As  bonę  has  the  supporting  ahare^ 
In  human  form  divinely  fiur, 
AItho*  an  evil  when  laid  bare; 

As  light  and  air  are  fed  by  firc, 
A  shining  good,  while  all  conspire. 
But  (separate)  dark,  raging  ire; 

As  hope  and  loye  arise  from  falth, 
Which  then  admits  no  ill,  nor  hatb; 
But,  if  alone,  it  would  be  wrath; 

Orany  instance  thought  upoui 
In  which  the  evil  can  be  noue, 
TUI  unity  of  "good  is  gone; 

So,  by  abuse  of  thought  and  skill, 
the  greatest  good,  to  wit,  free-will, 
BecomcB  the  origiu  of  ilL 

Thus  when  rebellious  angcds  fell, 
The  very  Heav*n  where  good  ones  dwelli 
Bccame  tb*  apostatę  spiriu  łicil. 

Seeking,  against  eternal  righc, 
A  force  without  a  love  and  light, 
They  found,  and  fclt  its  eyil  migbt, 

Thus  Adam  biting  at  their  bait, 
Of  good  and  evii  when  be  ate, 
Died  tu  bis  iirst  thricc  happy  state. 

Fell  to  tbe  evils  of  this  bali, 
Which  iu  barmoniuus  uiiion  all, 
Were  Paradise  befurc  his  fidl. 

And  when  the  life  of  Christ  in  men 
Revives  its  faded  image,  then. 
Will  aU  be  Paradise  again. 


A  FRJENDLY  EXPOSTULATION 

WITH  A  CL£RGYHAN,  CONCJBKNING  A  PASIAM 
IN  HIS  SERMON,  RELATIMG  TO  THB  REJttMf- 
TION  OF  MANIUND. 

'TwAS  a  good  sermon ;  but  a  closc  review 
Would  bear  one  passege  to  be  altei^d  too; 
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Boeaoie  it  did  not,  in.Łhe  least,  agree 
Witb  tbe  plain  text  (as  it  appeai^d  to  me) 
Nor  vith  yoor  comment,  on  what  God  had  done 
To  sKvt  maokind,  by  his  redeeming  Son. 

YoB  did,  if  I  remember  right,  adoiit 
That  oCber  means,  if  be  had  so  tbonght  fit,     * 
Mifbt  have  obtain*d  thc  salutary  Yiews, 
Al  irell  as  those  which  be  n-as  pleas*d  to  choose; 
Tbat  it  was  too  presamptuous  to  confioe, 
Toihose  alone,  th'  Omnipotence  divine;  ^ 

As  if  a  wisdom  infinite  conid  find 
No  other  method,  bow  to  8ave  mankind: 
Tho'  tbat,  indeed,  which  had  been  fix'd  upon, 
Was,  in  effect,  become  the  only  one. 

Now  this,  howerer  well  de8ign'd,  to  raise 
An  awfal  sense,  by  its  respectfal  phrase, 
Aoadoiation  of  the  bonodless  pow*rs 
Of  the  Ahnighty,  frhcn  compar'd  witb  onrs; 
To  nnk  io  humble  rev*rence,  and  profound, 
AD  hninan  tbonghts  of  fixinfir  any  bound 
To  SD  nnerring  wisdom,  which  extends 
BeyoDd  what  finite  reason  comprehends ; 
Yet,  if  enmiuM  by  sererer  test, 
]t  is,  at  least,  incautiously  exprest ; 
Aad  leaTes  tbe  subtlest  of  the  gospeI*s  foes, 
The  Deists,  this  objection  to  proposo. 
To  which  they  hare,  and  will  have,  a  recourse. 
And  still  keep  urging  its  unanswerM  force. 
"  If  theie  was  no  necessity,"  they  say, 
,  "Forsaring  men  in  this  myrterions  way, 
What  proof  cao  the  divines  pretend  to  bring, 
(While  they  confeffl  the  naturę  of  the  thing 
Dofs  not  furbid)  tliat  the  ccicstial  scenes 
WłU  not  be  open*d  by  some  other  means? 
What  elie  but  book  authority,  at  bcst, 
Atmts  this  way,  rxc1  usi^e  of  the  rest, 
Of  tąaal  force,  if  the  Almighty*8  will 
Had  bnt  appointed  them  to  save  from  ill  ? 
This  way,  in  which  the  Son  of  the  most  High 
Ii,  by  his  Father^s  pleasure,  doomM  to  die. 
For  latis&ction  of  patemal  ire ; 
Which  (when  they  make  religion  to  require) 
Conibunds  all  seuse  of  jnstice,  by  a  scheme 
The  most  anwortby  of  thc  great  supremę : 
As  otber  ways  mi^t  have  obtainM  the  eod, 
Natan  and  reason,  force  iis  to  attend 
To  hu^  absurdities  which  follow  this. 
And,  lince  it  was  not  needful,  to  dismiss.*' 

This  18  the  bourdon  of  deistic  song, 
Which  rining  Tulumes  laboar  to  prolong ; 
Take  this  away,  tbe  rest  would  all  remain 
As  flataod  trifling,  as  it  is  profane; 
But  this  rrmainin;;,  hither  they  retreat, 
Aad  lic  secure  from  any  fuli  defoat. 

Bot  when  thc  nred,  most  absolute,  is  shown 
Of  man*s  redemptio;i,  by  the  means  alone, 
Thebirth,and  life,  and  death,  and  re-ascent, 
Thn>' which  the  one  the-wtdrk  Savionr  went. 
To  qoench  the  wrath  of  naturę  in  the  race 
Of  men  ^not  God,  in  whom  it  bas  no  place) 
Tben  scnptore,  sensf,  and  reason  coincidc. 
And  all  conspire  to  follow  the  one  guide; 
Of  poaiibilities  to  waTe  the  talk 
In  which  it  is  impossible  to  walk ; 
And  niK  the  soni  to  soek,  and  find  tbe  good, 
By  tbis  one  method,  which  no  otber  could. 
Tben  true  religion,  cali  it  by  the  name 
Christian,  or  nataral,  is  still  the  same ; 
Fłwn  Christ  dcriv*d,  as  healer  of  the  soul, 
Or  Datnre,  mada  by  fiii  re-entrance  wbole; 


Who  is,  i  o  ev'cy  man,  th*  enlightniDg  ray, 
The  faith,  and  hope,  of  Love*8  redeeming  day; 
The  only  name,  or  pow'r,  that  can  assure 
Nature's  religion,  that  is,  nature'8  cure: 
But  if  salyation  might  have  been  bestow'd 
By  otber  means,  than  what  the  sacred  codę 
Declares  throughout,  the  Deists  will  soon  Ray, 
The  means,  that  might  be  possible,  still  may; 
And,  led  to  think  that  scripture  is  at  odds 
Witb  naturę,  take  some  other  to  be  God's:' 
Thus  may  a  no-necessity,  al]oiv*d, 
Tend  to  increase  the  unbelieying  crowd. 

As  Adam  died,  and  in  him  all  his  race^ 
Not  to  the  life  of  naturę,  but  of  grace; 
There  could  be  ho  new  btrth  of  it,  or  growtb. 
But  from  a  parent  union  of  them  both; 
Such  as,  in  eT'ry  possible  respect, 
Jesus  incarnate  only  could  effect; 
From  him  alone,  who  had  the  life,  could  men 
Have  it  restor'd,  renew'd,  reTiv'd  again: 
But*— 1  am  .trespassing  too  much  1  fear. 
And  preaching  when  my  province  is  to'hear-« 

Millions  of  ways  could  we  suppose  beside* 
This,  we  are  surę,  which  saving  love  bas  tried, 
Must  be  the  best,  mnst  be  tho  straightest  linę 
Of  action,  when  consider^d  as  divine; 
This  way  alone  tben  must  as  snre  be  gone, 
As  that  a  linę,  if  straight,  can  be  but  one. 


ON  THE  8AMB  SUBJECT,  WRITTElt  UPON 
ANOTHER  OCCA8ION. 

Mankind'8  redcmption  you  are  p]«as'd  to  say. 

By  Jesus  Christ,  was  not  the  only  way 

That  coiild  succeed;  indefiiiitoly  morę 

Th*  Almirhty's  wisdom  had  within  its  storę; 

By  any  chosen  one  of  which,  no  doubt, 

The  same  redemption  had  been  brooght  about. 

For  who  shall  dare,  you  argue,  in  this  case. 
To  limit  the  omnipotence  of  Grace? 
As  if  a  finite  onJcrstanding  knew 
Wliat  the  Aluiighty  could,  or  could  not  do: 
Tho',  Since  he  chose  this  method,  we  must  own, 
That  our  dependence  is  on  this  aloue. 

Now,  sir,  acknowledging  his  pow'r  immcnse, 
Beyond  the  reacli  of  ali  creaŁed  sense; 
Does  it  not  seem  to  follow,  thereupim, 
That  his  true  way  must  be  dtrectly  one? 
To  save  thc  world  he  gavc  his  only  Son, 
Tberefori>-ł>y  him  aloue  it  could  be  done. 

Yariety  of  ways  is  the  effect 
Of  finite  view,  that  8<'es  nut  the  dircct; 
But  tbe  Aimighty,  having  ni  i  in  view, 
Must  be  suppos'd  to  see,  and  take  it  too ; 
To  see  at  once,  tho'  we  are  in  the  dark, 
The  one  straight  linę  to  the  intendcd  mark. 

Saint  Pao1*8  assertion  of«— "  no  other  nama 
Given  uuder  Ueav'n''— appears  to  be  tbe  same 
Witb  this— no  other  name,  or  pow'r,  couid  save 
But  that  of  Jesus,  which  JehoTah  gave: 
Morc  sons,  morę  saviuurs,  as  consistent  śrem 
Aa  morę  effective  metbo^s  to  redeem. 


'^  rt  -nr         ^         >^ 

U  N  r  V  r  r  f  1  U"  ^ 
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'*  I  am  the  way*'— said  Chriti;  thqre  could  not 
By  just  conciusion,  any  then,  but  be :  [be, 

"  I  am  the  truth'*-— whence  U  appears  anew, 
Tbat  no  way  e^sc  could  possibly  be  trne : 
'*  I  am  the  life"— to  which,  as  Adam  died, 
Nothing  could  bring  mankind  again,  beside. 


AN  EKPOSTULATION  fłTTH  A  ZEALOUS 

SECTARIST, 

WHO    INYEIGHBD    IN    BITTER    TBRMS  AGAINST 
THB  CŁESGY  ANO  CHURCM   INSTITUTIONB. 

No,  sir;  I  cannot  see  to  what  good  end 
Snch  bitter  words  against  the  clergy  tend; 
Pour'd  from  a  zeal  so  sharp,  so  unallayM, 
That  sufiers  no  exception  to  be  madę ; 
WhiUe  the  most  mi  Id  persuasions  to  repress 
The  bitter  zeal  still  hiighten  its  exce8S. 

Its  own  refentlesi  thought  while  it  pursues, 
What  unrestrain*d  CNpressions  it  can  use! 
Places  of  worship,  which  the  people  cali 
Churches,  are  syuagogues  of  Satan  all; 
At  all  liturgie  prayY  andpmise  it  storms, 
As  man*8  invention8,  spłrit-quenching  forms; 
And,  ftx>m  baptismal  duwn  to  burial  rite. 
Seta  ev'ry  8er\'ic"  in  an  odious  light: 
Ali  previous  order,  with  regard  to  time. 
Place,  or  behaviour,  passes  for  a  crimć. 

Of  pharisaic  pride  it  cuMs  the  marks. 
To  represent  the  bishop  and  his  clarkt ; 
Who  are,  tf  ofierM  any  gentler  plea, 
The  Devil>s  ministers,  both  he  and  they;    [train 
BI  ind  guides,   iaise  prophets,   and  a  fengthen'd 
Of  all  hard  words  that  chosen  texts  contain : 
These  are  the  forms  which,  wheff  it  would  object 
To  those  in  use,  it  pleases  to  select; 
flepeaied  by  its  devotees,  at  once, 
As  like  to  rotę  as  any  church  response: 
Nor  is  a  treatment  of  this  eager  kind 
To  this,  or  that  society  conifin^d, 
Sect,  or  profession        no,  no  matter  which,    * 
Łeaders,  orled,  all  « fali  intotheditch;" 
Nonę  but  its  own  se^ere  adeptś  can  claim 
Of  trutfa  and  apirit-wooshippers  the  name. 
In  vain  ft  aeeks,  by  any  sacred  page. 
To  justify  this  ODeicampted  ragę: 
Prophets  of  old,  who  spake  against  th'  abuse 
Of  Aotward  forms,  were  nonę  of  them  so  loose 
A«  to  conderon,  aix>H8h,  or  foiłńd 
The  thiiigs  presrriVd,  bnt  what  tbe  people  did ; 
Who  mindc^  nothing  but  the  merę  outside, 
Negiecting  wholly  wbąt  it  signiiied ; 
At  this  uegłect  thfi  propfaets  all  eKcIainfd ; 
Ko  pious  rites  has  any  of  them  blam'd( 
Their  tnie  intent  wat  only  to  reduce 
AU  outward  practice  to  ito  inward  aae. 

The  WorId's  Rede«mer,  coming  to  ftilffl 
Ali  pastpredictions  of  prophetic  qttilt, 
Who  morę,  amidst  the  Jewish  priently  pride, 
Tban  he,  with  all  Mosaic  rites  compli*d? 
Say  ttiAt  the  Christian  priests  are,  now,  as  bad 
As  those  blhid  leaders  which  the  Jews  then  bad. 
Was  Zachańah*8,  Simeon's,  Anna^s  mind, 
Any  ffood  priest,  or  man,  or  woroaa  blind. 
To  offer  incentrc,  or  to  bear  a  part 
In  tempie  s«rvice,  with  an  upright  beaH? 

Can  then  <tbe  ftiults  of  clergy  men,  or  lay, 
Heslroy  heart-worship  at  this  preseut  day  ? 


I  Will  pray*r,  in  yain  by  Phariaees  prefienrM, 
Not  fh)m  repenting  Publicans  be  heard  } 
Will  tbe  deyeut  amongst  tbe  Christian  flock 
Not  be  aocepted,  tho'  tbe  priest  shoald  mock? 
If  they  do  right  in  their  appointed  spberet. 
His  want  of  truth  and  spirit  ts  not  theinu 

Our  Łord*8  ap(vt1es,  with  an  inward  Tiew 
To  reconrile  the  Gentile  and  the  Jew, 
To  faith  in  him,  madę  ev'ry  ootward  cmre 
The  moFt  subsenrient  to  tbat  main  afiairi 
The  greatest  Christian  friend  to  fineedom,  Pted, 
Intent  to  8ave,  was  ev'ry  thing  to  all; 
To  keep  whate\'er  forms  sbould  rise,  or  ceaae, 
Union  of  spirit  in  the  bond  of  peacej 
Th'  effects  of  hasty,  rash,  condcmning  zcsl 
He  saw,  and  mourn*d,  and  laboor*d  to  repeaL 

Succeedingsaints,  wben  priest,  or  magitftnte 
Became  tyraonicał  in  church,  or  state, 
ReproyM  their  eril  practices,  bnt  then 
Rever'd  the  office,  tho*  they  blamM  the  men: 
They  gave  no  instance  of  uutemper^d  heat, 
That  roots  up  all  before  it,  tares  or  wbeat ; 
As  if,  by  humanly  invented  care 
Of  cultivation,  wheat  itself  was  tarę: 
'Ti 8  true,  all  sects  are  crown  comipt  enoagb. 
But  zeal  so  indiscrimiiiately  rough, 
May  well  give  others  reason  U>  suspect 
Some  want  of  knowlcdge  in  a  iiovd  sect, 
(If  such  there  be)  that  seems  to  take  a  pride 
in  satanizing  all  tbe  world  beside; 
Without  the  leasŁ  authority,  yet  known, 
Or  species  of  example,  but  its  own. 

One  mischicf  is,  that  its  unguarded  teima 
Hurt  many  sober  truths  which  it  affimts;': 
Worship  in  truth  and  spirit  sufTers  too. 
By  being  plac'd  in  such  an  hostile  view: 
"  Oh!  but  all  sełf-will  worshipping  is  wmng**^- 
True;  but  to  whom  does  that  defect  beloiigł 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  rule,  or  guide. 
For  order'8  sake,  fair  proof  of  such  a  pride  ? 
If  it  be  nonę  at  all  for  men  to  broach 
Rude,  harsh,  and  undistinguishing  reproacb, 
With  resolution  to  repeat  it  still, 
Pray  by  what  marks  are  we  to  know  self-wiil? 


THOUGHTS    ON    IMPUTED 
EIGHTEOUSNESS, 

OCCABIONED  BY  READING  THB  RET.  MR.  HER- 
VEY*S  DIAŁOGUE8,  BETWEEN  TUBRON  AJKO 
A8PASIO. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

Imputed  righteousness ! beloved  friend. 

To  what  advantage  can  this  doctrine  tend  } 
If,  at  the  same  time,  a  belieyer^s  breast 
Be  not  by  retd  righteousness  poasest; 
And  if  itbe,  why  Tolnmes  on  it  madę 
With  such  a  stress  upon  hupuied  laid  ? 

Amongst  the  disputants  of  later  days, 
This,  in  its  tum,  became  a  &v'rite  pbrase, 
When,  much  divided  in  rdigious  schemes, 
Contending  parties  ran  into  extreme8 ; 
And  now  it  claims  th*  attention  of  the  age, 
In  Hervey*8  elegant  and  lively  page: 
This  his  AspKsio  labours  to  impi^ess, 
With  eT*t-y  tum  of  laaguage  and  addreu; 
With  ali  the  flow  of  eloquence,  that  shines 
Thro'  all  ^i8(full  enougb)  embellish^d  liues. 


THOUGHTS  ON  IMPOTED  MGHTEOUSNESS. 


isr 


ITio'  Wiw  8o  much  exerting  to  confirm 
Jts  vast  importance,  aud  revłve  the  tenn» 
He  ms  bimself,  he  lets  bis  Tberon  know, 
Of  <liff*reDt  aeDtiments  not  loDg  ago; 
And  friends  of  yours,  it  bas  been  tbooght,  I  find, 
H«Te  broagbt  Aspasio  to  his  present  mind. 
Kov  baviag  read,  bat  uncoDvinc'd,  I  own, 
What  variou8  reason  for  it  be  bas  shown, 
Or  ntber  rbetorio— if  it  be  tnie, 
]d  any  seose  that  bas  appear*d  to  you, 
I  rest  secure  of  gi^ing  nó  offence, 
Brasking-^ow  you  understand  the  sense? 
Bj  urging,  in  a  manner  frank  and  free, 
What  reasons*  as  I  read,  occur  to  me, 
Wby  rigbteeosness,  for  man  to  rest  upon, 
llnst  be  a  ren/,  not  impuśed,  one. 

To  sbiiD  much  novel  sentiment,  and  nioe, 
I  take  the  thing  from  its  appareot  rise: 
It  ihould  seem  then,  as  if  imputed  sin 
Had  madę  imputed  righteousness  b^n; 
The  one  suppos^d,  the  otber  to  be  surę, 
WooM  foUow  after— like  dlsease  and  cure: 
Let  us  ncsmiiie  then  imputed  guilt. 
And  see  on  what  fonndation  it  is  built. 

Al  our  first  parentsiost  an  hcaTenly  state, 
Afl  their  descendents  share  their  hapless  fate; 
f  ofcwani*d  of  God,  when  tempted,  not  to  eat 
Of  the  forbidden  tree'8  pemicious  meatj 
Bccause  incorporating  mortal  lea?en 
l¥ou1d  kill,  of  conrse,  in  them,  the  life  of  Heav*n : 
Tbey  disobey'd,  did  Adam,  and  his  wife. 
And  died  of  course  to  their  true  heav'n]y  llfe: 
Tbat  life,  thns  lost  the  day  tbey  disobey'd, 
Could  not  by  them  be  possibly  convey*d; 
Ko  otber  life  could  children  have  from  them, 
Butirhat  could  rise  from  the  parental  stem : 
Tfaat  love  of  God,  alone,  whicfa  we  adore, 
The  life  so  lost,  could  possibly  restore: 
Hieir  children  could  not,  being  bom  to  Earth, 
Be  bom  to  Heayeu,  but  by  an  heavenly  birth : 
God  found  a  way,  explain  it  how  we  will. 
To  niTe  the  human  race  from  endless  iU; 
To  save  the  Tery  disobeying  pair ; 
And  madę  their  whole  posterity  his  care. 
llas  tbis  g^reat  goodness  any  thing  akin 
To  God*s  imputing  our  first  parents  sin 
To  tbeir  anborn  posterity  ?— What  sense 
In  soch  a  strange,  and  scriptureless  pretence? 
For  the  men  feel--eo  hr  we  are  agreed, 
The  conaequences  of  a  sinfril  deed; 
Yet  where  ascrib'd,  by  any  sacred  pen, 
Bat  to  the  doerss  is  the  deed  to  men? 
Where  to  be  found,  in  all  the  scripture  thro', 
This  imputation,  thus  advanc'd  anew? 

Adam  and  Eve,  by  Satan'8  wiles  decoy*d, 
Did  what  the  kind  commandment  said— aToid—* 
To  tbem,  with  justice  therefore,  you  impute 
The  sin  of  eating  the  forbidden  fruit; 
And  cT^ry  imputation  must  in  fact, 
If  just,  be  built  on  some  preceding  fct; 
Withottt  the  prerious  deed  suppos^d,  the  word 
Beoomes  unjust,  uniiatural,  absurd. 

Ify  as  you  sąęm'd  to  tbink  the  otber  day, 
All  Adam's  race,  in  some  mysterious  way, 
SinnM  when  he  sinnM;  coDsented  to  his  falł; 
"With  ja9Hce*then  impute  itto  them  all: 
Bot  stiU  it  folkiws,  that  tbey  all  contract 
An  imputation  founded  opon  het: 
And  ńfbteousness  of  Christ,  in  C/hristian  beirs, 
Must  be  aadecply,  and  as  truły  theirs. 


An  hcav*n]y  life  in  order  to  replactf, 
As  was  the  sin  tbat  madę  a  guilty  race  a 
So  that  imputing  either  good,  or  i  11, 
Must  presuppose  a  correspondent  will; 
Or  else  imputers  certainly  must  make 
I  Tbro>  ignorance,  or  otber  cause,  mistake. 
Old  Eli  thus,  not  knowing  what  to  tbink, 
Imputed  Hanuah'8  silent  prayer  to  drink: 
Littie  suppoifing  that  it  wuuld  prepare 
A  successor  to  him,  her  silent  pray'r. 
There  may  be  other  meaniugs  of  the  pbrase. 
To  be  accounted  for  in  human  ways ; 
But  God*8  imputing  to  the  futurę  child 
The  sin,  by  wbicb  his  parents  were  begaiPd, 
Seems  to  establish  an  unrighteous  blaroe, 
That  brings  no  honour  to  its  Maker^  name. 
God'8  honour,  glory,  majesty,  and  grace, 
I  grant,  is  your  intention  in  the  case; 
But  wiśh  revolv'd  in  your  impartial  thought, . 
How  far  the  doctrine  tends,  when  it  is  taught, 
To'such  an  bonest  purpose;  and  how  far 
Justice  and  truth  may  seem  to  be  at  war, 
If  God  impute  to  guiltlćss  children  crimes, 
Committed  only  in  their  parents  times. 

Pious  Aspasio,  I  imagine,  too, 
Had  6od'8  resistless  sovereignty  in  Tiew; 
The  charge  of  Puritan,  or  other  name, 
He  scornM  aright,  and  making  truth  his  aim* 
Found  it,  he  thuught,  in  eminent  diyines; 
Of  whose  opinion  these  are  the  outlines: 
Tbey  think,  at  least  tbey  seem  to  represent, 
That  God,  in  honour,  upon  sin^s  eye^t, 
Could  not  foigiye  the  sinners  that  had  strayM» 
Wjthoiit  a  proper  satisfru^tion  madę 
To  his  offiended  justice;  and  because, 
Upon  their  breach  of  the  Almighty*8  laws. 
Nonę  else  was  adeąuate  to  what  was  done, 
The  Tengeauce  fcll  on  his  beloTed  Son; 
Who  gave  himself  to  sufler  in  our  stead. 
And  thus  to  life  again  restor^d  the  dead  ; 
Becau^,  consistently  v/ith  justice,  then 
God  could  bestow  bis  mercy  upon  men: 
Man  had  contracted,  in  that  fatal  day, 
Debt  so  immense,  that  man  could  never  pay ; 
He  who  was  God  as  well  as  Man,  he  could; 
And  madę  the  satisfaction  thro'  his  blood ; 
Paid  all  the  just  demand — imputed  thus 
Our  sin  to  him,  his  righteousness  to  us — 
Tbis  seU  the  doctrine,  if  I  take  aright 
Their  words  and  meaning,  in  the  plainest  1Ight« 

Now  sińce  accounting  for  the  truth  amiss 
May  give  distaste,  in  such  an  age  as  this; 
And  be  a  stumbling-block  to  them  who  might 
Receive  an  explanation,  that  was  right; 
Not  as  a  captious  foe,  but  bearty  friend, 
May  one  entreat  such  teachcrs  to  attend,  * 
And  reconcile  their  system,  if  tbey  can, 
To  God's  proceeding  ^ith  his  creature  man; 
To  that  patemal,  tender  lovc  and  grace, 
Wbicb  at  man'8  fiill  immediately  took  place; 
That  inward,  holy  thing,  inbreathed  then, 
Which  would  re-kindle  Heav'n  in  him  again: 
Does  wrath,  or  rengeance,  or  a  want  appear 
Of  satisfaction,  or  of  payment  here, 
I  o  man*8  creator?  For  mankind  had  he 
A  purchas*d  grace,  which  contradicts  a  free? 
Is  it  not  plain,  that  an  unalter'd  love 
Sent  help  to  poor  falPn  cneatures  frum  aboTe, 
nnbaigiiin*d,  unsolicited,  unmoVd, 
But  by  itself,  as  its  exertion  prov*d; 
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Ko  ibreign  promise;  no  impnted  ease; 
But  remedy  as  real  as  disease; 
That  would,  according  to  tnie  Q&ture's  ground, 
Bring  on  the  care»  and  make  the  patient  soond. 
That  Christ,  that  God'8  becorning  man  was  it, 
Yourfnendt,  with  highest  gratitude,  admit; 
Whose  utmost  talents  are  cmploy^d  to  show 
The  obligations  that  to  him  we  owe; 
To  press  the  object  of  oar  faith  and  trnst, 
Christ,  all  in  all,  the  rightcous,  and  the  just; 
The  tnie,  redeeming  lifc  ■  ccgcntial  this 
To  er^  Christian  who  aspires  to  bliss; 
Why  uot  sttbjoio— -I  cite  the  hero  Pani, 
And  make  appeal  to  Christians— in  you  alit 
HamCd  im  yoa,  dBoellmgin  you,  and  within 
Regenerating  life,  dethroning  sin; 
Working,  in  morę  and  morę  resigned  wills, 
The  gradual  oonqae8t  of  all  sełfish  ills; 
Tin  tbe  trae  Christian  to  tnie  life  reTive, 
Dead  to  the  worid,  to  O  od,  thro*  him  alirc. 

What  num*rous  text8  firom  Paul,  from  e\'ry 
Might  fumish  out  cttations,  did  we  want  ?  [sstnt. 
And  could  not  see,  that  rigbteousness,  or  sin, 
Arise  not  from  witbout,  but  from  within } 
That  impntation,  where  tbey  are  not  found, 
Can  reach  no  &rther  than  an  empty  sound; 
Ko  fieurther  than  imputed  bealth  can  reach 
The  cura  of  sickness,  tłio^  a  man  should  preacfa 
With  all  the  eloąuence  of  zeal,  and  tell 
How  bealth  imputed  makes  a  sick  man  well ; 
Indeed,  if  sickness  be  impnted  too, 
Impnted  remedy,  no  doubt,  may  do; 
Words  may  puurfbrth  their  entertaining  storc. 
But  things  are  just — as  things  were  just  before. 

In  so  important  a  concem,  as  that 
"Uliich  good  Anpasio^s  care  is  pointcd  at, 
A  smali  mistake,  wbich  at  the  bottom  lies, 
May  sap  tbe  building  tbat  shall  thcncc  arise : 
Who  would  not  wish  tbat  archi tcct,  so  skiUM, 
On  great  mistake  might  net  persist  to  build; 
But  strictly  search,  and  for  sufficient  whiTe, 
If  tbe  fbnndation  could  support  the  pile? 
This  impntation,  wbich  be  builds  upon, 
Has  been  the  source  of  morę  mistakes  than  one ; 
Hence  rosę,  to  pass  the  intermediate  train 
Of  growing  erronrs,  and  obscrve  tbe  main, 
Tbat  worse  tban  pagan  pńnciple  of  fate, 
Predestination's  paitial  Iotc  and  hate; 
By  which,  not  ty*d,  like  foncyM  Jare,  to  look 
In  stronger  Destiny's  decreeing  bnok, 
The  6od  of  Christians  is  suppos'd  to  will 
Th$t  tome  should  come  to  good,  and  some  to  ill; 
Aad  for  no  reason,  but  to  sho^,  in  fine, 
Th>  extent  of  goodness,  and  of  wrath  divine. 

Wbose  doctiine  this  ?  I  quote  no  less  a  man 
Than  tbe  renowned  Calvin  for  the  plan; 
Who  bavfing  labour^d,  with  distinctions  yain. 
Merę  imputation,  only,  to  maintain, 
Maintains,  when  speaking  on  anotbcT  head, 
^Iłis  borrid  tbdugbt,  to  which  tbe  ibrmer  led: 
**  Predestination  here  1  call,*»  (says  be 
I)e6ning)  "God's  etemal,  fix*d  decree; 
Which,  having  settPd  in  his  will,  be  past, 
What  ev'ry  man  should  come  to  at  the  last  ;*» 
And  lett  tbe  terms  should  be  conceiv*d  to  beai 
A  meaning  less  than  he  propos'd,  terere, 
"  For  all  mankind"  (be  adds  to  definition) 
**  Are  not  created  on  the  same  condition :" 
Pari-coM^Ame^s  tbe  pbrase; 
If  you  can  turn  it  any  other  ways; 


**  But  life  to  some,  etemal,  is  restram'd. 
To  some,  damnation  endless  pre-ordain*d.'' 
Calrin  bas  push^d  the  pńnciple,  I  guess. 
To  what  your  fricnds  would  own  to  be  exces»; 
And  probably  Aspasio,  less  incrm'd 
To  mn  dircctly  into  CalTin'8  mind, 
Would  gi^e  imputing  a  morę  mod'rete  sense, 
That  no  damnation  might  arise  from  thencc: 
Rut  how  will  mollifytng  terms  eonfute 
The  fam*d  reformer^s  nntion  of  imfuitf 
If  it  confer  such  arbitrary  good, 
Tbe  dire  reverse  is  qałckly  understood; 
So  uiiderstnod,  that  open  eyes  may  see 
Tis  Calvin*s  iiction,  and  not  God^s  deerec: 
Not  h\n,  wliose  forming  love,  and  nding  aid, 
Ceaseless  extends  to  all  that  be  hath  madę; 
Who  gave  the  gifl  which  be  was  pleasM  to  gire 
That  nonę  might  perish,  but  that  ati  might  lirct 
His  oniy  Son,  in  whom  tbe  ligltt,  that  guides 
The  born  into  the  world  to  life,  resides: 
A  real  life,  that  by  a  reał  birth 
Raises  a  life  bcyond  the  life  of  Earth, 
In  all  his  children— But  no  morę  to  yon, 
Better  than  me,  who  know  it  to  be  true; 
And  if  Aspasio^s  really  hnmbled  aoul 
Be  by  a  touch  of  garmcnt  hem  madę  wbole, 
He  might,  as  1  should  apprehend,  be  surę 
That  impntation  could  not  cause  the  cure: 
When  the  poor  woroan,  in  the  gospd,  found 
Touch  of  the  Saviour*s  clothes  to  make  ber  soond^ 
We  know  tbe  Tirtuc  did  from  binn  proceed, 
Tbat,  mixM  with  faith,  rcstor*d  ber,  as  we  lead: 
6one  out  of  him  obliges  to  infer, 
Tbat  'twas  by  fiuth  attracted  into  ber. 


ON  THE  NATURĘ  OFFREE  GRACE, 

AND  TBE  CŁAIM  TO  MEKIT  FOR  THB  PUIDIS- 
AMCB  OF  GOOD  WORKt. 

Grace  to  be  surę  is,  in  the  last  degree, 
The  gift  of  God,  divinely  pnre  and  free; 
Not  bonght,  or  paid  for,  merited,  or  claini*d, 
By  any  works  of  ours  that  can  be  nam'd. 

What  claim,  or  merit,  or  withall  to  pay, 
Could  creatures  harc  before  creating  day  ? 
Gift  of  existence  is  tbe  gracioos  one, 
Which  all  the  rebt  must  ueeds  de|»cnd  upon. 

•    AU  boasting  then  of  mer!t,  all  pretence 
Of  claim  from  God,  in  a  desenring  sense, 
Is  in  one  word  excluded  by  St.  Pani — 
<*  Whate^er  thou  liast,  thou  hast  rBceiv'd  itilL" 

But  sure  the  use  of  any  gracioas  pow'n, 
Freely  bestowM,  may  properly  be  ours ; 
Rigbt  application  being  ours  to  cboose, 
Or,  if  we  wiU  be  so  absurd,  refuse. 

In  this  respect  what  need  to  controvert 
Tbe  sober  sense  of  merit,  or  desert? 
Works,  it  is  said,  will  bave,  and  is  it  baid 
To  say  deseiTe,  or  merit  their  reward? 

Grace  is  the  real  sa^ing  gift ;  but  tfaen, 
Good  woiks  are  profitable  unto  men ; 
God  waots  them  not;  but,  if  our  aeigfabouit  de, 
Flowing  frpm  grace,  tbey  proTe  it  to  be  trae. 


THOU6HTS  ON  PREDESTINATION  AND  REPROBATION.         a«^ 


When  haman  words  aseńbe  to  hnman  spirit 
Wbrthri  luiworthy,  merit,  or  d«merit, 
Why  thoald  dispates  forbid  tbe  terms  a  place, 
Wbich  are  not  meant  to  derogate  firom  grace? 

AJ]  comes  from  God,  who  f^ve  us  first  to  live. 
And  all  sacceediny?  grace ;  t it  onn  to  give 
To  God  alone  the  glory ;  and  to  man, 
Empowei^d  by  him,  to  do  whst  good  we  caiu 


OK   KSADIKO    A    DI8PUTE    ABOUT   FAITH   AHO 

WORKS. 

What  an  excessive  fondness  for  debatę 
Does  this  dividingy<aM  from  workt  create ! 
Some  say,  talration  ta  by  faith  alone — 
Or  elfe,  tbe  irospel  will  be  overtbrown : 
Otbers,  for  that  same  reason,  place  tbe  wbole 
]n  works,  wbich  bring  salyation  to  a  soul. 

Goipel  of  Christ,  consistently  flpp]y*d, 
Unites  toicether  wbat  they  both  divide: 
U  is  itself,  indced,  the  yery  feiith 
That  works  by  lovr,  and  sares  a  soul  from  wrath: 
A  oew  dispute  sbould  some  third  party  pave, 
Nor  &ith  nor  tyorks,  but  love  alone  would  sare. 

The  Solrfidian  takes  a  test  from  Pani, 
Afd  worics  arc  good  for  notbiiit;,  faith  is  all; 
Doctrine,  which  his  antagouist  disclaims, 
And  shows  how  works  must  justify,  from  James; 
A  tbird,  io  either,  soon  might  find  a  place, 
Where  lorę  is  plainly  the  exalted  grace. 

There  is  no  eml  of  jarrinpr  system  found, 
In  tbus  contending  not  for  seiise,  but  sound; 
For  soand,  by  which  th'  insrparable  three 
Are  so  distinguishM,  as  to  disagree ; 
Altho*  salration,  in  its  real  spring, 
Faith,  work,  or  love,  be  one  and  the  same  thiog. 

Oae  pow*r  of  God,  or  iife  of  Christ  withita, 
Or  Hdy  Spirit  washing  away  sin; 
Not  by  repentance  only ;  or  belief 
Only,  that  slights  a  penitential  grief. 
And  its  meet  fruits,  and  jusUfies  alone 
A  fuli  oonceiv'd  assurance  of  its  own; 

Nor  by  works  only ;  nor,  tho*  Psaul  above 
fioth  faiUi  and  works  have  lifted  ii,  can  love 
Htre,  or  desire  to  have,  tb*  exclasive  claimf 
In  mens  salTatioo,  to  this  only  famę; 
By  atl  together  souls  are  sav'd  from  ill, 
Wbeae^er  they  yield  an  uoresisting  will. 

Godhas  a  never-ceasing  will  to  save, 
And  men,  by  grace,  may  saringly  bebaye: 
Tliis  would  produce  less  fondness  for  a  sect. 
And  morę  concem  about  the  main  effect; 
Then  faith  alone  might  save  them  from  the  fali, 
Al  one  good  word,  in  use,  that  stood  for  all. 

By  nati^e  nnion,  all  the  blessed  pow'rs 
Of  grace,  that  makes  aaWation  to  be  oars. 
One  in  another,  spring  np  in  tbe  breast» 
No  sool  is  sav'd  by  one  without  tbe  rest; 
Since  then  they  all  sub«łst  in  any  one, 
BiYinonceasei;— «nd  dispute  ii  goue. 


THOUGBTS  ON  PRBDE8TINATI0N  AND 
REPROBATION. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

Fłattbr  roe  not  with  yoar  predestination. 
Nor  sink  my  spirits  with  your  reprobation: 
From  all  your  high  disputes  I  stand  aloof, 
Your  pfVs  and  n^*,  your  datm^  and  ywn  proof. 
And  format,  Calyinistical  pretence, 
That  contradicta  all  goapel,  and  good  sense. 

When  God  declaret,  so  often,  that  hc  willa 
All  sort  of  blessings,  and  do  tort  of  ilb; 
That  his  seyerest  pnrpose  nerer  meant 
A  sinner^s  deatb,  but  that  be  sbould  repent: 
For  the  wkole  world,  when  hia  beloTed  Son 
Is  said  to  do  whate^er  he  bas  done, 
To  beoome  man,  to  suffer  and  to  die, 
That  all  might  lirę,  as  welł  aa  yoa  and  I; 
Shałl  rigid  CalTin,  after  tnis,  or  you, 
Pretend  to  tell  me  that  it  is  not  tnie? 
But  that  eternaJ,  absolute  decree 
Has  damn'd  beforehand  eitber  yoo,  or  me, 
Or  any  body  else?  Tbat  God  designM, 
When  he  created,  not  to  save  mankiad. 
Bot  only  iomef  Tbe  rest,  this  man  maintain'dy 
Werę  to  decreed  damnation  pre-ordaiii'd: 
No,  sir ;  not  all  your  metapbysic  skill 
Can  prt>?e  tbe  doctrine,  twist  it  aa  you  will, 

1  cite  the  man  for  doctrine,  so  accurst, 
In  book  the  third,  and  chapter  twenty-first, 
Section  the  flfth— >an  horrid,  impious  lorę, 
Tbat  one  would  hope  was  never  taught  Mon; 
How  it  came  after  to  prevail  away, 
Let  them,  who  mince  the  damning  matterj  say; 
And  othersjudge,  tf  any  Christian  fjruft 
Be  like  to  spring  from  such  a  p^an  root 

Pagan— said  I— I  must  retract  the  word. 
For  tbe  poor  pagans  were  not  so  absurd; 
Their  Jupiter,  of  gods  and  men  the  king, 
Whenerer  he  ordain*d  an  hurtful  thing, 
Did  it  because  he  was  oUig^  to  look. 
And  act,  as  Fate  had  bid  him,  in  a  book: 
For  gods  and  goddesses  were  subject|  then. 
To  dire  necessity,  as  well  as  men; 
Compeird  to  crush  an  hero,  or  a  town, 
As  Dcstiny  had  set  the  matter  down. 

But  in  your  scheme,  *ti8  God  that  orders  III, 
With  sov'reign  pow'r,  and  with  resistless  will ; 
He,  in  whose  blessed  name  is  understdod 
The  one  eternal  will  to  ev'ry  good, 
Ts  rcpresented,  tbo*  unty'd  by  Fate, 
With  a  decree  of  damning,  to  create 
Such,  as  you  tenn  the  yessels  of  his  wrath. 
To  show  his  pow*r,  according  to  jrour  faith : 
Just  as  if  God,  like  some  tyrannic  man, 
Would  plague  the  world,  to  show  them  that  he  can: 
While  otbers,  (they,  for  instance,  of  3rour  sećt) 
Are  mercy*s  yessels,  precions  and  dect; 
Who  think,  God  belp  them !  to  secnre  their  Uiis 
By  such  a  partial,  fond  conoeit  as  this. 

Talk  uot  to  me  of  popery  and  Romę, 
Nor  yet  foietel  its  BabylonUh  doom; 
Nor  canonize  reforming  saints  of  old, 
Because  tbey  held  the  doctrine  that  yon  hdd; 
For  if  they  did,  altho^  of  saint-like  stem, 
In  this  plain  point  we  must  reform  firom  them: 
While  fteed  ftom  Romę,  we  are  not  tied,  1  hope, 
To  what  is  wrong  in  a  Gencva  pope; 
Nor  what  is  right  sbould  sumame  supenede 
Of  Łuther,  Calrin,  BeHarmiae,  or  Bede. 


MO 


BTROM'S  POEHS. 


Borne  bas  been  guUtjr  of  exeen,  tts  trae. 
And  so  hmve  some  of  the  rafonnen  too; 
If  in  their  zeal  against  the  Roman  seat, 
Plucklng  up  tares  they  pluckM  up  aiso  wheat; 
Mntt  we  to  ehUdren,  for  wbat  they  faave  nid, 
Give  this  predestioation  stone  for  bread? 
Sir,  it  is  worse,  is  your  predestination 
Tep  tbonaand  tiroes  than  trantubstantiation: 
Hard  is  the  point,  tbat  papists  have  compilM, 
With  senae  and  reaMm  to  be  reooncird; 
But  yet  H  leayes  to  oar  conoeption,  still, 
Goodnessin  God,  and  boliness  of  will^ 
A  jnst,  impartial  goTenuneatofall; 
A  saying  loye;  a  corrcspondent  cali 
To  ev*ry  Doan,  and,  in  the  ftttest  honr 
For  him  to  hear,  all  offei^d  grace  and  pow'r; 
"Wbich  he  may  want,  and  have,  if  be  will  crave 
From  hipi  wbo  willeth  notbiag  but  to  save. 

Wbereas,  tbis  rcprobation  doctrine,  here. 
Kot  only  sense  and  reason  would  cashier, 
But  take,  by  its  pretext  of  BOT*reign  sway, 
AU  goodness  from  the  Deity  away; 
Boch  Heav'n  and  Heli  confounding  with  its  cant, 
Virtae  and  ticc,  the  sinner  and  the  saint; 
I<efvifig  (by  tne«i8tible  decree. 
And  putpose  absolute,  what  man  shatl  be,) 
Nothiog,  in  sinners,  to  detest  so  much, 
As  Ood'8  contrivence  how  to  make  them  such. 

Tbat  ever  Christians,  blest  with  rerelation, 
Shouid  tbink  of  his  decreeing  men*8  damnation; 
The  God  of  Iotc  !  the  fountain  of  all  good! 
**  Wbomade,**  says  Paul,  **  all  nationt  of  one  blood 
To  dwell  on  Eaith ;  appointing  tine  and  place.'* 
And  ibr  what  end  tbis  pre-ordainiog  giaće  ? 
That  they  might  seek,  and  feel  after,  and  find 
The  life  in  Gud,  which  God  for  man  design'd. 

**  We  are  his  offspring'* — for,  in  that  dccree, 
The  pagao  poet  and  St.  Paul  agree: 
**  We  are  hiS  ofiśpring"— Now,  sir,  put  the  caae 
Of  some  great  man,  and  his  deacending  race; 
Conceive  this  commoo  parent  of  them  all, 
As  wiHing  some  to  stand,  and  some  to  fiEkll: 
Master,^  tuppose,  of  all  their  futurę  4ot, 
Decreeing  some  to  bappinets,  some  not; 
In  some  to  bring  his  kindness  into  yiew; 
To  show  in  others  what  his  wratb  can  do; 
To  tead  the  ebosen  children  by  the  hand, 
And  leaTC  the  rest  to  fiill— wbo  eatmoi  stand. 

I  might  proceed,  but  tbat  the  smallcst  sketcb 
Shows  an  absurd  and  arbitrary  wretch, 
Treating  bis  ofispring  so,  as  to  forbid 
To  think,  that  e^er  God  Almighty  did; 
To  think  that  creatures,  wbo  are  said  to  be 
His  oftipring,  shoald  be  hurt  by  his  decree; 
Which  had  they  always  minded,  good  alone, 
And  not  a  spark  of  eTil,  had  been  kuown : 
For  bis  decree,  appointment,  order,  will, 
Predestinatiog  goodness,  pow*r  and  skill> 
Is,  of  itself,  the  uubeginuing  good,  - 
The  pouring  fbrtb  of  an  un-ending  flood 
Of  everflo^ng  bliss,  which  only  roUs 
To  611  his  yessels,  his  created  souls. 

Happy  himself,  the  tnie  di^ine  desire, 
The  love  that  flames  thro*  that  eternal  fire, 
Wbich  generates  in  him  th'  eternal  ligbt, 
Source  of  all  bleasing  to  created  sif^t, 
Xjc>ngs  with  an  boly  earnestness  to  spread 
The  boundless  glories  of  its  fountain  bead; 
To  raise  the  possibilities  of  life, 
Which  rest,  in  him,  into  a  joyfiil  strife; 


Into  a  feeling  sense  of  hia^ftoiiKwIion 
The  varioas  gifts  of  varions  blessiogs  oome.- 

To  Ueu  is  his  immutabłe  decree, 
Sucb  as  could  never  have  begun  to  be: 
Decree  (if  you  will  use  the  word  decreed) 
Did  from  his  Iove  etemally  proceed. 
To  manifest  tbehtdden  pow'rs,  that  reign 
Through  outward  nature*s  univerBal  soene;. 
To  raise  irp  creatures  from  its  rast  abyss, 
Form'd  to  enjoy  communicated  Uiss; 
Form'd,  i  o  their  sereral  urders,  to  extend 
Of  God*s  great  goodness  wonders  without  eud.. 

Wbo  does  not  see  that  i II,  of  any  kind, 
Could  nerer  coroe  from  an  alt-perfect  mind? 
That  its  perception  nerer  could  begin. 
But  from  a  creature^s  yoluntary  sin. 
Madę  in  its  Maker's  image,  and  imprest 
With  a  free  pow*rof  beiog  eyer  blest; 
From  ev*ry  evil,  in  itself,  so  free, 
That  nonę  could  rise  but  by  its  otsa  decree  ? 
By  a  Yolition,  opposite  to  all 
That  God  could  will,  did  evil  first  bdkU. 
And  still  befiills;  for  all  the  source  of  ill 
Is  opposition  to  his  blessed  will ; 
And  union  with  it  plainLy  underatood 
To  be  the  source  of  eyery  real  good. 

To  ccrtain  truths,  which  you  can  scaroe  deny,. 
You  bring  St  Pau]'s  espressions  in  reply; 
Some  few.obscurer  sayings  proiie  to  chooie, 
Where  he  was  talkiog  to  th^  Roman  Jews; 
You  never  heed  the  num*rous  text8,  and  plaio, 
That  will  not  suit  with  your  deereang  strain, 
Confirming  God*8  unatter'd  will  to  bless, 
In  words  as  elear  as  language  can  expre9B : 
"  Wbo  willeth  aU  men  to  be  sav'd** — is  one 
Too  plain  for  comment  to  be  madę  upon: 
So  that,  if  tome  be  not  the  same  as  ali, 
You  must  directly  contradict  St.  Paul, 
Whene'er  you  pusb  to  its  dir  et  extreme, 
Yourwild,  absurd  predestination  scheme. 

PauPs  open,  generouR,  enlighten*d  soul, 
Preach'd  to  mankind,  a  Saviour  of  the  rMe, 
łf  ot  part  of  human  race ;  the  blinded  Jew 
Might  boast  himself  in  this  oonceited  yiew; 
Boast  of  bis  father  Abraham,  and  yent 
The  camal  claims  of  family  dcscent: 
But  the  whole  family  of  Heay*n  and  Earth, 
Paul  knew,  if  blest,  must  bave  aootber  birtb; 
That  Jew  and  Gentile  was  in  ey*ry  place, 
Alike  the  object  of  a  saying  grace : 
Paul  neyer  tied  salyation  to  a  sect; 
All  who  loye  God,  with  htm,  are  God*8  elect 

This  plain,  good  niaxim  he  himself  preiuiiM 
To  those  fam*d  chaptera,  which  were  so  dj|gu»^ 
By  studied  comments  of  a  later  day; 
When  words  were  prest  to  serre  a  partial  fiay;. 
And  scripture  turuM  into  a  magazine 
Of  arms,  for  sober,  or  for  frantic  spleen. 

All  who  Iove  God— how  certain  is  the  key! 
Whate*er  disputed  passages  convey ; 
In  Paurs  epistles  if  some  thiogs  are  read, 
"  Hard  to  be  understood,*'  as  Peter  said, 
Must  this  be  urgM  to  proye  in  mens  cooditioD' 
Their  pre-election,  and  their  preterition, 
Or  predamuation  ?  for  that  moostious  word, 
Of  all  absurd  decree  the  most  absurd, 
Is  into  formal  definitiou  wrought 
By  your  diyines— unstartFd  at  the  thougfat 
Of  soy^reign  pow^r  decreeing  to  become 
The  author  uf  salratioa  but  to  som; 


THE  POTTER  AND  HIS  CLAY. 
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T«  aoBie,  lesenblio^  oliben,  they  admit, 
Wbo  are  rsjected-— «1iy  M*  He  so  thonght  fit : 
Hath  not  tbe  potter  pow*r  to  mftke  hit  cl&y 
Jaft  what  he  pleaiea?**    mtU,  and  tell  me  pray, 
Wbat  kind  of  poCter  most  we  think  a  man, 
Who  does  not  make  tbe  best  of  it  be  can } 
Wfao,  makiBf  aome  fine  ▼ends  of  hia  clay, 
To  8bov  bis  pow*r,  throws  all  the  rest  away, 
Whłch,  in  kadf,  va8  equatly  as  fine? 
Wbat  an  idea  thts  of  pow^r  dirine ! 
Happy  for  ua,  if  under  God*s  commanda 
We  were  as  cJay  is  ia  the  potter*s  hands; 
Pliaot,  and  yielding  readily  to  take 
Tbe  pioper  form,  which  be  is  pfeas'd  to  make ! 
Happy  for  na  that  be  bas  pow*r!  becauae 
Ad  equal  goodoeas  eiwcates  its  lawa; 
Rejecting  nonę,  bot  such  aa  taili  bebave 
So,  as  that  no  omnipotence  can  Bave. 

Who  can  conceire  tbe  infinitely  Good 
To  show  leas  kindness  thao  be  really  co«i^? 
To  pre-concert  damnation,  and  conflne, 
Himself,  his  own  beneficence  divine  ? 
An  impotency  tbis,  in  e^il  hoar, 
Ascrłb*d  to  God*a  beatifying  poir'r. 


I  By  bitter  logie,  aod  tbe  aonr  miitake, 
Which  orerweening  zeal  is  aptto  make; 
Describing  sov*reignty  as  incomplete, 
That  doea  not  show  itself  less  good  than  gtaat ! 
Tho*  tnie  in  earthly  monarcbs  it  may  be, 
That  majeaty  and  łore  can  acaroe  agree, 
In  his  almighty  will,  who  rules  abore, 
The  pow'r  is  grace,  tbe  majesty  is  love  r 
What  best  describei  tbe  giver  of  all  bliss, 
Glorious  in  all  hia  attributes,  is  thia; 
Tbe  sov'reign  Lord  all  creatores  bow  before. 
But  they,  who  love  hira  most,  the  most  adoraw 
Fromtbia  one  worsbip  if  a  creature>a  beart, 
Fixt  on  anght  else,  determines  to  depart, 
There  needs  no  pre-determintng  tbe  caae; 
Idolatry  ensuea,  and  foli  from  grace ; 
Without,  and  contrary  to  Ood's  intent, 
Its  own  self-raia  is  thie  aare  event: 
The  lo^e  forsaken,  which  alone  couM  biesa, 
It  aeeda  must  foel  wrath,  anger,  and  diatresa^ 
Tbe  sensibilities  that  mnst  arise, 
If  naturę  wauta  what  sacred  love  sappliea, 
(CsBtera  desunt) 


ms  POTTER  AND  BIS  CLAY, 
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Bbrołd  the  potter  and  the  clay, 
fle  forms  hia  vea8ela  aa  he  please ; 

Such  is  OUT  God,  and  soch  are  we, 
Tbe  subjecta  of  hia  high  decrees. 

Does  not  the  woriunan*s  pow'r  erteod 
Cer  all  the  maaa — ^which  part  to  choose. 

And  mould  it  for  a  nobler  end, 
And  which  to  leare  for  ▼iler  use? 

May  not  the  soT*reign  Lord  on  high 
JDi^nse  his  fovours  as  he  will? 

Choose  Bome  to  Ufo,  while  others  die. 
And  yet  be  juat  and  graeious  still? 

Wbat  if,  to  make  his  terrour  known, 
He  lets  his  paticnce  long  endure, 

SaflP*ring  Tile  rebels  to  go  on, 
And  seal  tibeir  owo  deatruction  surę  } 

Wbat  if  he  meana  to  abow  hia  grace^ 
Aod  his  electing  love  employa. 

To  maik  out  some  of  mortal  race. 
And  form  them  fit  foor  heaT'nly  joys. 

Shall  man  reply  agaiost  the  Lord } 
And  cali  his  Maker*s  ways  uujust, 

The  thunder  of  whose  dreadful  word 
Can  cmsh  a  thousand  worlds  to  dust } 

Bat,  O  my  aool !  if  truth  so  briębt 
Shoold  dazzle  and  confound  thy  sight, 

Yet  still  his  wntten  wUl  obey. 
And  wait  the  great  decisire  day. 

Then  shall  hę  make  his  justice  known,    • 
And  the  whole  worM  before  his  throne, 

Włth joy,  or  terrour,  shall  confeas 
The  głory  oit  bis  righteousnes$. 


THE  CONTR  AST. 

Bbbołd  the  potter  and  the  clay, 
He  forms  his  vessels  to  his  mind; 

So  did  creating  Lotc  display 
Itaelf  iii  forming  homan  kind* 

Th'  Almighty  Workman*s  pow'r  and  skill 
Conld  have  no  vile,  but  noble  ends; 

His  one  immutaUe  good  will 
To  all,  that  be  hath  inade,  estenda. 

Tbis  graeious  sor^reign  Lord  on  high. 
By  his  eternal  woid  and  ▼oice, 

Chose  all  to  liye,  and  nonę  to  die. 
Nor  will  be  erer  change  hia  choice. 

Not  by  his  will,  bot  by  their  own, 
Vile  rebels  break  his  ńghteoua  lawa; 

And  make  the  terrour  to  be  knowu, 
Of  which  they  are  themselvea  the  iause. 

Hia  all-eleeting  love  employa 
All  meaua  the  buman  race  to  biesa, 

That  moitala  may  hia  bear^nly  joya. 
By  re*electing  him,  poincsa. 

Shall  man  reply  that  Ood  decreed 
Falfn  Adam's  race  not  to  be  biesi? 

Tbat  for  a  few  bis  Son  should  bleed. 
And  Satan  abonld  have  all  the  reat? 

Do  thou  poor  sinfol  soul  of  minę. 
By  foith  and  penitence,  embrace 

Of  doubtless,  boundless  love  di^ine^ 
The  firee,  the  uniTcrsal  grace. 

Let  God,  within  thy  pliant  soul, 
Henew  the  image  of  his  Son, 

The  likeness  marr^d  will  then  be  whole. 
And  show  what  he,  in  Christ,  bas  done. 


sos 


BYROM^^S  POEM& 


AN  ARGUMENT, 

won  DAVID'S  BETJEF  OF  A  FUTURĘ  STATE,  INFER" 
BED  FROM  BATJjlSliEBA'8  ŁAST  WORIM  TO  UlU, 
1IPON  HIS  DEATH'BED. 

Ip  DaTid  knew  not  of  a  futurę  life, 
How  understood  he  fiathsheba  fais  wife  ? 
Who,  when  he  lay  upon  his  death«-bed,  came 
To  piead  for  Solomoo^s  succeeding  daiin; 
And,  haying  prosper^d  in  her  oirn  cndearour, 
Said — *^  Lei  my  lord,  king  Davłd,  ]ive  for  ever." 

Wbat  real  wish  was  Bathsheba^s  intent, 
If  life  ber»after  was  not  wbat  she  meant ? 
Say  tha^"  for  ever" — to  a  king  in  health^ 
Meant  a  long  life,  prosperity,  and  wealth; 
To  one,  tbat  lay  a  dying,  you  must  owo, 
Twould  be  a  merę  boriesąue  upon  his  tbrone. 

If  she  had  pray'd  for  David's  mitd  rclease, 
Or^"  Let  my  lord,  the  king,  depart  in  pcace"— 
(Tho»,  even  then,  t»were  difficult  to  stint 
Her  utmost  thougbt  to  so  minutę  a  hint)    [tence, 
The  8hort-liv'd  comment  might  have  some  pre- 
Bat— •"live  for  ever" — bas  no  sort  of  sense, 

Unless  we  grant  her  meaning  to  extend 
To  futurę  life,  that  never  bas  an  eud: 
Piety  will,  and  reason  must,  confess, 
That  ber  intentioii  could  benotbingless:  [king"— 
"  King  live  for  crer^^-^nd — "  God  save  the 
Oldy  or  new  phrase,  saWation  is  the  thing. 

No  poor  8alvation  to  be  ąuickly  past, 
Andwith  a  deadly  eyit  at  the  lastj 
To  whicb,  when  David  was  so  near,  wbat  sbare 
Could  be  enjoy  of  live  for  ever*8  pcay^r? 
Had  be  not  known  what  Bathsheba  designM, 
A  life  to  come,  of  eyerlastiog  kind. 

Tbo*num'rou8  prooft  might,  readily,  be  brought 
Tbat  this  was  always  holy  I>avid'8  thougbt ; 
Yet  sińce  by  leai-ned,  and  long-winded  wa3rs» 
Men  seek  to  break  the  force  of  ancient  phrase, 
I  single  out  this  plain  familiar  one— 
Kow  give  as  plain  an  answer  tbereupon. 


ON  THE  FALL  OF  MAN: 

eCCASIONBD  BY  THE  FOŁLOWING  REPRE8ENTA- 
TION  OF  THAT  EVENT. 

*— "  Neither  can  it  sccm  strange,  tbat  God 
sbould  lay  stress  on  such  ontward  actions,  in 
their  own  naturę  neither  g^>od  nor  evit,  when 
we  consider,  that  in  all  his  dispensations  to 
mankind  he  bas  done  the  same.  Wbat  was  it 
be  madę  the  test  of  Adam'8  obedience  in  Para- 
dise,  but  the  eating  of  a  fruit  ?  An  action  in 
itself  prrfectly  rndiffcrent,  and  from  whicb,  if 
God  had  not  forbidden  it,  it  wonld  baye  been 
auperstilion  to  have  abstained.**  P.  28.  of  a 
Per8uasive  to  Conformity,  addressed  to  the 
Suakers  by  John  Rogers,  D.  D. 

Of  man^s  obedience,  while  in  Eden  blest, 

What  a  merę  trifte  is  here  madę  the  test ! 

An  outward  action,  in  itiielf,  definM 

To  be  c^perfecUy  indiff  rent  kind; 

Wbich,  bnt  for  Qod'8  forbiddiiig  threat  seTere,  . 

It  had  been  supcrstition  to  forbear. 


A  strange  acoonnt ;  thftt  neither  doas  nor  eu^ 
Make  aay  part  of  tnie  religion*s  plan ; 
But  mu«t  expose  it  to  the  ridicule 
Of  soofiers,  judging  by  this  crooked  nile: 
Its  friends,  defending  truth,  as  they  suppose, 
Lay  thcmselves  open  to  acuter  foes. 

To  say  that  action,  neither  good  nor  bad, 
From  wbich  no  barm  in  naturę  could  be  bad^ 
Was  chang^d,  by  positive,  commanding  will, 
Or  threat  forbidding,  to  a  deadly  ilł, 
Charges,  by  consequence  the  most  direct. 
On  God  hlmself  that  111,  and  iti  effect. 

Łanguage  had  surely  come  to  a  poor  pass, 
Before  an  author,  of  distiiiguish'd  claas 
For  shining  talcnts,  could  endure  to  make, 
In  such  a  matter,  such  a  gross  mistake; 
Could  tbus  deriVe  death^s  origin,  and  root, 
From  Adam*s  eating  of  an  harmless  fniit. 

''  From  Adam*6  eating?— Did  not  God  foibid 
The  taste  of  it  to  Adam  ?"^Yes,  he  di(i^ 
"  And  was  it  harmless,  must  we  understand. 
To  disobey  God's  po8itive  command  ?— *' 
No^  by  no  means;  but  tben  the  barm,  we  see, 
Came  not  from  God's  command,  but  from  the  tice* 

If  he  command,  the  action  must  be  good; 
If  he  fbrbid,  some  ill  is  understood: 
The  tree,  the  fruit,  had  dreaitful  ills  conoeal^, 
Not  madę  by  bis  forbidding,  but  reveard ; 
That  our  first  parents,  by  a  tme  belief» 
Might  know  enough  to  shun  the  &tal  grieC 

The  dire  experience  of  a  world  of  woe, 
Forbidding  mercy  wiird  them  not  to  know; 
Told  them  what  ill  was  in  the  fiaitee  desire, 
Wbich  their  free-wilts  were  temp  ted  to  admin;  < 
That,  of  such  fruit,  the  eating  was — to  di&— 
Its  harmless  natuns  was  the  tempter^s  lie. 

To  urge  it  naw  and  to  impute  the  harm 
Of  death,  and  evil,  to  the  kind  alarm 
Of  Ood'8  command,  so  justly  understood 
To  will  his  creatures  notbing  else  but  good, 
Is,  for  a  Babel  fiction,  to  resign 
Right  reason,  scriptare,  aod  the  Iove  dirine. 


1  o^ 


A  LETTER  TO  A  FRIEND, 

UPON    THE    MEANING    OF    FT.  PAUŁ*9    1 
SION  OF  '*  SPEYKINO  WITH  TONGUBS.** 
RINTH.    14. 

If  you  remember,  rev'rcnd  sir,  the  talk 
That  past  betwixt  us  in  the  garden  walk, 
The  gift  of  tongues  was  mention*d ;  when  I  thoaght 
That  notion  wroug,  wbich  leamed  men  had  taitgfat, 
And  that  this  gift  was  not  at  all  concemM 
With  that  of  speaking  languages  unleara'd. 
St  Paul,  I  «aid,  in  his  Corintbian  charge, 
Had  treated  on  the  subject  morę  at  large; 
From  whoae  account  one  plainly  might  dcduce  ' 
The  genuine  gift,  its  naturę,  and  its  use; 
And  make  appear,  from  passages  enoo, 
The  Tulgar  notion  not  to  be  the  tme: 
But  that  to  speak  in  toiigues,  or  speak  in  tongue, 
Was  meantof  by mns  wbich  the  CorinthianssoDgt 
This  is  the  gift  whicb  the  apostle  paints. 
And  lays  its  practice  nnder  dne  restraintSt 


A  UETTER  TO  A  FRIEND. 
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YoD  lnów  tbe  ehiptcr       Firrt  then  lei  us  see 

Ho«  toognes  do  there  with  languages  agree; 
Then  how  with  hymos;  and  let  which  be^ter  suita 
Th'  apostIe*s  context  regultte  disputes.     [known, 
First;  "  be  that  speaketh  in  a  toague**  (un- 
Tnatlators  add,  for  reasoos  of  tbeir  own) 
''Speaketh  to  Ood/^and  apeaketh  <<not  to  men" — 
Pecuiar  tokena  of  an  hymx^-<igaiD, 
For  "  BO  man  understandeth  bim*'— frotn  heDce 
T\9  plain,  that  languaged  waa  aot  tbe  sense : 
Woold  he  riae  up,  who  bad  them  at  command. 
To  ^wak  in  one,  that  nonę  coald  understand  ł 
Wbat  can  be  more  onlikely  to  suppose  ? 
Yet  thus  the  learned  commentators  glose  ; 
Al  their  mistake  about  the  gift  imply'd 
Tbe  Christiana  guiity  of  this  awknard  pride : 
Soch  fiłct  tbey  make  no  scruple  to  advance, 
As  vould  appear  absurd  łn  a  romanoe : 
One  in  his  softer,  one  bis  harsber  terms, 
Tbe  sa&e  miraculoua  disgrace  aiiinns : 
Ali,  from  the  difficulty,  try  sonie  shape, 
Whiist  there  is  no  escaping,  to  escape. 

Whereaa,  to  bymns  all  pbrases  correspond; 
Of  them  Corintbian  conrerts  wehe  too  fond; 
Aod  Paul,  wbo  wilfd  them  reałly  to  rcjoice, 
£ot  morę  with  heart  affected,  tban  with  Yoice, 
Anthority,  with  rcason  mix*d,  employs. 
Not  to  repress,  but  regulate  tbeir  joys : 
The  ben^t  of  bymns  he  niiderstood ; 
fiut,  most  intent  upon  tbe  churcb^s  good, 
The  gift  prophetic  morę  expedient  found, 
(That  is,  to  preaeb  tbe  gospel,  or  expoun(1}  [Paul, 
Tban  to  siog  bymnfr— "  tbe  prophet  speaks,"  says 
"To  men;  instructs,  exbort8,  and  comforts  all.** 

Speaking  in  tongue,  or  hymning^  to  proceed, 
Haj  edify  tbe  singer's  self  indeed; 
Bot  propbecy  tbe  cburch ;  a  private  sool 
Sbbdd  always  yield  the  prerrence  to  the  whole: 
Confistent  all^  if  bymning  be  explains; 
If  languages  unknown,  wbat  scnsc  remains? 
Wottłd  Pani  af&rm,  that  speaking  might  do  good, 
In  foreign  languageis,  not  understood. 
To  a  man'8  self?  Would  be  so  gently  treat 
Sach  a  sapposM  enormous  self-conceit  ? 
Wottld  he  rouchsafe  to  pay,  tbe  chapter  thro', 
Kespect  to  tougues,  if  takeo  in  this  ?iew  ? 

Wodd  he  allow,  nay  choose  it? for  that  next 

Issaid  of  tongnes  i  o  the  sucoeeding  text. 

**  I  will  yon  all  to  speak  with  tongues'*»-to  sing 
Makes  this  a  plain,  intelligible  tbiiig; 
Tbe  otber  meaning,  which  tbey  spread  about. 
No  commentators  bave,  or  can  make  out : 
That  he  sbould  will  them  all  to  sing  was  just. 
And  pToperiy  to  use  the  gift,  or  trust; 
For  bis  intention  was  not  to  reduce 
Snging  itself,  but  its  improper  use: 
U  was  the  good  apostie^s  great  concem, 
Topreach  the  gospel  so  that  most  might  team: 
Thii  wasthe  gift,  in  which  be  rather  wiird 
Sncb  as  bad  been  conrcrted  to  be  skilKd. 
Speaking  in  tongue  was  good ;  but  this,  be  knew. 
Was  tbe  morę  useful  talent  of  tbe  two : 
Greater  its  owner,  bot  with  an  except, 
That  showB  tbe  justice  for  an  bymner  kept ; 
Tbe  matter  tang,  wbo,  if  be  could  expresi 
To  edify  the  bearers,  was  not  less ; 
hterpretation  render'd  them  alike ; 
Bnt  does  not  tbis  absurd  supposal  strike, 
Thit  in  plaSn  speaking,  on  some  Christian  bead. 
One  ikcHild  interpret  wbat  himsdf  bad  said? 


First  use  a  lauguage  to  tbe  cburch  unknown, 

Then,  in  anotber,  for  bis  fiiult  atone  ? 

Wbat  reason,  possible,  can  be  a88ign'd, 

Wby  tbe  known  tongue  sbould  be  at  first  decltn*df 

This  difiiculty,  and  so  all  the  re&t, 

Tbe  naturę  of  an  hymn  explain8  the  best   [aaint, 

"  Now  sbould  I  come  amongst  you,''  says  the 
^'Speaking  with  tongues"  (should  ooly  come  to 
"Wbat  sball  it  profit  you,  exccpt  I  preech  ?[chant) 
Some  revelation,  knowledge,  doctrine  teach?* 
And  herc  tbe  vulgar  meaflring  of  the  word^ 
For  apostolic  use,  is  too  absurd; 
He  scaroe  would  {/"the  speaking  in  a  tongue, 
Unknown  to  Christians,  wbom  be  came  among; 
Nor  would  a  <|uestion  find  with  him  a  pIaoe» 
About  their  prodt,  in  so  gross  a  case: 
He,  plainly,  bints  a  coming,  not  designM 
To  please  their  ear,  but  to  instruct  tbeir  mind: 
The  real  profit  which  be  pointed  at; 
And  bymns  tbemselres  were  useless  witbouttbat. 

That  such  a  speaking,  as  is  mentiooed  bere^ 
Was  musical,  is  evidently  elear 
From  the  allusion*  wbich  be  then  propounds. 
To  pipę,  and  barp,  and  instramental  sounds  ; 
Which  nonę  can  ufge,  with  reason,  to  belonig 
So  properly  to  laognage,  as  to  song; 
Tho'  it  may  serve  for  both,  in  some  respec^ 
Yet  here  onesees  to  which  it  most  direct: 
**  If  pipę,  or  barp,  be  indistinctly  beard. 
No  tune,  or  meaning  can  t>e  thence  inferr^d; 
If  an  uncertain  sound  the  trumpet  yield, 
How  shall  a  man  make  ready  for  the  field  ?^ 

Thus  of  dead  tnstruments;  of  them  that  live, 
So  ye,  th'  apostle  adds,  except  ye  give 
Wonh,  by  the  tongue,  that  men  can  apprehead, 
Ye  speak,  but,  as  to  bearers,  to  no  end; 
And  (wbat  with  bymning  posturę  aeems  to  flqaai«) 
Will  be  like  men  wbo  ap^  into  tbe  air. 

"So  ye,**  to  show  how  tune  and  song  agree, 

Except.ye  utter  with  the  tongue,*'  says  be, 

Worda  that  are  easy  to  be  understood** 
(Wbich  in  a  foreign  tongue  tbey  never  could) 
**  How  shall  the  tbing  be  known  to  any  one 
That  ye  bave  spoken  (that  is,  sung)  upon  ?** 
And,  wbat  with  bymning  posturę  seems  to  sąuare, 
He  adds,  *'  for  ye  shall  speak  into  the  air.'* 

Except  ye  utter  with  the  tongue— unknowo-p- 
Translators  here  thought  fit  to  let  alone; 
Unknown,  and  easy  too  to  understand, 
That  could  not  be — unknown  they  must  disband. 
It  was  enoagh  to  show  them  tbeir  mistake. 
To  see  what  incoherencc  it  would  make; 
Yet  they  not  minding,  just  as  they  think  fit^* 
Sometimes  insert  it,  and  sometimes  omit: 
But  if  the  epithet,  at  first,  be  rigbt. 
Wby  is  it  kept  so  often  out  of  sight? 
Do  not  omissions  carry,  all  along, 
Tacit  confosfiion  of  its  bcing  wrong? 
Tacit  coufession,  which  is  open  proof 
Hu  w  little  can  be  said  in  its  bchoof. 

"  They  who  shall  speak  in  tongue,  and  tbey  wlw 
Uuless  the  meaning  of  the  voice  be  elear,"  [bear^ 
(Tbe  sense  not  bf>ing  within  mutual  reach,) 
**Will  be,"  says  Paul,**  barbarians  each  to  each,** 
Or  foreigners— aod  therefore,  is  his  drift, 
**  With  all  your  fondnes^  for  the  speaking  gift, 
Hare  the  whole  cburcb*8  benefit  in  view; 
Let  him,  who  speaks  in  tongue,  interpret  too.'* 

Can  such  concession,  such  allowance  madę, 
Suit  with  that  insupportaUe  paradę^ 
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And  show  of  gift,  whicb  oommentators  yent, 
Giving  a  meaning  that  could  scarce  be  meaat? 
Whłle  zeal  for  hymns,  a  natural  effect 
In  uoriceA,  thoagh  wanting  to  be  cbeck^d, 
Accounts  for  chpcking,  fur  allowing  phrase. 
For  ev*r5r  motiTe  that  St  Paul  display s; 
His  placld  reas^ning  and  his  mild  rebuke ; 
For  whłch  no  insołence  of  gift  could  look : 
No  insołence,  1  8ay<  of  such  a  kind 
As  commentatoTB,  rasbly,  bave  assignM 
To  the  first  Christians ;  whicli  the  latter  now, 
Suppose  it  uffei^d,  never  would  allow. 

**  For  if  1  pray  in  tong:ue/'  St.  Paul  porsues, 
^  My  spirit  prayeth;  but  no  fruit  accrues 
To  them,  who  do  not  understand  my  pray*rs — " 
And  what  the  remedy  which  be  prepares  ? 
Why,  it  is  this— "  1  will  so"  (sing  or)  «  pray, 
That  al  I  may  understand  what  I  shall  say  :'* 
Plain  the  two  phrases  in  tbe  verse  proclaim, 
That  praying  here,  and  singing  is  the  same; 
That  some  Corintbians  so  ditpiay'd  tbeir  art, 
That  nonę  but  tbey  tbemselves  could  bear  a  part: 
Hence  to  interpret  bymns  hiswordsordain, 
Or  eise  to  sing  intellia^ibly  plain; 

Praying,  or  praising— -for,  says  he  again, 
^  How  shall  unleamed  penons  say  amen 
To  thy  th«nk8giving,  if,  wfaen  thou  shalt  bless, 
Tbey  understand  not  what  thy  words  erpress? 
Thou  Terily  ha^t  giren  thanks,  and  well ; 
But  this,  unedified,  they  cannot  tell;** 
The  common  benefit  is  still  biii  aim, 
Tnie,  teal  gtory  of  the  Christian  name. 

In  languages  unknown,  was  pray*r  and  praise 
PerJbrm*d  hy  Chnstians,  in  tb'  apostles  days? 
Was  that  a  time,  or  was  the  cburcb  a  place. 
For  gifted  ostentation  to  disgrace  ? 

(Cetera  d^aont) 


FAMIUAR  EPISTLES  TO  A  FRIEND, 

tJPOIf  A  BERMON  ENTITŁBD,  THE  OmCB  AMD 
OPBRATIONt  OF  THE  HOŁT  tPIRIT.  BY  THE 
JIET.  MR.  WAHBUKTON. 

LETTER  I. 

A  8TRAN6B  difloourse,  in  al!  impartiat  riews, 
Tbis  that  you  lent  me,  doctor,  to  peruse: 
Had  you  not  ask*d-^-a  subject  of  this  sort 
Might,  of  itself,  a  few  mnarks  extort, 
To  sbow  how  much  a  rery  leamed  man 
Has  been  mistaken  in  bis  preacbing  plan. 

Preaching  (a  talent  of  the  gospel  kind, 
By— -preacbing  peace  thro'  Jesus  Christ— 4efin'd 
Sbould,  one  would  tbink,  in  order  to  incrcase 
The  gospel  good,  confine  itself  to  peace; 
F.xert  tt*8  milder  influence,  and  draw 
Tbe  list'ning  crowds  to  loTe*s  unitine  law: 
For  sbould  tbe  greatest  orator  extend 
The  pow*rs  of  sound  to  any  other  end; 
Regard  to  healing  sentiments  postpone, 
And  battle  all  that  differ  from  his  own ; 
Tho'  be  could  boast  of  conquest,  yet  how  far 
From  peace,  througb  Jesus, througb  himself  ts  war! 
How  wideł  y  wandew,  from  the  true  desiirn 
Of  preaching  Christ,  the  bellicose  divine ! 

If  amongst  them,  wbo  all  profeas  belief 
In  tbe  same  gospel,  such  a  warlike  chief 


Sbould,  in  the  pnlpit,  labour  to  erect 
His  glariug  truphics,  over  ev»ry  sect 
That  does  not  just  fali  in  with  bis  conoeit. 
And  raise  new  flourish  upon  each  defeat; 
As  if,  by  di  ot  of  bis  baranguing  strain, 
So  many  foes  had  happily  been  slain ; 
Tho'  it  were  surę  that  what  he  said  was  rigbt, 
Is  be  morę  likely,  think  you,  to  invit^, 
To  win  th*  erroneous  over  to  bis  mind, 
By  elo<^uence  of  such  an  bostile  kind, 
Or  to  disgrace,  by  arts  so  strongly  weak^ 
Tbe  very  trutbs  that  be  may  chance  to  speak? 

Łike  thougbts  to  tbese  would,  naturally,  riae 
Out  of  your  own  occasional  suiprise, 
Wben,  purchasing  the  book,  you  dipt  intot. 
And  saw  the  preacber*8  man  ner  of  dispute; 
How  man  by  man,  and  sect  by  sect  display^d^ 
He  pas8'd  along  from  preaching  to  paradę; 
Coidiiting  all  that  came  witbin  bis  way, 
Tho*  too  far  off  to  bear  what  he  sbould  say: 
Reason,  metbinks,  why  candour  would  not  cboose, 
Where  no  defence  could  folio  w,  to  accuse; 
Wbere  gen'rous  triumph  no  attacks  can  yield 
To  Che  unquestion'il  master  of  tbe  field: 
Where  names,  tbo'  injur*d  without  reason  wby^ 
Absent,  or  pre^nt,  can  make  no  reply 
To  the  most  faise,  or  disingenoous  hint, 
Ti  U  time,  perchance,  pruduces  it  in  print: 
Wben,  we  may  take  for  granted,  it  is  clad 
in  its  best  fasbion,  tho*  it  be  but  bad. 

This  one  discourse  is  pnnted,  we  are  told, 
Tbe  main  of  8ev'ral  sermons  to  unfold : 
For  one  grand  subject  all  of  tbem  wcre  meant<^^ 
Tbe  Holy  Spirit,  whom  tbe  Father  iscnt; 
Tb'  indwelling  Comfbrtcr,  tb'  instructing  Guide; 
Wbo  was,  Christ  said,  for  ever  to  abide 
Withf  and  m  bis  disciples  here  below. 
And  teach  them  all  that  they  sbould  want  to  kooą. 

A  glorious  theme!  a  comfbrtable  one! 
For  preachers  to  exert  tbemselres  upon; 
First  taught  tliemseU'e8,  and  fitted  to  impart 
God^s  truth  and  comfort  to  an  honest  heart: 
Some  soch,  at  least,  imagine  to  bare  betrn 
Amongst  the  flock  that  came  to  IAnco1n's  Ina^ 
With  a  sincere  desire  to  bear,  and  leam 
That,  which  became  a  Chri8tian*s  chief  concem: 
Pleas^d  with  the  preacher'8  tert,  with  hopes  that 
Might  prQve  an  instrument,  in  some  d^ree,    [be 
Of  tbeir  perception  of  an  holy  aid, 
Fruit  of  that  promise  whicb  the  Savionr  madę; 
Might  help  them,  morę  and  more»  to  understand 
How  near  tnie  help  and  comfort  is  at  band ; 
How  soon  the  Spirit  move8  upon  tbe  mind, 
Wben  it  is  rightly  humbled  and  resignM: 
With  what  a  lo^e  to  er^ry  fellow-souł 
One  member  of  the  rhurch  regards  tbe  wbole^ 
Looks  upon  all  mańki  nd  as  friends,  or  sbares 
To  beartiest  enemies  his  beartier  pray'r8. 

I  might  go  on ;  but  you,  I  know,  will  gran^ 
Such  is  tbe  temper  that  we  really  want: 
And  such.  if  preachers  evrr  preach  iodeed, 
If  pastor^ of  a  flock  will  reaiiy  feed, 
They  will  endeavour  solely  to  cxcite. 
And  move  divided  Christians  to  unitę; 
If  not  in  outward  forms,  that  but  wop^J 
A  loflier  Babel  without  inward  tye, 
Yet  in  a  common  friendliness  of  will, 
That  wisbes  well  to  ev'ry  crcature  still ; 
That  roakes  the  centrę  of  reIigion's  plan 
A  god-iike  lorę  embraciug  ev*ry  man. 
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LETTBR  II. 

Ko  offiee  aeens  morę  ncred,  and  august, 
Hian  thatof  preacben  wbo  fiilfill  their  trust; 
Workin^  vith  God,  aud  hdping  men  to  fiod 
Tbe  Prince  of  life,  thfC  SaTiour  of  mankiud : 
Wio  euoe  bimself  a  preacher,  from  on  high, 
Of  pcace  to  all j  tbe  distant  and  tbe  nigb. 

So  wA  tbe  saiot,  wbose  preaching  was  tbe  same, 

To  Jew,  to  Oreek sal^ation  tbro'  bis  name— 

Wbo  tańght,  tbro*  bioiy  to  preacb  immortal  life, 
Arokfiog  quettłuns  tbat  engender  stńfe; 
Pitient,  and  meek,  and  gentle  unto  all, 
InitnietiBg  eyen  oppo^iers  witboiiŁ  gali; 
If  pendTenture  God  might  give  tł^m  grace 
Tbe  tnith,  wben  kindly  offer^d,  to  embrace. 

If  these  cooditioni  preaching  may  demaocTy 
Wbst  most  we  tbink  of  tbe  discourse  in  band  } 
MYhicfa,  wbeo  we  read,  is  apter  to  suggest 
A  dilTrrat  temper  in  tbe  preach«ir'8  breast; 
Ateit  penrerted  from  its  native  scope; 
A  disappointment  of  all  hmirmg  bope. 
Herę  is  a  loug  dispnte,  in  bis  first  bead, 
About  wbat  doctor  Middleton  bad  said ; 
Tbftt '  wben  tbe  gift  of  tongues  was  first  bestow^d 
TwM  bot  an  instąntaueous  sign,  tbat  pbow'd 
tlie  goipel'8  cbosen  minister;  and  tben, 
Tbatporpose  signified>  it  ceasM  again : 
80  «ti  its  type,  tbe  fitery  tongne,  a  flasb 
OfIigfat*ningquickly  Yanisb'd'*— and  such  trasb— 
IV)  wbich  a  minister,  wbo  knew  tbe  press. 
Di  cboee  tbe  time,  wben  preaching,  to  digress; 
Totake  a  text  aflfordiog,  tbro',the  wbole, 
ftićh  grounds  of  comfort  to  a  Christian  «soul, 
AedUiea  neglect;  to  preacb  a  poor  debatę* 
Tbatcookl  but  shine  at  pampbteteering  ratę; 
Tbsi^  from  tbe  pnlpit,  muat  disgust  tbe  pew 
Of  siger  bencb,  and  soberstudents  too. 

Yott  may,  bereafter,  tf  you  cboose  it,  see 
Bowtbey-mistookfbotb  Middtetonand  be, 
Thegiftof  tongues;  bow  little,  quite  tbroughout, 
They  knew,  tho*  leąmed,  wbat  they  were  about: 
lo  present  Unes,  I  ahall  but  just  relate 
Obc  ioitaoce  of  tbe,  no  uncommon,  fate 
Of  lesmed  men^  wbo,  in  deep  points  esact, 
Foiget,  lomeŁimes,  tbe  most  apparent  fact. 

Th'  ap<Mtles,  gifted  by  tbe  Holy  Ghost, 
Be^  to  speak  witb  tongues,  at  Pentecost; 
■*  Bot  did  not*' — so  tbe  preacher  says — "  begin 
To  speak,  belbre  tbe  multitude  oame  in.^ 
He  orget  roundly  bow,  iu  tbis  respect, 
"  The  learaed  Middleton  did  not  reflect, 
Tbst  in  a  priTate  room  they  all  were  set, 
Aad  tongues  not  spoken,  tiłł  tbe  people  mef 

Now  if  yott  read  tbe  Pentecostal  fikcts, 
Al  yoa  wiU  find  tbem  written  in  tbe  Acts, 
FraiD  his  reflection  tho'  tbe  point  lay  bid, 
Tbe  tezt  affirms,  expressly,  tbat  they  did. 
No  kaning  wanted  to  determine  tbis; 
TSs  whst  a  reading  cbild  could  nerer  miss :    . 
Thig  Tery  gift,  it  is  exceeding  elear. 
Was  tbat  wbich  bniught  tbe  multitude  to  hear : 
"Speakingwith  tongues"  foregoing  wordsproclaim ; 
The  Desct^"  wben  tbis  was  noii*d  abroad!'-— they 


But  tis  the  fiate  of  great,  and  eager  witt , 
To  t#ust  their  memory  too  much,  by  fits. 

To  proTC  tbat  Middleton'8  dispote  waa  wrong 
Takes  up  tbe  pages,  for  a  sermon  long: 
Soon  after  tbis  youMl  see  another  start. 
To  fiU  bis  first  diTision^s  second  peut : 
For  having  touch'd  upon  tbe  names  of  all 
Tbe  giifts  enumerated  by  Saint  Paul,  - 
Then,  in  wbat  senae  the  scripture  was  inspir^d, 
Higher,  or  lower,  comes  jo  be  ioquirM : 
Tbe  high  be  odls  **  organicsl;''  the  Iow 
'*  Partia!;"  and  *'  true;"  as  be  proo(»ed8  to  sbow. 

Tbis  is  the  summary  of  wbat  is  said, 
Touching  tbe  Holy  Ghost,  in  his  first  bead; 
As  guide  to  truth,  and  aiding  to  excite. 
To  elear,  to  give  tbe  understanding  light. 
Wbat  makes  it  sermon  is  tbe  text  prefist, 
Tho*  scarce  a  word  of  it  is  intermixt; 
Consistently.enough,  for  it  bas  nonę 
Wbich  suit  the  topics  tbat  be  dweUs  upon: 
Topics,  witbout  a  digaity  to  grace 
Text,  offlce,  andience,  person,  time,  or  place. 

But  were  thi s  all,  and  did  not  whst  be  ipake 
Lead,  by  degrees,  to  serious  mistake, 
Takittg  a  text,-for  form  sake,  to  prepare 
Tbe  church  to  Hear  some  sibop-renownM  affiuTy 
(Too  oft  the  tam  of  the  polite  diyine) 
Would  bardly  merit  your  regard,  or  minę; 
But,  sir,  it  is  not  only  misapply^d, 
Tbis  gloriotts  text,  but  in  efiect  deny*d ; 
Or  mi9conceiv'd;  and  therefbre  cutting  short, 
At  present,  errours  of  less  fetal  sort, 
Let  us  pursue  tliis  subject,  in  the  next» 
And  from  tbe  sermon  Tindicate  tbe  tezt. 


Scarce  to  be  thougbt  tbat,  stndying  tbe  case, 
With  fiormal  purpose  to  eicplain  a  place, 
A  maa  so  leamed,  and  acute,  could  make, 
Codd  preacb,  could  publiab,  sucb  a  fiat  mistake : 

TOIm  zt. 


LETTER  III. 

You  wonder*d  much,  wby  any  man  of  parta 
Would  use,  in  preaching,  Iow,  in^ectiTe  arts; 
By  wbich  the  yain  disputings,  that  infest  ^ 

The  Christian  world,  bave  seldom  been  supprest; 
But  often  beigbten'd,  and  tbat  use  destroy'd 
For  wbich  fine  talents  ought  to  be  employ'd 

If  one  can  judge  from  reading  tbis  di^ine, 
Wbose  parts  and  talents  would  be  really  fine, 
If  juster  notions  of  the  heav*nly  grace 
Taught  but  tbe  earthly  not  tu  quit  their  place, 
If  one  can  judge,  1  say,  from  statcd  laws, 
In  bis  discour&es,  wbat  sbould  be  tbe  cauae 
Of  such  perver8ion  of  a  lively  wit, 
In  enidite  possessors,  tbis  ts  it. 

They  tbink  tbat,  now,  religion>8  sole  defence 
Is  leaniing,  bistory,  and  critic  sense; 
Tbat  with  apostles,  as  a  needfiil  guide, 
The  Holy  Spirit  did  indeed  abide ; 
But,  baying  dictated  to  tbem  a  rule  , 
Of  fitith,  and  mannera,  for  the  Christian  school, 
Immediate  revelation  ccasM,  and  men 
Must  now  be  taught  by  apostolic  pen : 
Canon  of  scripture  is  com  pieta ;  and  tbey 
May  read,  and  know,  what  dortńne  to  obey : 
To  look  for  inspiration  is  absurd; 
The  Spirit'8  aid  is  in  the  written  word: 
Tbey  wbo  pretend  to  his  immediate  cali, 
From  pope  to  quaker,  are  ianatics  all. 

Tbus,  baving  prov'd,  at  large,  to  Christians  met, 
Wbat  no  one  Christian  ever  doubted  yet, 
That  the  Jiew  Testament  was  really  writ 
By  mipiration,  wbich  tbey  all  admit, 
I  X 
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He  then  subjoios  thai— <'  this  inspirM  record 
FulfiltM  the  promise  of  our  blessed  Lord;" 
(FulfiłPd  it  "  eminently,"  is  the  phrase) 
**  For  tho'  the  faithfiil,  in  sttcceediDg  days, 
Occasionally  find,  in  ev*ry  place, 
The  Spiritus  ordinary  help,  and  grace. 
His  light  supremę,  his  constant,  fixt  abodcu 
Is  in  the  sc^ptures  of  this  sacred  codę.*' 

This  was  the  sense,  not  easy  to  e^cplore, 
When,  reck*ning  up  the  Spirifs  fruits  before, 
'^Scripture,''   said  be  (which  this  accoimt  ex- 

plains) 
Does  not  record  them  oniy,  but  contains;" 
**  CONTAINS,"  in  capitals^-as  if  he  took 
The  scripture  to  be  something  morę  than  book; 
Something  alive,  wherein  the  Spirit  dwelt, 
That  did  not  only  tell  bis  fruiU,  but  fek. 
**  The  surę  deposit  of  the  Spiritus  fruits 
In  holy  scriptuie,"  (be  elscwhere  computes) 
*'  FulfilPd  the  Savionr'8  promise,  in  a  sense 
Very  sublime"— 80  it  should  seem,  fromhence, 
That  eminently,  and  sublimely,  thus 
The*  Holy  Spirit  should  abide  with  us. 

If  I  mistake  him,  or  mis-represent,   - 
YouMl  show  me  where,  for  tis  not  with  intent: 
I  want,  if  possible,  to  understand 
A  sentence  coming  from  so  fam'd  ii  band : 
Tho*  plain  the  words,  His  difficult  to  soWe 
What  Christian  sense  he  meant  them  to  inyoWe: 
In  ev'ry  way  that  words,  and  sense  agree, 
Tłs  perfect  bibliolatry  to  me: 
No  image^worship  can  be  morę  absurd, 
Than  idolizing  thus  the  writtcn  word ; 
Which,  they  who  wrote  intcuded  to  excite 
Attention  to  our  Lord's  predicted  light; 
To  that  same  Spirit,  leading  human  thought. 
By  which  themselves,  aud  all  the  goud  were 

taught; 
Preaching  that  word,  which  a  diviner  art, 
Which  God  bimself  had  written  on  the  heart. 
Hów  can  the  bcst  of  books  (for  tis  coniest 
That,  of  all  books,  the  Bibie  is  the  best) 
Do  any  morę  than  give  us  an  account 
Of  what  was  said,  for  histance,  on  the  Mount? 
Of  what  was  done,  for  instance,  on  the  cross, 
In  order  to  retrieve  the  humah  loss?    . 
What  morę  than  tełl  us  of  the  Spiritus  aid, 
Far  as  his  fruits  by  wonds  can  be  display^d  ? 
But  words  are  only  the  recording  part, 
The  things  contain*d  must  needs  be  in  the  heart; 
l^irit  of  God  no  roore  in  books  demands 
To  dwell,  bimself,  than  temples  madę  wit]i  hands, 

"Fruits  of  the  spirit,"  as  SL  Paul  definM  ? 
*' Are  love,  joy,  peace"— the  blessings  of  the  mind ; 
The  proofs  of  his  abiding^— who  can  brook 
A  meek,  a  xrentle,  good,  long-suflPring  book? 
Or  let  true  faith,  and  temperance,  be  sunk 
To  faith  m  writings,  that  are  nevCT  dnmk? 
In  fine,  whatevrr  pen  and  ink  presents, 
Can  but  contain  hirtorical  contents; 
Nor  can  the  fruits  of  Spirit  be  in  print, 
In  any  sense,  but  as  reconled  in't 

Plain  as  this  is,  and  itrange,  as  you  inay  thlnk, 
The  leamed  worship  paid  to  pen  and  ink, 
It  is  the  main  hypotliesis,  youMl  find, 
On  which  are  built  disconrses  of  this  kind ; 
Which  yct  can  givc  us,  for  a  scripture  clue, 
What  oontradicts  its  vcry  letter  too : 
As  this  ha«  done — be  Khown  as  we  fco  on— • 
By  tbese  important  rerses  of  St.  John. 


ŁETTER  IV, 

The  gospePs  simpler  language  being  wiit, 
Not  for  the  sake  of  leaming,  or  of  wit, 
.But  to  tnstmct  the  pious,  and  the  moek; 
When  its  intent  merę  critics  oome  to  scck, 
We  find,  on  plain  intelligible  teict, 
The  Yarionim  commenta  mott  perpleat 

Such  is  the  teitt  before  hs;  and  so  plain 
The  Saviour'fi  promise,  which  the  words  cmi»\^ 
That  men,  for  modem  eradition*8  sake, 
Must  read,  and  study  to  acqaire  mistake; 
Must  first  obserye  the  notions  that  prQvdl, 
Amongst  the  femout  in  their  church*s  pale; 
Firm  in  the  prejudice,  that  all  is  right 
Which  booka,  or  persons,  most  in  vogiie,  recite- 
Then  seek,  to  find,  how  scripture  coincides 
With  each  deoision  of  their  knowing  guidet. 
Without  some  such  preparatives  as  the&e, 
How  could  the  forc*d  iqterpretation  please, 
That  makes  a  sacred  promise,  Ip  bestow 
Perpctoal  aid,  eicłMusted  long  ago  ? 
In  one  short  age } — for  God^s  abidtng  guide 
Witbdrcw,  it  seems,  when  tbe  apostles  died; 
Aud  Icft  poor  millions,  ever  sińce,  to  scek 
How  dissonant  dirines  had  con:!;tru*d  Greek. 

In  graver  writers  one  bas  often  read 
What  iu  eiccuse  of  bookworkship  is  said; 
"  It  is  not  ink,  and  letter,  that  we  own     ^ 
To  be  divine,  but  scripture  sense  ^oue ; 
We  have  the  rule  which  the  apostles  made^ 
And  no  ocrasion  for  immediate  aid/'«i-- 
Siippose,  for  once,  the  gross  delusion  tnie; 
What  must  a  plain  and  honest  Christiao  do? 
The  Spirifs  aid  how  far  must  he  cxteud. 
To  bring  his  Saviour*s  promise  to  an  end? 
This  he  perceive8  discourse  to  dwell  upoo; 
And  yet— **  for  ever  to  abide**-^has  nonc, 
He,  for  the  sake  of  safety  would  be  glad 
To  hate  that  spirit  which  apostles  had; 
Not  one  of  them  bas  writ,  bńat  says,  ke  auqr; 
That  *tis  the  bliss  for  which  he  ought  to  pray: 
That  God  will  grant  it  him,  his  Saviour  taid, 
Sooner-than  parents  give,  their  children  bre»i. 
If  reading  scripture  can  improve  a  soui, 
This  is  the  sum,  and  sobstance  of  the  wbole; 
And  givea  it  yalne  of  8ucl>  high  degree: 
For  tho*  as  sacred  aa  a  book  can  be, 
*Tis  only  so,  becanse  it  best  revives 
Tfaought  of  that  good  which  animated  lives; 
Because  its  authors  were  inspii^d  to  write, 
And  saw  the  tmth  in  it's  own  heav'nly  light; 
Because  it  sends  nę  to  that  promis^d  soorce 
Of  light,  and  truth,  which  govem*d  their  discoursf, 
The  Holy  Spirifs  ever  present  aid, 
With  us,  and  in  us^^-so  the  SavioQr  pray^ct— 
That,  when  he  left  the  world,  the  Hoiy  Ghost 
Migbt  dwell  with  Cbristians,  as  an  inward  bo$t; 
That  tcaching,  truth,  and  romfortin  the  breatt, 
Might  be  seruPd  by  this  abiding  gucst. 

*'  Yes;  with  apostles*'— sunk,  by  such  atho«|4ił| 
Th*  inestimable  treasure  down  to  nougbt; 
An  hi5tory  of  sunshine  may,  as  aoon, 
Make  a  blind  man  to  see  tbe  ahiningnooOi 
As  writings  ooly,  without  inward  light, 
Can  bring  tbe  World^s  redemption  into  sł{:ht: 
Jesua — the  Christ^-«the  very  book  bas  sh&n, 
Without  the  Holy  Spirit  nonę  can  own : 
In  \vord8  they  may,  but  what  is  plamly  meant, 
They  caniiot  give  a  rcal,  bcart  oonscnt. 
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Wbat  friend  to  aeńptiire,  then,  sir,  can  displace 
Tbis  inward  witaess  of  redeemiDg  grace? 
iad  KSt  the  go«peł  on  soch  outward  view, 
Af  any  Turk  maj  resi  his  Coran  too } 
Nayi  be  ean  own  a  written  word,  or  work 
That  Christians  do,  and  ycit  conUnue  Turk. 

Whj  do  the  Cbństiaii  disputants  so  flU 
The  irorid  with  books,  of  a  polemic  skill, 
WheD  His  the  Mcred,  aod  acknowledg*d  one 
TbatsU  their  jarring  systems  build  upon? 
Batthat  the  Spirit  does  not  nile  their  wit, 
By  which  at  first  the  sacred  one  was  writ : 
Of  vhose  sopport  great  scholars  stand  in  need) 
As  mach  as  tbey  who  ne^er  leamt  to  read : 
Unbtppy  they !  but  for  Łbat  li^ing  gnidę, 
Whom  God  himself  bas  <prQpni8*d  to  piwide! 
A  j^de,  to  quote  the  blessed  test  again, 
"Forerertoabide^with  Christian  men." 

Fond  of  its  books,  poor  Leaming  is  afmid; 
Aod  bigberguidance  łabours  to  evade: 
Books  bare  the  Spirit  in  sopreme  display ! 
Mea  bttt  in  lower,  oidinary  way ! 
This  stran^  account  of  m^n  and  books  is  true, 
it  seeini^  aocording  to  the  promise  too !    . 

Such  wild  conceits  alł  men  have  too  much  wit 
Or  karoed,  or  unleamed,  to  adroit; 
Bot  when  some*interest,  or  custom  rules, 
Andchains  obseąuious  wills  to  dilfrent  schools, 
The  wisest,  then,  sir,  will  relinąuish  thought, 
Aod  speak;  like  parrots,  just  as  they  are  tai^t 
What  this  should  be,  what  spends  in  vain  the  fire 
Of  brisker  tempers-^et  us  next  inqutre. 


LETTER  V. 


When  Christians  first  reccir^d  the  joyful  news— 
**  Mesaiah  come" — unmizt  with  worldly  riews ; 
When  the  whole  church  with  beav>nly  grace  was 
And  (firom  the  Spirit  Comforter)  possest   .  [błest. 
One  beart,  one  mind,  one  view  to  common  good ; 
Tben  was  the  rcal  gospel  understood. 

Then  was  the  timc"— to  cite  what  you  will  (ind 
The  preacher  noting-^*'  when  the  world  combin*d 
Its  pow'rs  against  it,  but  coiild  not  destroy ; 
When  boty  martyr^,  with  enraptur*d  joy, 
EQCoaDter'd  death;  enabled  to  sustain 
M%  atmost  terror,  and  its  utmost  pain : 
At  lock  a  joncture,  Heav'n's  nneommon  aid 
Sbon  fiorth,  to  help  humanity  display>d. 

*'  Batnow>* — his  leason  for  abated  grace, 
DiiPicDoe  of  primitive  and  prescnt  casc  ' 
**Naw       eaae,  and  bonour"  (mind  the  mazim, 

friend) 
"  Ob  the  professioi\  of  the  faith  attcnd : 
At  fint,  establish*d  by  diriner  means. 
On  haman  testimony,  now,  it  leans ; 
Sapports  itsclf,  as  other  facts  must  do, 
That  lest  oo  haman  testimony  too  ^ 
ftifficient  strcngth  is  the  conviction  there. 
To  make  the  preaent  Christian  per8eveł'e.'' 

Herę  lies  tbe  secret— that  may  soon  unfold 
Why  modern  Christians  fali  so  short  of  old; 
Wby  they  appear  to  have  soch  diffrent  looks^ 
The  men  of  spirit,  and  the  men  of  books: 
When  racks  and  gibbets,  tormcnt  and  distress 
Attended  them  who  ventur*d  to  confess, 
They  had,  indeed,  a  fixt,  and  firm  belief, 
To  die  for  one  who  suffered  like  a  thief  j' 


StretchM  on  the  wheel,  or  buming  in  the  flame. 
To  preach  a  cnicified  Redeemer*s  name; 
Courage  like  this  compendious  proof  8upp]y'd 
Of  Heav'n*s  true  kingdom,  into  which  they  dy'd: 
Thus  was  the  wisdom  of  the  worki  struck  damb. 
And  all  the  pow^rs  of  darkness  OTercome; 
Gospel  preraiPd,  by  its  intemal  light. 
And  gave  the  subject  for  tbe  pen  to  write. 

Bot  when  the  worid,  with  a  morę  fital  plan. 
To  flatter,  what  it  coiód  not  force,  began; 
When  ease,  and  honour,  as  the  preacher  saith, 
Attended  the  profession  of  the  foith ; 
Then  wrooght  its  mischief,  in  the  too  securp, 
The  secret  poisoii,  slower,  but  morę  surę  : 
Commodious  mazims  then  began  to  spread. 
And  set  up  leaming  in  the  Spińfs  stead : 
The  life  diminish*d,  as  the  books  increasM, 
Till  men  found  out  that  miracłes  were  ceas'd ; 
That,  with  respect  to  succours  morę  sublime, 
The  gospel  promise  was  but  for  a  time; 
That  inspiration,  amongst  men  of  seuse. 
Was  all  a  merę  fonatical  pretence: 
And  divers  like  discoyeries,  that  grant 
To  ease,  and  honour,  just  what  faith  they  want. 

Faith  to  profess  that  wond*rous  things  of  old 
Did  rcally  happen,  as  the  book»have  told^ 
But,  with  a  caution,  neyer  to  allow 
The  possibility  of  happening  now : 
For,  as  the  world  went  on,  it  might  affect 
An  honourable  ease,  in  some  respect, 
To  own  celestial  comfort  still  inspir*d. 
And  sufPring  courage,  as  at  first,  reqliir'd; 
Suitę  proper  then ;  but  equa11y  unfit, 
When  once  the  sacred  canon  had  been  writ : 
For  upon  that  (is  grarely  here  averr'd) 
Part  of  the  Spirifs  ofiice  was  transferrM  ; 
Book»  once  compos*d,  th'  illuminating  part 
Ho  ceas'd  himself ;  and  left  to  human  art 
To  find,  within  his  scriptural  abode, 
Th'  enlighfning  grace  that  presence  once  be^ 
stow'd. 

Tłicse  suppositions,  if  a  man  suppose, 
You  see  th'  immediate  conseąuence  that  flows ; 
That  men,  and  churcłies  afterwards  attack*d, 
Arc  pre-demólishM,  by  asserted  foct; 
Whicli,  once  advanc'd  may,  with  the  greatest  ease, 
Condemn  whatever  Christians  be  shall  pleasc: 
Owing  to  his  forbearance,  in  some  sfaape, 
If  aught  the  exten8ive  haroc  shall  escape. 

With  such  a  fund  of  leaming,  and  a  skill 
To  make  it  sqrre  what  argument  be  will; 
With  choicc  óf  words,  for  any  chosen  theme, 
With  an  idertness  rulingly  supremę ; 
What,  sir,  can  single  persons,  or  a  sect, 
When  he  is  pleas^d  to  preach  at  'em,  expect? 

Just  what  they  mect  with,  in  thepresent  ease— 
All  the  dogmatic  censure,  and  disgrace, 
That  a  commanding  genius  can  exert, 
When  it  becomes  religiously  alert; 
With  narrow  proofs,  and  consequenoes  wide, 
Sets  all  opponents  of  its  rotę  aside ; 
The  papists  first,  and  then  th*  inferior  fry, 
Fanatics ;  vanquish'd  with  a — who  but  1  ? 
These  are  the  modish  epithets  that  strike 
Attrae  religion,  and  at  folsealike; 
Of  these  reproaches  infidels  are  fuli; 
Their  usc  in  others  verging  down  to  duli : 
How  one,  who  is  no  infidel,  applies 

Tbe  hackneyM  tcrms may  ncxt  salute  your 

eyes. 


Sds 


BntOM'S  POEMS. 


LETTER  VI. 


By  reformatióD  from  the  church  of  Romę 

"We  mean,  from  fiiults  and  enroun,  I  presume; 

Against  her  truths  Ło  proMcate  a  war 

Is  protestant  ayersion  push^d  too  far : 

Id  them;  should  ease  and  honour  not  attend 

The  fair  pit^ession,  one  sbould  be  ber  friepd. 

Sbe  tbioks  tbat  Chriit  bas  given  to  bis  bride. 
His  boly  church,  an  ever  present  guide; 
By  wbose  diviiie  assistance  sbe  bas  thought, 
Tbat  miracles  sometiroes  were  really  wrougbt; 
Tliat,  by  the  ^irtue  whicb  bis  gifts  inspire,  . 
Great  saints  and  martyrs  have  adornM  ber  quire. 
Kow  say  the  worst,  tbat  e^er  can  be  said, 
Of  tbat  comiption  whicb  might  overspread 
This  church  in  gen*ral*— cast  at  her  the  stone, 
They  who  possess  perfection  in  theirown; 
Yeti  were  insŁructive  volumes  to  enlarge 
On  brigbt  exceptions  to  the  generał  charge, 
They  tbat  loye  truth,  wherevcr  it  is  found, 
Would  jóy  to  see  it,  ey'n  in  Romisb  gronnd ; 
l^IThere  if  comiption  grew  to  such  a  size, 
The  morę  illustrious  must  ezamples  rise 
Of  life  and  manners — tbese,  you  will  agree, 
Are  true  reformers,  wberesoe*er  they  be. 

Of  all  tbe  cburches,  justly  lotb  to  claim 
Exclusive  title  to  a  sacred  name, 
Wbat  one,  1  ask,  has  ever  yet  deny'd 
The  inspiration  of  the  prumisM  guide? 
Our  own— to  wbich  the  def *rence  that  is  due 
Forbids  no  just  respect  for  otbers  too^ 
BetieTes,  asserts,  tbat  what  reform  sbe  madę 
Wat  not  without  the  Holy  Spiritus  aid: 
If  to  expect  bis  gifts,  bowever  great. 
Be  popisb,  and  ftinatical,  deceit, 
Sbe,  in  ber  oflices  of  ev*ry  kind, 
Has  also  been  fanatically  biind. 
"WTiat  form,  of  ber  coroposing,  can  we  tracę 
Tyithout  a  pray'r  for  his  unstinted  grace? 
'i*aught,  by  the  sacred  vo1umes,  to  infcr 
A  SaYiour^s  promise  reaching  down  to  her, 
Greatly  she  yalues  the  recording  books; 
Bttt,  for  fulfiUmg,  in  berself  she  looks. 

lliat  sbe  may  always  think  aright,  and  act. 
By  God*s  good  Spirit,  is  her  pray'd  for  fact  j 
Without  his  grace  confessiug,  as  sbe  ought, 
Her  inability  of  act,  or  thougfat : 
77or  does  she  fear  fanatical  prctence, 
When  asking  aid  in  a  sublimer  sense ; 
Where  sbe  records,  amongst  the  martyrM  bost, 
•«  A  Stephen^-6lled  with  the  Holy  Ghc>st»'— 
She  prays  for  that  same  plenitnde  of  aid. 
By  whicb  the  martyr  for  his  niui-d'rer8  pray'd  ; 
That  she,  like  him,  in  wbat  she  undergoes, 
May  lorę,  and  bless  ber  persecuting  foes. 

Did  but  one  spark  of  so  supremę  a  grace 
Bura  in  the  breast,  when  preaohing  is  the  case, 
How  would  k  priest,  unpersecuted,  dare 
To  treat,  when  mounted  on  a  sacred  chair, 
A  church  of  Christ,  or  any  single  soul. 
By  will  enlisted  on  the  Christian  roli, 
With  snch  a  prompt,  and  contumelious  ire, 
As  loye,  nor  blessing  eyer  could  inspire  ? 

Altbo'  untourh'd  with  the  celestial  flame, 
How  could  an  Englisb  priest  mistake  his  aim  ? 
So  for  forget  the  maxims  tbat  appear, 
Throaghout  his  church's  liturgy,  so  elear  ? 
Wherein  the  Spirifs  ever  constant  aid, 
Without  a  feignM  distinction,  is  display *d; 


Without  a  rash  attempting  to  csplun. 

By  limitatioDS  foolish  and  profene, 

When,  And  to  whom,  to  what  degree,  and  end, 

Óod's  graces,  gifts,  and  pow*rs  were  to  ezteod; 

So  fiir  withdrawn— 4hat  Christians  must  alk>w 

Of  nothing  extra-ordinary,  now: 

The  yain  distinction,  which  the  wofld  has  foud. 

To  fix  an  unintelligible  bound 

To  gospel  promise;  eąually  sublhne, 

Nor  limited  by  any  other  time 

Than  tbat,  when  want  of  iaith,  when  eaitUy  wil^ 

Shall  binder  Heay'n*s  intentions  to  fulfilL 

If,  not  confioing  any  promis'd  powhrs, 
The  Romisb  church  be  iautty,  wbat  is  ours? 
Does  our  own  church,  in  her  ordaining  day, 
Does  any  consecrating  bishop  say, 
When  00  the  futuie  priest  his  haod  is  laid, 
Receiye  the  ^irit^s  ordinary  aid? 
Do  awfuł  woids— <*  Receive  the  Holy  Ghort"- 
Imply  tbat  be  abides  in  books  the  most? 
Books— wbich  the  Spirit  who  first  rol'd  the  fasada 
They  say  themselyes,  must  teach  to  undentsad. 

His  inspiration,  without  Itmits  too. 
Ml  churches  own,  whatever  preachers  do: 
Not  even  miracles,  tho'  set  aside 
In  priyate  books,  has  any  church  deny*d; 
How  weak  the  proofs,  which  this  discoone  hit 
To  justiiy  the  fashionable  thooght,        [brongkt, 
Tbat  gospel  promises,  of  any  kind. 
By  spirit,  or  by  scripture,  are  ćonifin'd 
To  apostolic,  or  to  later  times,  « 

May  be  the  sufaject  of  succeedinjp  rhymes. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECE& 

COMSISTIN6  OF  T^OUOHTB  ON  YARIOUI  SUBJECTS, 
FRAGMBNT8,  BMGRAMS,  &C 

With  peaceful  mind  thy  race  of  duty  nm; 
God  nothing  does,  or  suffers  to  be  done. 
Bot  what  thou  wouldst  thyself,,if  thou  cooldstsee, 
Thrv*  ali  events  of  things,  as  well  as  be. 


Natcrał  knowtedge  is  a  mooosbine  liffat. 
And  dreaming  sages  still  kept  sleepmg  byt; 
But  heav*niy  wisdom,  like  the  rising  san, 
Awakens  naturę,  and  good  works  are  done. 


Lbt  thy  repentance  be  withoat  delay— 
If  thou  defer  it  to  another  day, 
Thou  must  repent  ior  a  day  morę  of  sin, 
While  a  day  less  remains  to  do  it  in. 


To  be  religious  something  it  will  cost; 
Somc  ńches,  honours,  pleasures  will  be  lost; 
But  if  thou  countest  the  sum  total  o^er. 
Not  to  be  80  will  cost  a  great  deal  morę. 


He  that  does  good  with  an  unwilKng  miad, 
Does  that  to  whicb.  be  is  not  wdl  iuclin'd: 
'Twill  be  reward  sufficient  for  the  iact, 
If  God  shall  pardon  his  obedient  act. 


If  outward  comforts,  without  rea]  thoogkt 
Of  any  inward  hotiuess^  are  sougbt. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES, 
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Gdd  dMppointfi  us  oft,  md  kindly  too— 
To  oiake  na  koty  is  his  constont  Tiew. 


TmiTK,  and  be  carefol  what  thoa  art  within ; 
Por  there  is  sin  in  the  desire  of  sin: 
Tbiak,  aod  be  thanklul,  in  a  diff*rent  case ; 
Fortbere  is  fprmce  in  the  desire  of  grace. 


Pkay^R  does  not  ask,  or  want  the  skill  and  art 

Of  fonniof  wonU,  but  a  de\'oled  heart: 

If  tboo  ari  really  in  a  mind  to  pray, 

God  knows  thy  heart,  and  all  that  it  wonid  say . 


CoimiTT  is  better,  all  the  wise  will  grant, 
Than  sny  eartbiy  good  that  thoa  canst  want ; 
And  discioatent,  with  which  the  foolish  fili 
Tbeir  miads,  is  worse  than  any  earthly  Ul. 


Two  Heav'ns  a  rigbt  oontented  man  snrronnd. 
One  berę,  and  one  hereafler  to  be  found: 
One,  in  bis  own  meek  bosom,  here  on  Earth, 
ind  one,  in  Abraham'8,  at  bis  fnture  birth. 


No  fiutb  towards  God  can  e*er  subsist  with  wrath 
Ta«^  man,  nor  charity  with  want  of  faith ; 
From  the  same  root  hath  each  of  them  it^s  growth; 
You  hare  not  either,  if  yon  baye  not  both* 


Faith  is  the  bnmingr  anłour  of  desire; 
Hope  is  the  light  ańsing  from  it^s  fire; 
Love  is  the  spirit  that,  proceeding  thence, 
Completes  all  yirtue  in  a  Christian 


Nor  Steel,  nor  flint  alone  prodnces  fire; 
No  tpark  arises  till  tbey  both  conspire : 
Norfritb  alone,  nor  work  without  is  right;. 
SdTstion  rises,  when  they  both  nnite. 


Zkał  withont  meekness,  like  a  sbip  at  sea. 
To  rising  stonns  may  soon  become  a  prey ; 
And  meekness  witbout  zeal  is  like  the  same, 
When  a  dead  calm  stops  every  sailing  aim. 


Ir  gold  be  oiIier*d  thee,  thou  dost  not  say, 
To  morrow  I  will  take  it,  not  to  day : 
Salration  oiierld,  why  art  thou  so  eool. 
To  let  thyself  become  to  morrow^s  fbol  ? 


Al  faeated  &ncy,  or  imagination, 
Msy  be  mistaked  for  an  inspiration— 
Tnie;  bat  is  this  conclusion  ^ir  to  make, 
Tbat  inspintiou  must  be  all  mistake  ? 
A  pebbie  stone  is  not  a  diamond^  true  ; 
Bot  most  a  diamond  be  a  pebbie  too  ? 


HmcRREi  in  rdigion  form  a  plan 
ThstsMkes  them  hatefol  both  to  God  and  man  ; 
By  leeming  leal  they  lose  the  world*s  esteem. 
And  God*s,  because  they  are  not  what  th^  seem. 


An  bionble  man,  tho>  aO  the  world  aasuh 
To  pott  him  down,  yet  God  will  itUl  ezaltf 


Nor  can  a  proud,  by  al)  tbe  woTld>iS  renown. 
Be  lifted  up,  for  God  will  puli  him  down. 


He  is  no  fool,  who  charitably  giyes 
What  he  can  only  look  at  whiist  be  lires; 
Surę  as  he  is  to  fiud,  when  hence  he  goes, 
A  reoompense  whicb  be  can  never  loi«. 


iF  giring  to  poor  people  be  to  lend 
Thy  rooney  to  the  Lord,  who  is  tbeir  friend, 
The  highest  int^rest  upon  infrestsure 
Is  to'  let  oat  thy  money  to  the  poor. 


When  grief  or  joy  shall  press  apon  thee  haid. 
Be  then  especially  upon  thy  guard; 
Then  is  most  danger  of  not  acting  right: 
A  calmer  sute  will  gire  a  surer  lig^t. 


If  we  mind  nothing  but  tbe  body*s  pride^ 
We  lose  the  body  and  tbe  soni  beside ; 
If  we  have  nothing  but  the  Earth  in  yiew. 
We  lose  the  Earth,  and  heaV'nIy  richet  tob. 


He  is  a  sioner,  you  are  pleas>d  to  say, 
Then  loye  him  for  the  sake  of  Christ,  I  pray, 
If  on  his  gracious  words  you  place  your  tras^ 
— "  I  came  to  cali  the  sinners,  not  the  junt"— 
Second  his  cali;  whicb  if  you  will  not  do, 
Yoa'll  be  the  greater  sinner  of  the  two. 


Prat*r  and  thanksg^Ying  is  the  yital  breath, 
Tbat  keeps  the  spirit  of  a  man  from  death  ; 
For  pray*r  attracts  into  the  liting  sool 
The  Iłfe,  tbat  fills  the  universal  whole; 
And  giving  thanks  is  breathing  forth  agaia    . 
The  praise  of  him,  who  is  the  life  of  men. 


To  own  a  God  who  does  not  speak  to  men^ 
Is  first  to  own  and  then  disown  again;    - 
Of  all  idolatry  the  total  sum 
Is  baying  gods  that  are  both  deaf  and  dunb. 


Lors  does  the  good  whicb  God  commands  to  do; 
Fear  shuns  the  ill  wbich  he  prohibiis  too : 
They  both  describe,  tho*  by  a  difF*rent  name, 
A  disposition  of  the  mind  the  same. 


WHAT.is  morę  tender  than  a  mother*s  ]ov« 
To  the  sweet  infont  fbndling  in  her  arms  > 
lYhat  arguments  need  her  compaMion  moro 
To  bear  it's  cries,  and  help  it  in  it's  barms  ? 
Now,  if  the  tenderest  motber  were  possest 
Of  all  the  loye,  within  her  single  breast, 
Of  all  the  mothers  .sińce  the  world  began, 
'Tis  nothing  to  the  kove  of  God  to  man. 


Wht  should  1  be  so  eager  to  espy 

Tbe  mote  tbat  swims  upon  my  brother'8  eye? 

And  stiU  forget,  as  if  I  had  nut  known, 

The  dark'ning  beam  that  oyerspreads  my  own? 
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O !  leŁ  me  play  the  hypocrite  no  morę  I 
But  striye  to  core  my  own  obstrocted  sight! 

Then  sliall  I  see,  much  clearer  than  before, 
To  aet  my  undisceming  brother  right. 


ON  THE  EPICUHEAK  STOIC,  AND 
CHRISTIAN  PHILOSOPHY, 

Thrbe  diflPrent  scbemes  philosopbers  assign ; 
A  Chance,  a  ^at^  a  ProTidence  divine : 
Wbich  to  embrace  of  theae  three  8ev'iBl  Tiews, 
Methinks  it  is  not  difficult  to  choose. 

For  first;  what  wisdom,  or  wbat  sense,  to  ery 
Things  happen  as  tbey  do— we  know  not  why  ? 
Or  bow  are  we  adrancM  one  jot,  to  koow,      [to } 
Wben  tbings  once  are — tbat  they  must  needs  be 

To  see  sncb  order,  and  yet  own  no  laws; 
Pecd  sucfa  eifects,  and  yet  confess  no  cause; 
What  can  be  morę  extravagant  and  odd? 
He  only  reasons,  wbo  belie^es  a  Cod. 


ATHEISM  THE  ONLY  GROUND  OF 
DISCONTENT. 

If  reason  does  each  priTate  person  bind. 

To  seek  the  pnblic  weliare  of  mankind  i 

If  tbis  be  jttstice,  and  the  aacred  law, 

Tbat  guarda  the  good,  and  keeps  the  bad  in  awe, 

If  tbis  great  law  but  op^rates,  to  folfill 

One  Tast  Almighty  Being^s  rigbteous  will; 

And  if  be  only,  as  we  all  maintain, 

Does  all  things  nile,  and  all  erents  oidain; 

Then  reason  bhuds  each  private  man  t*a8sent« 

Tbat  nonę  but  atheists  can  be  discontent. 


GOD  THE  ONLY  TRUE  TEACHER. 

The  Lord  is  my  ligfat;  by  his  teaching  I  leam, 
With  a  right  understanding  his  woriis  to  discem: 


While  I  dwellin  his  preseiice  'Łisthen  thatl  lire^ 
And  enjoy  a  content  wbich  he  only  caa  give: 

In  all  other  things  I  have  labonr'd  to  fiod 
That  tmth  wbich  might  fili  an  intdfigeot  miad; 
But  I  labour^d  in  ▼ain,  for  it  is  be  alone 
That  can  giTe  me  instniction,  and  make  himiełf 
knowH. 


AN  EPIGRAM, 

.  ON  THS  BŁEStBDNESS  OF  niTlNE  ŁOYE. 

Faitb,  Hope,  and  Łore,  were  que8tioo*d,  wha( 

they  thought 
Oi^  iuture  glory,  wbich  Religioii  tanght : 
Now  Faith  believ'd  it,  firmly,  to  be  true;* 
And  Hope  espected  so  to  find  it  too; 
Love  an8wer*d,  smiling  with  a  conscious  glow, 
"  Beliere  ?  Espect?  1  know  it  to  be  so.** 


A  CONTR AST 

BETWEEll  rw6  EMINBNT  OIYIKEI. 

Two  diff*rent  painters,  artists  tn  their  way, 
Haire  drawn  reljgion  in  ber  fuli  display; 
To  both  she  sat-^One  gaz'd  at  ber  all  o*er; 
The  other  fix'd  upon  ber  features  morę : 
Heryey  has  figur^d  ber  with  ev»ry  grace 
That  dress  cooM  gtTe«-4mt  Ław  bas  hit  her  &ce. 


ON  PRBACHING. 

AR  BPIORAM. 

The  specious  sermons  of  a  leamed  mas 
Are  llttle  eise  but  flashes  in  the  pan; 
The  merę  barangiiing  upon  (wbat  tbey  caR) 
Morality  is  powder  witbout  hall ; 
But  be,  wbo  preaches  with  a  Christian  gnce, 
Fires  at  our  vices,  aud  the  shot  takes  place. 
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ROBERT  DODSLEY. 


N 


THE 


LIFE  OF  ROBERT  DODSLEY. 


6T  MR«  CHALMERS. 


Ak  acconnt  of  Mr.  Doddey  was  added  to  the  new  edition  of  the  Biographia 
Bńtannica  by  Dr.  Kippis,  bat  without  much  infonnaticn  from  peraonal  i]iqmry» 
which  at  that  time  most  haye  been  in  the  doctor^s  power ;  nor  does  he  appear  to 
htTe  seen  The  Muse  in  Livery,  which' would  have  cleared  up  the  doubta  re- 
tpecting  the  early  condition  of  our  author.  In  endeavouring  to  supply-  these  de- 
fecU,  I  have,  perhaps,  been  in  some  measnre  successful ;  but  after  eyery  itiquiry» 
the  life  of  Dodsley  can  be  little  morę  than  a  contribution  to  the  generał  history  of 
literaturę* 

Robert  Dodsley  was  bom  at  Mansfield  in  Nottinghamshire,  in  the  year  1703. 
ETis  father  ii  said  to  haye  kept  the  free  school  at  Mansfield,  a  situation  in*  which  it 
u  oatund  to  suppose  he  could  have  bestowed  some  education  on  his  children;  yet 
it  is  not  eąsy  to  reconcile  this  with  the  seryile  track  of  life  into  which  they  were 
obliged  to  enter.  He  is  described  as  a  little  deformed  ihan,  who,  aftelr  having  a 
large  &mily  by  his  first  wife,  married  at  the  age  of  seventy-five  a  young  girl  of 
only  serenteen  years,  by  whom  he  had  a  child. 

Of  his  sonsy  Alvary  lived  many  years,  and  died  in  the  service  of  the  late  sir 
George  Sanie:  Isaac  was  for  some  time  gardener  to  Mr.  Allen  of  Prior-park»  and 
afterwards  to  lord  Weymouth  at  Long-leat.  In  these  two  families  he  speht  fiffy- 
two  years  of  his  life,  and  has  the  credit  of  being  the  projector  of  some  of  the  beau- 
tifttl  plantations  at  both  those  seats.  He  retired  from  Long^leat  at  the  age  of  se- 
renty-eighty  and  died  about  three  years  after.  There  was  a  third,  John,  whose 
name,  with  that  of  Alvary  and  of  the  father,  I  find  among  the  subscribers  to  our 
poet'8  first  publication.  James,  who  was  twenty-two#year8  younger  than  Robert, 
will  come  to  be  mentioned  hęreafter,  when  he  wastaken  into  partnership.  How  he 
psMed  the  preceding  part  of  his  time  is  not  known. 

Of  Robert  nothing  is  now  remembered  in  his  native  town,  but  a  traditional  jitory 
that  he  was  put  apprentice  to  a  stocking-weaTer  of  that  place,  and  that  being  al- 
most  stanred,  he  ran  away,  and  was  hired  by  a  lady,  as  her  footman:  this  lady,  it 
it  added,  obsendng  that  he  employed  his  leisure  hours  in  reading,  gaye  him  erery 
eocooragement^  and  soon  after  he  wrote  an  entertainment  which  was  sbown  to 
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Pope  and  others.^  Part  of  this  story  is  probable,  but  too  much  of  his  history  » 
crowded  into  it.  His  first  senrice  was  not  that  of  a  lady,  nor  was  the  entertainment 
(The  Toy  Shop)  his  first*  production. 

Although  he  was  probably  not  in  many  stations  of  ihe  menial  kind,  it  is  cer- 
tain  that  he  was  once  footman  to  Charles  Dartiquenave  (or,  as  spelt  by  Swift)  Dar- 
tineufy  esq«  paymaster  of  the  works,  and  the  Darty  who  is  noticed  by  Pope : 

Each  mortal  has  his  pleamre :  nonę  deny 
Scarsdale  his  bottle,  Darty  bis  ham-pye. 

i        •  » 

His  gluttony,  which  was  long  proyerbial,  suggested  to  lord  Lyttejton  to  intro- 
duce  him  in  his  Dialogues  of  the  Dead,  holding  a  conyersation  with  Apicins.  The 
story  of  the  ham-pye.  Dr*  Warton  assures  us,  was  confirmed  by  Dodsley,  who 
knew  Dartineuf,  and,  as  he  candidly  owned,  had  waited  on  him  at  dinner:  or,a8 
he  said  morę  explictly  to  Dr.  Johnsou,  ^^  was  his  footman." 

He  seryed  afterwards  in  the  same  humble  station,  in  the  family  of  the  hon.  Mn. 
Lowther,  where  his  conduct  prócured  him  respect,  and  his  abilities  distinction< 
Several  of  his  smali  poems  were  written  while  in  this  family,  and  being  shown  to 
his  mistress  and  ber  visitors,  he  was  encouraged  to  publish  them  by  a  very  liberał 
sudscriptron,  including  about  two  hundred  names  of  considerable  notę.  His  ro« 
lume  fead  the  vefy  appropriate  title  of  The  Muse  in  Livery,  or  The  Footman*! 
MisseUany,  a  thinoctaro,  publishedin  the  year  1732. 

In  his  pfefkce  he  allndes  very  feelingly  to  his  many  disadyantages.  "  What  can 
be  expected  ttom  the  pen  of  a  footman,  a  character  that  espresses  a  wantboth  of 
fńends,  fortunę,  and  all  the  adrantages  of  a  liberał  education  or  a  polite  ćonrerse  F 
He  seeks  m>'olher  excuse  for  his  yerses,  «« than  the  candour  and  good  natnre  of  hi§ 
readers,  when  they  recollect  that  the  author  lies  under  all  the  disadrantages  of  sn 
uncultirated  mind;  nay  even  his  natural  genius  depressed  by  the  sense  of  his  Iow 
condition :  a  condition  from  which  he  never  hopes  to  rise,  but  by  th^  goodness  of 
Providence  influencing  some  genero^s  mind  to  support  an  honest  and  a  gratefnl 
heart,  which  will  erer  be  found  in  the  breast  of  the  author,  R.  D."  In  an  cm* 
folematical  frontispiece  is  a  figurę  intenfded  to  represent  himself,  the  ńght  fbot 
cfaained  to  despair,  the  right  hand  chained  by  poverty  to  misery,  folly,  and  igno* 
rance,  the  left  hand  winged  and  endeayouring  in  vain  to  reach  happiness,  virtuQ 

and  knowledge. 

The  Tolume  contains  the  Epistle  to  Stephen  Duck;  Kitty,  a  pastorał;  The  Pe- 
titión ;  Rome^s  pardon,  under  the  title  of  the  Devil  is  a  Dunce ;  Religion,  a  si- 
mile;  The  Epithalamium,  called  here,  an  Entertainment  designed  for  the  Wedding 
of  G6vemor  Lowther  and  Miss  Pennington ;  and  the  Advice.  Thesc  were  reprinted 
in  his  Yolume  of  Trifles;  of  the  rest,  the  Footman,  the  rerses  to  the  hon.  Lady 
Howe,  and  those  to  his  firiend  Mr.  Wright,  are  added  to  the  present  collection. 
The  Footman  eshibits,  in  smooth  and  easy  rhymes,  the  manners  of  the  age;  and  the 
Yerses  to  lady  Howe  contain,  in  the  second  stanza,  a  piece  of  condolence,  of  won- 
derful  simplicity.  The  other  compositions  in  this  publication  are  cbiefly  compli- 
ments  to  his  patrons,  and  may  be  omitted  without  injury  to  his  memory  as  a  poeŁ 
Those  he  reprinted;  were  carefully  revised,  and  he  madę  many  alterations,  whićh, 
howeyer,  are  not  worth  specifying.    The  Epistle  to  Stephen  Duck  bestowed  some 
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^itm^agant  compliments  on  that  poor  poetaster,  of  which  Dodsley  lired  to  be 
«ihanied. 

His  next  attempt  was  morę  successful  than  the  pdblication  of  his  poems*  and 
oonsidering  the  disadrantages  of  a  life  of  seryitude,  morę  extraordinary«  He  wrote 
a  drsunatic  piece,  entitled  The  Toy  Shop,  the  style  of  which  discoyers  an  improTe- 
meat  which  to  those  who  had  just  read  The*  Muse  in  Livery,  mast  have  ap^ 
peared  wonderful^  This  the  author  determined  to  submit  to  Pope  in  manuscript. 
He  tells  us  he  had  a  ^eat  regard  for  that  poet,  before  he  had  the  honour  of  being 
known  to  him,  and  **  it  was  a  great  mortification  to  him  that  he  used  to  think 
Jumself  too  inconsiderable  ever  to  merit  his  notice  or  esteem.  However»  some  tknę 
after  I  had  wrote  the  Toy  Shop,  hoping  there  was  something  in  it  which  might  re» 
commend  me  to  him  in  a  morał  capacity,  at  least>  though  not  in  a  poetical  one»  I 
aent  it  to  him,  and  desired  his  opinion  of  it,  espressing  some  doubt  that,  though 
I  designed  it  for  the  stage,  yet  unless  its  novelty  would  recommend  it,  I  was  afraid 
it  would  jiot  bear  a  public  representation,  and  therefore  had  not  offered  it  to  the 
actors."  * 

Pope*s  answer  to  this  application  may  appear  in  this  place  without  impropriety» 
as  it  has  escaped  the  coUectors  of  his  letters,  and  ezbiUts  his  kindness  to^  unpro- 
tected  genius  in  a  Tery  faTourable  light. 

"  SIR,  Feb.  5,  1733-3. 

"  I  was  very  willing  to  read  your  pieCe,  and  do  freely  tell  you,  I  like  it,  as  fur 
as  my  particular  judgment  goes*  Whether  it  has  action  enough  to  please  the  stage, 
I  doubt:  but  the  morality  and  satire  ought  to  be  relished  by  the  reader.  I  will  do 
morę  than  you  ask  me :  I  will  recommend  it  to  Mr.  Rich.  If  he  can  join  it  to  an^r 
play,  with  suitable  representations,  to  make  it  an  entertiunment,  I  beliere  he  will 
give  you  a  benefit  night;  and  I  sincerely  wish  it  may  be  turned  any  way  to  your 
adyantage,  or  that  I  could  show  you  my  friendship  in  any  instance.— I  am  &c/* 

Pope  accordingly  recommended  it  to  .Mr.  Rich,  and  ever  after  bestowed  <'  his  fa* 
tour  and  acqnaintance"  on  the  author.  The  hint  of  this  excellent  satire,  for  it  scartel  v 
desenres  the  name  of  drama,  was  taken  from  Randolph*s  Muse's  Looking  Glass. 
It  was  acted  at  Corent  Garden  theatre  in  1735,  and  met  with  great  success;  but 
was  yet  morę  popular  when  printed,  beiog  indeed  much  better  calculated  for  the 
closet  than  the  stage.  There  is  an  ease  and  elegance  in  the  style  which  raise  our 
opinion  of  Dodsley^s  natural  talents,  and  so  many  circumstances  of  public  and 
pńrate  absurdities  are  brought  together,  as  to  afford  a  decisiye  proof  that  he  had 
amind  far  above  his  situation,  and  that  with  habits  of  attentive  observation  of  life 
and  manners,  he  cheńshed  the  justest  morał  feelings. 

Such  was  his  situation,  however,  that  for  some  time  he  was  supposed  to  be  only 
the  nominał  author  of  the  Toy  Shop ;  but  when  he  asserted  his  claim  he  becaiue 
morę  noticed,  and  the  theatre  morę  easily  accessible  to  his  fiiture  dramatic  attempts. 
The  profits  of  his  rolume  of  poems,  and  of  the  Toy  Shop,  enabled  him  to  set  up  in 
basioess,  and  with  much  judgment  he  chose  that  of  a  booksciler,  which  his  friends 
night  promote,  and  which  might  afibrd  htm  leisure  and  opportunity  to  cultirate 
his  talents.  At  what  time  he  ąuitted  serrice  is  not  known,  but  he  commenced  the 
booksellrng  tradc  at  a  shop  in  Pall  Mail  in  the  year  1/35,  and  by  Pope's  friendly 
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interett,  and  his  own  bumble  and  pnident  behayimir,  soon  drew  into  his  littte 
premifles  euch  m  societj  of  men  of  genias,  taste  and  rank,  as  have  seldom  met* 
Many  of  these  he  afterwaids  had  the  honour  of  uniting  together  in  morę  than  one 
■cheme  of  literary  paitnershłp. 

In  the  raean  time,  the  tacceas  of  his  fint  dramatic  piece  encouraged  him  to  at- 
tempt  anodier  better  adapted  to  fctage  rules.  This  was  his  farce  of  The  King  and 
the  Miller  of  Mansfield,  the  plot  of  which  is  formed  on  a  traditional  story  in  the 
Tcign  of  Henry  II.  It  was  performed  in  173^7*  uid  with  applause  scarcely  infe- 
rior  to  that  of  the  Toy  Sfcop.  In  1737-8  he  produced  Sir  John  Cockle  at  Court^ 
intended  as  a  seąuel  to  The  King  and  the  MiUer»  but  it  had  the  usnal  fate  of  se- 
({uels,  to  safier  by  comparison.  His  nest  dramatic  performance  was  The  Blind 
Beggar  of  Bethnal  Green,  a  ballad  fiirce,  acted  in  1741»  but  with  little  succesa. 
The  songs,  howerer,  are  now  added  to  his  poetical  miscellanies,  and  are  not  un- 
fcrourable  specimens  of  lyric  simplicity. 

Almost  fimn  the  commencement  of  trade  Dodsley  became  a  speculator  in  Tari- 
tras  literary  undertakings,  either  original  or  compiled.  So  rapid  was  his  success, 
Iłiat  before  he  had  been  three  yeara  in  buńness  he  became  a  pnrchaser  of  copy- 
fights,  and  it  b  among  the  most  striking  of  those  occurrences  which  diversify  the 
lircs  of  men  of  literary  eminence*  that  in  1738  the  trały  iUustrious  Dr.  Samuel 
Johnson  was  glad  to  sell  his  first  original  poblication  to  humble  Robert  Dodsley, 
lor  the  smali  sum  of  ten  guineas.  We  find  by  Mr.  Boswell*s  Tery  interesting  ac^ 
count  of  this  transaction,  that  Dodsley  wms  the  first  to  discoTcr  the  mei^ts  of 
Johnson*8  London,  and  was  desirous  to  purdiaae  an  artide  of  which,  as  a  trades- 
man,  he  had  not  miscalculated  the  ralue.  But  before  this  time  Dodsley*s  shop 
must  haTe  been  in  considerable  reputadon,  as  in  Apiil  1737  he  published  Pope*s 
Second  Epistle  of  the  Secoud  Book  <if  Horace,  and  in  the  following  month  Pope 
asngned  OTer  to  bim  the  sole  propetty  <if  his  Letters,  and  afterwards  that  of  vols. 
5  and  6  of  bis  works,  and  some  of  his  detached  pieces.  Not  long  after  Young 
and  Akenaide  published  their  works  at  his  shop,  and  as  early  as  March  1738-9 
he  became  a  partner  with  some  of  bis  bcethien  in  the  copyright  of  established 
anthors*. 

The  first  of  bis  literary  schemes  was  a  periodical  jouraal,  which  appears  to  hare 
escaped  the  reaeairhes  of  his  bJographers,  entitled  The  Public  Register,  or 
M^eekly  Magasine,  begun  January  3»  1741f  emch  number  of  which  consisted  of 
aixteen  quarto  pages,  handsomely  printed,  and  was  sold  for  three  pence.  Although 
Dodsley  appeais  to  haTe  li^^d  on  fri^Mily  terms  with  Cave  the  printer,  who  referred 
Johnaon  to  bim  as  a  fit  publisher  of  the  London,  yet  this  Re^ster  was  undoubtedly 
one  of  the  manT  attempts  madę  at  that  time  to  riyal  the  uncommon  and  much 
eiiTied  succesa  of  the  Gentleman^s  Magaane,  and  like  them  was  soon  obliged  to 
Tield  to  die  superior  popularity  of  that  Taluable  miscellany.  Dodsley  and  Care 
abuaed  osie  another  a  little,  as  nral  projectors,  but  were  probably  reconciled 


AIn^A  ^Mk  tkae  ke  bad  tl»  lUfortiuie  to  iacnr  tiie  displessnre  of  Ihe  hoase  of  lonis  by  pnblisb- 

ilw»  eatilM  Msnwrs.  Bco  Yictor  was  putly  the  mesiM  of  mring  him  from 
of  tlM  sAir,  hj  fc^oBStiag  the  cari  of  Enex  (one  of  tbote  libdled  in  tb« 
C^  %ii  IMMt  M  hw^ble  petitioa  from  Dodiiey,  wbkh  hit  loidsbip  did  with  lo  nmch  eflect,  thst 
l>**^*»f>  %«»  dbchufed  on  poyiag  bb  fees,  which  cune  **  to  sereaty  odd pounds:  a  tolanblo  ■on,'* 
^  V>t^  aM«« «  for  oae  w^^kh  •cwry  1od{tng  in  the  Batchtr-row,**    Tictot*!  Letten,  toL  1.    C 
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when  the  cause  was  remored.  Tbe  coBtents  of  Dodsley^s  Public  Register  werci 
originąl  letten  and  essays,  in  prose  and  vene:  records  of  literaturć;  the  substance 
of  the  parliamentary  debates,  with  news  foreig^  and  domestic,  and  adyertisements 
relating  to  books.  The  original  essays  were  contńbuted  by  his  friends,  and 
many  of  them  probably  by  himself.  It  proceeded  as  far  as  the  twenty-fourth 
number,  when  the  editor  thought  proper  to  stop.  He  urges  in  his  larewell 
address  <<  the  additional  expense  he  was  at  in  stamping  it,  and  the  ungenerous 
nsage  he  met  with  from  one  of  the  proprietors  of  a  certain  monthly  pomphlet, 
who  prerailed  with  most  of  the  common  newspapers  not  to  adrertise  it." 

In  1745,  he  wrote  a  little  poetical  piece  called  Rex  et  Pontifez,  which  hemeant 
as  an  attempt  to  introduce  a  new  species  of  pantooaime  upon  the  stage.  It  was 
not,  howeyer,  received  by  any  of  the  theatres,  and  probably  was  considered  only  aa 
a  political  effuuon  for  a  temporary  purpose. 

In  17469  he  projected  another  periodical  work»  entitled,  The  Musenm,  or  The 
literaiy  and  historical  Register,  published  every  fortnight,  in  an  octavo  size.  Of 
this  concem  he  hikd  only  a  fourth  share,  the  rest  being  the  property  of  Mesars* 
Longman,  Shewell,  Hitch,  and  Rivington*  It  extended  to-three  voIumes,  and 
contains  a  greater  variety  of  original  essays^  of  real  merit  than  any  similar  under* 
taking  within  our  memory;  nor  will  this  be  doubted,  when  it  is  added  that  am^ng 
the  contributors  were  Spence,  Horace  Walpole,  the  two  Wartons,  Akenside^ 
Lowth,  Smart,  Gilbert  Cooper,  William  Whitehead,  Merrick,  and  Campbell. 
This  last  wrote  those  political  papers  which  he  ailerwards  coUected^  enlarged,  and 
published  nnder  the  title  of  The  present  State  of  Europę. 

In  1748  our  author  published  a  work  of  yet  greater  populańty  and  acknow* 
ledged  value  in  the  instruction  of  youth,  his  Preceptor,  to  which  some  of  the 
parties  just  mentioned  contńbuted.  Dr.  Johnson  furnished  the  pre&ce,  and  the 
Yision  of  Theodore  the  Hermit.  In  the  begin^ipg  of  the  foUowing  year  Dodsley 
purchased  Johnson^s  Yanity  of  Humań  Wishes,  for  the  smali  sum  of  fifteen 
guineas,  but  Johnson  reserved  the  right  of  printing  one  edition.  It  is  a  better  proof 
of  I>odsley's  enterprising  spirit  that  he  was  the  first  who  suggested  the  scheme  of 
the  English  Dictionary,  upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  was  at  this  time  employed: 
and  is  supposed  to  have  procured  some  hints  from  Pope,  among  whose  friends  a 
scheme  of  this  kind  had  been  long  entertained.  Pope,  however,  did  not  live  to 
see  the  escellent  prospectus  which  Johnson  published  in  1747* 

In  1748,  Dodsley  collected  together  in  one  TolUme  his  dramatic  pieces,  under 
the  modest  title  of  Trifles.  On  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapelle,  he  wrote  The 
Triumph  of  Peace,  a  Masque,  which  was  set  to  musie  by  Dr.  Ame,  and  performed 
at  Drury-lane  in  174ii-d.    Of  this  I  have  not  been  able  to  procure  an  entire 

In  1750,  he  published  a  smali  volume,  unlike  any  of  his  former  attempts, 
entitled  **  The  Economy  of  Humań  Life,  translated  from  an  Indian  Manuscript, 
written  by  an  ancient  Bramin ;  to  which  is  prefised,  an  Account  of  the  Manner  in 
which  the  said  Manuscript  was  discoYcred.  In  a  Letter  from  an  English  Gentle- 
man,  now  residing  in  China,  to  the  Earl  of  ♦♦*♦♦,"  Whether  from  modesty, 
fear,  or  merely  a  trick  of  trade,  Dodsley  affected  to  be  only  tbe  publisher  of  this 
work,  and  persisted  in  his  disguise  for  some  time.  Conjecture  gare  it  to 
the  earl  of  Chesterfield^  and  not  quite  so  absurdly  as  Mrs..  Teresa  Constantią 
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interest,  and  his  own  humble  and  prud^nt  behavioiir,  soon  drew  into  his  littl^ 
premises  such  a  society  of  men  of  genius,  taste  and  rank»  as  have  seldom  met. 
Many  of  these  he  afterwards  had  the  honour  of  uniting  together  in  morę  than  one 
scheme  of  Hterary  partnership. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  success  of  his  first  dramatic  piece  encouraged  him  to  at- 
tempt  another  better  adapted  to  btage  rules.  This  was  his  larce  of  The  King  and 
the  Miller  of  Mansfield,  the  plot  of  which  is  formed  on  a  traditional  story  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  IL  It  was  performed  in  173^79  cuid  with  applause  scarcely  infe* 
rior  to  that  of  the  Toy  Shop.  In  1737-8  he  produced  Sir  John  Cockle  at  Court, 
intended  as  a  sequel  to  The  King  and  the  Miller,  but  it  had  the  usual  fate  of  se- 
quels,  to  snfier  by  comparison.  His  next  dramatic  performance  was  The  Blińd 
Beggar  of  Bethnal  Green,  a  ballad  farce,  acted  in  1741,  bnt  with  little  success* 
The  songs,  however,  are  now  added  to  his  poetical  miscellanies,  and  are  not  un- 
f&yourable  specimens  of  lyric  simplicity. 

Almost  from  the  commencement  of  trade  Dodsley  became  a  speculator  in  Tari- 
ous  literary  undertakings,  either  original  or  compiled.  So  rapid  was  his  success, 
that  before  he  had  been  three  years  in  business  he  became  a  purchaser  of  copy- 
ńghts,  and  it  is  among  the  most  striking  of  those  occurrences  which  diversify  the 
lires  of  men  of  literary  eminence,  that  in  1738  the  truły  illustrious  Dr.  Samuel 
Johnson  was  glad  to  sell  his  first  original  pnblication  to  humble  Robert  Dodsley, 
for  the  smali  sum  of  ten  guineas.  We  find  by  Mr.  BoswelUs  very  interesting  ac- 
count  of  this  transaction,  that  Dodsley  was  the  first  to  discorer  the  mei^ts  of 
Johnson*s  London,  and  was  desirous  to  purchase  an  article  of  which,  as  a  trades- 
man,  he  had  not  miscalculated  the  yalue.  But  before  this  time  Dodsley^s  shop 
must  haTe  been  in  considerable  reputation,  as  in  April  1737  he  published  Pope*s 
Second  Epistle  of  the  Secoud  Book  of  Horace,  and  in  the  following  month  Pope 
assigned  over  to  him  the  sole  property  of  his  Letters,>nd  afterwards  that  of  vols. 
5  and  6  of  his  works,  ąnd  some  of  his  detached  pieces.  Not  long  after  Young 
and  Akenside  published  their  works  at  his  shop,  and  as  early  as  March  1738-9 
he  became  a  partner  with  some  of  his  brethren  in  the  copyright  of  established 
authors*. 

The  first  of  his  literary  schemes  was  a  periodical  joumal,  which  appears  to  have 
escaped  -the  researches  of  his  biographers,  entitled  The  Public  Register,  or 
Weekly  Magazine,  begun  January  3,  17^1*  each  number  of  which  consisted  of 
8ixteen  quarto  pages,  handsomely  printed,  and  was  sold  for  three  pence.  Although 
Dodsley  appears  to  have  lived  on  friendly  terms  with  Cave  the  printer,  who  referred 
Johnson  to  him  as  a  fit  publisher  of  the  London,  yet  this  Register  was  undoubtedly 
one  of  the  many  attempts  madę  at  that  time  to  rival  the  uncommon  and  much 
envied  success  of  the  Gentleman*s  Magazine,  and  like  them  was  soon  obliged  to 
yield  to  the  superior  popularity  of  that  yaluable  miscellany.  Dodsley  and  Cave 
abused  one  another  a  little,  as  rival  projectors,  but  were  probably  reconciled 

*  About  thiatime  be  had  the  misfortane  to  incar  the  displeasare  of  the  boose  of  loMs  by  pnblisb* 
ing  Paul  Whitehead'8  satire  eotitled  Manners.  Ben  Yictor  was  partly  the  means  of  saTing  him  from 
the  wont  conMąuencet  of  this  affair,  by  reqiiesting  the  earl  of  £«sex  (one  of  those  libeUed  in  the 
poem)  to  present  an  humble  petition  from  Doddey,  which  his  lordship  did  with  so  much  eflbct,  that 
Dodsley  was  dischai^ged  on  paying  his  fees,  which  came  "  to  seTenty  odd  pounds:  a  tolmrabie  sam,'* 
Yłctor  adds, "  foT  one  week*8  scurry  lodging  in  the  Butcher-row«"    Tićtor^s  Łetters,  vol.  I.    C 
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when  the  cause  was  remoyed.  Tbe  contents  of  Dodsley^s  Public  Register  werc^ 
ońg^nal  letters  and  essays,  in  proee  and  yene:  records  of  literaturo:  the  substance 
of  the  parliamentary  debates»  with  news  foreign  and  doniestic»  and  adrertiseiiients 
relating  to  books.  The  original  essays  were  contributed  by  his  friends,  and 
many  of  them  probably  by  himself.  It  proceeded  as  far  as  the  twenty-fburth 
number,  when  the  editor  thought  proper  to  stop.  He  urges  in  his  farewell 
address  ^*  the  additional  expense  he  was  at  in  stamping  it,  and  the  uijigenerous 
usage  he  met  with  from  one  of  the  proprietors  of  a  certain  monthly  pamphlet» 
who  prevailed  with  most  of  the  common  newspapers  not  to  adrertise  it." 

In  1745,  he  wrote  a  little  poetical  piece  called  R£x  et  Pontifez,  which  hemeant 
as  an  attempt  to  introduce  a  new  species  of  pantomimę  upon  the  stage.  It  was 
not,  however,  received  by  any  of  the  theatres,  and  probably  was  considf  red  only  aa 
a  political  effusion  for  a  temporary  purpose. 

In  1746,  he  projected  another  periodical  work,  entitled»  The  Museum,  or  The 
literary  and  historical  Register,  published  every  fortnight,  in  an  octavo  size.  Of 
this  concem  he  hi^  only  a  fourth  share,  the  rest  being  the  property  of  Messrs* 
Longman,  Shewell,  Hitch,  and  Rivington«  It  estended  tothree  yolumes,  and 
contains  a  greater  variety  of  orig^nal  essays^  of  real  merit  than  any  similar  under* 
taking  within  our  memory ;  nor  will  this  be  doubted,  when  it  is  added  that  am<vig 
the  contributors  were  Spence,  Horace  Walpole,  the  two  Wartons,  Akenside^ 
Lowth,  Smart,  Gilbert  Cooper,  William  Whitehead,  Merrick,  and  Campbell. 
This  last  wrote  those  political  papers  which  he  aflerwards  collected',  enlarged,  and 
published  under  the  title  of  The  present  State  of  Europę. 

In  1748  our  author  published  a  work  of  yet  greater  popularity  and  acknow- 
ledged  value  in  the  instniction  of  youth,  his  Preceptor,  to  which  some  of  tbe 
parties  just  mentioned  contributed.  Dr.  Johnson  furnished  the  preface,  and  the 
Yision  of  Theodore  the  Hermit.  In  the  begii\nipg  of  the  following  year  Dodsley 
purchased  Johnson^s  Yanity  of  Huinan  Wishes,  for  the  smali  sum  of  fifteen 
guineas,  but  Johnson  reserved  the  right  of  printing  one  edition.  It  is  a  better  proof 
of  Dodsley *s  enterprising  spirit  that  he  was  the  first  who  suggested  the  scheme  of 
the  English  Dictionary,  upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  was  at  this  time  employed: 
and  is  supposed  to  have  procured  some  hints  from  Pope,  among  whose  friends  a 
scheme  of  this  kind  had  been  long  entertained.  Pope,  however,  did  not  live  to 
see  the  excellent  prospectus  which  Johnson  published  in  1747* 

In  1748,  Dodsley  collected  together  in  one  yolUme  his  dramatic  pieces,  under 
the  modest  title  of  Trifles.  On  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapęlle,  he  wrote  The 
Triumph  of  Peace,  a  Masque,  which  was  set  to  musie  by  Dr.  Ame,  and  performed 
at  Drury-lane  in  1748-9.  Of  this  I  have  not  been  able  to  procure  an  entire 
copy. 

In  1750,  he  published  a  smali  rolume,  unlike  any  of  his  former  attempts, 
entitled  ^*  The  Economy  of  Humań  Life,  translated  from  an  Indian  Manuscript, 
written  by  an  ancient  Bramin ;  to  which  is  prefixed,  an  Account  of  the  Manner  in 
which  the  said  Manuscript  was  discovered.  In  a  Letter  from  an  English  Gentle- 
man,  now  residing  in  China,  to  the  Earl  of  *****/*  Whether  from  modesty, 
fear,  or  merely  a  trick  of  trade,  Dodsley  affected  to  be  only  the  publisher  of  this 
work,  and  persisted  in  his  disguise  for  some  time.  Conjecture  gave  it  to 
the  earl  of  Chesterfield,  and  not  quite  so  absurdly  as  Mrs..  Teresa  Constantią 
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interett,  and  his  own  humble  and  pnid«nt  behavioar,  toon  drew  iiito  his  littl^ 
premises  such  a  society  of  men  of  genius,  taste  and  rank»  as  have  seldom  met. 
Many  of  these  he  afterwards  had  the  honour  of  aniting  together  in  morę  than  one 
scheme  of  Itterary  partnership. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  sućcess  of  his  fint  drematic  piece  encouraged  him  to  at- 
tempt  another  better  adapted  to  btage  rules.  This  was  his  farce  of  The  King  and 
the  Miller  of  Mansfield,  the  plot  of  which  is  formed  on  a  traditional  story  in  the 
reigpi  of  Henry  II.  It  was  perfonned  in  173^/9  ^^^  ^ith  applause  scarcely  infe- 
rior  to  that  of  the  Toy  Shop.  In  1737-8  he  produced  Sir  John  Cockle  at  Court, 
intended  as  a  seqael  to  The  King  and  the  Miller,  but  it  had  the  usual  fate  of  se- 
ąnels,  to  safier  by  comparison.  His  next  dramatic  performance  was  The  Blind 
Beggar  of  Bethnal  Green,  a  ballad  farce,  acted  in  1741,  but  with  little  success. 
The  songs,  however,  are  now  added  to  his  poetical  miscellanies,  and  are  not  un- 
f&yourable  specimens  of  lyric  simplicity. 

Almost  from  the  commencement  of  trade  Dodsley  became  a  speculator  in  yari- 
ous  literary  undertakings,  eith.er  original  or  compiled.  So  rapid  was  his  success, 
that  before  he  had  been  three  years  in  business  he  became  a  purchaser  of  copy- 
lights,  and  it  is  among  the  most  striking  of  those  occurrences  which  diversify  the 
•  lives  of  men  of  literary  eminence,  that  in  1738  the  truły  illustrious  Dr.  Samuel 
Johnson  was  glad  to  sell  his  first  original  publication  to  humble  Robert  Dodsley, 
for  the  smali  sum  of  ten  guineas.  We  find  by  Mr.  BoswelFs  Tery  interesting  ac- 
count  of  this  transaction,  that  Dodsley  was  the  first  to  discorer  the  merjts  of 
Johnson*s  London,  and  was  desirous  to  purchase  an  article  of  which,  as  a  trades- 
man,  he  had  not  miscalculated  the  value.  But  before  this  time  Dod8ley*s  shop 
must  hare  been  in  considerable  reputation,  as  in  April  1737  he  published  Fope*s 
Second  Epistle  of  the  Secoud  Book  of  Horace,  and  in  the  foUowing  month  Pope 
assigned  over  to  him  the  sole  property  of  his  Letters,^and  afterwards  that  of  vols. 
5  and  6  of  his  works,  ąnd  some  of  his  detached  pieces.  Not  long  after  Young 
and  Akenside  published  their  works  at  his  shop,  and  as  early  as  March  1738-9 
he  became  a  partner  with  some  of  his  brethren  in  the  copyright  of  established 
authors*. 

The  first  of  his  literary  schemes  was  a  periodical  joumal,  which  appears  to  haye 
escaped  the  researches  of  his  biographers,  entitled  The  Public  Register,  or 
Weekly  Magazine,  begun  January  3,  17^19  each  number  of  which  consisted  of 
siKteen  quarto  pages,  handsomely  printed,  and  was  sold  for  three  pence.  Although 
Dodsley  appears  to  haye  liyed  on  friendly  terms  with  Caye  the  printer,  who  referred 
Johnson  to  him  as  a  fit  publisher  of  the  London,  yet  this  Register  was  undoubtedly 
one  of  the  many  attempts  madę  at  that  time  to  riyal  the  uncommon  and  much 
enyied  success  of  the  Gentleman*s  Magazine,  and  like  them  was  soon  obliged  to 
yield  to  the  superior  popularity  of  that  yaluable  miscellany.  Dodsley  and  Caye 
abused  one  another  a  little,  as  riyal  projectors,  but  were  probably  reconciled 

*  About  ihis^time  he  had  the  misfortune  to  incar  the  displeasare  of  Uie  bouse  of  loMs  by  |Hiblish- 
ing  Paul  Whitehead*8  satire  entitled  Manners.  Ben  Yictor  was  partly  the  means  of  saring  him  from 
the  wont  conseąoencet  of  thii  aflair,  by  requefiting  the  earl  of  Easez  (one  of  those  libeUed  in  ttm 
poem)  to  present  an  humble  petition  from  Dodsley,  which  his  lordship  did  with  so  much  efibct,  that 
Dodsley  was  dischai^ged  on  paying  his  fees,  which  came  "  to  seyenty  odd  pounds:  a  tolenble  sam,** 
Yictor  adds, "  fot  one  week*s  scuryy  lodging  in  the  Butcher-raw«»    Tićtor^s  Łetters,  vol.  1.    C. 
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when  the  cause  was  remored.  The  contents  of  Dodsley^s  Public  Register  werc^ 
ońgin^l  letters  and  essays,  in  prose  and  vene:  records  of  literaturo;  the  substance 
of  the  parliamentary  debates,  with  news  foreig^  and  domestic,  and  adyertiseiiients 
relating  to  books.  The  original  essays  were  contributed  by  his  friends,  and 
many  of  them  probably  by  himself.  It  proceeded  bs  far  as  the  twenty-fourth 
number»  when  the  editor  thought  proper  to  stop.  He  urges  in  his  ferewell 
address  ''  the  additional  expense  he  was  at  in  stamping  it,  and  the  ungenerous 
usage  he  met  with  from  one  of  the  proprietors  of  a  certain  monthly  pamphlet, 
who  prerailed  with  most  of  the  common  newspapers  not  to  adyertise  it." 

In  1745»  he  wrote  a  little  poetical  piece  called  R£x  et  Ppntifex,  which  hemeant 
as  an  attempt  to  introduce  a  new  species  of  pantomimę  upon  the  stage.  It  was 
not,  however,  received  by  any  of  the  theatres,  and  probably  was  considiered  only  as 
a  political  effusion  for  a  temporary  purpose. 

In  1746,  he  projected  another  periodical  work,  entitled,  The  Museum,  or  The 
literary  and  historical  Register,  published  every  fortnight,  in  an  octavo  size.  Of 
this  concem  he  hikd  only  a  fourth  share,  the  rest  being  the  property  of  Messrs* 
Longman,  Shewell,  Hitch,  and  Riyington.  It  estended  tothree  yolumes,  and 
contains  a  greater  vańety  of  original  essays^  of  real  merit  than  any  similar  under* 
taking  within  our  memory ;  nor  will  this  be  doubted,  when  it  is  added  thfct  am<)ng 
the  contributors  were  Spence,  Horace  Walpole,  the  two  Wartons,  Akenside» 
Lowth,  Smart,  Gilbert  Cooper,  William  Whitehead,  Merrick,  aod  Campbell. 
This  last  wrote  those  political  papers  which  he  ailerwards  collected',  enlarged,  and 
published  under  the  title  of  The  present  State  of  JBurope. 

In  1748  our  author  published  a  work  of  yet  greater  popularity  and  acknow- 
ledged  value  in  the  instruction  of  youth,  his  Preceptor,  to  which  some  of  the 
parties  just  mentioned  contributed.  Dr.  Johnson  furnished  the  preface,  and  the 
Yision  of  Theodore  the  Hermit.  In  the  begii\nipg  of  the  following  year  Dodsley 
purchased  Johnson^s  Yanity  of  Humań  Wishes,  for  the  smali  sum  of  fifteen 
guineas,  but  Johnson  reseryed  the  right  of  printing  one  edition.  It  is  a  better  proof 
of  Dodsley'6  enterprising  spirit  that  he  was  the  first  who  su^;ested  the  scheme  of 
the  English  Dictionary,  upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  was  at  this  time  employed: 
and  is  supposed  to  have  procured  some  hints  from  Pope,  among  whose  friends  a 
scheme  of  this  kind  had  been  long  entertained.  Pope,  howerer,  did  not  live  to 
see  the  excellent  prospectus  which  Johnson  published  in  1747* 

In  174>8,  Dodsley  collected  together  in  one  rolume  his  dramatic  pieces,  under 
the  modest  title  of  Trifles.  On  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapelle,  he  wrote  The 
Triumph  of  Peace,  a  M asque,  which  was  set  to  musie  by  Dr.  Ame,  and  perfbrmed 
at  Drury-lane  in  1748-9*  Of  this  I  have  not  been  able  to  procure  an  entire 
copy. 

In  1750,  he  published  a  smali  volume,  unlike  any  of  his  former  attempta, 
entitled  **  The  Economy  of  Humań  Life,  translated  from  an  Indian  Manuscript, 
written  by  an  ancient  Bramin ;  to  which  is  prefised,  an  Account  of  the  Manner  in 
which  the  said  Manuscript  was  discovered.  In  a  Letter  from  an  English  Gentle- 
man,  now  residing  in  China,  to  the  Earl  of  ***«*.'*  Whether  from  modesty, 
fear,  or  merely  a  trick  of  trade,  Dodsley  affected  to  be  only  the  publisher  of  this 
work,  and  persisted  in  his  disguise  for  some  time.  Conjecture  gaye  it  to 
the  earl  of  Chesterfield,  and  not  quite  so  absurdly  as  Mrs..  Teresa  Constantią 
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iBterest,  and  his  own  huaible  and  prudent  behaTi<rar»  toon  drew  into  his  littl^ 
premises  such  a  societj  of  men  of  genius,  taste  and  rank,  as  have  seldom  met. 
Many  of  these  he  afterwaids  had  tbe  honour  of  uniting  together  in  morę  than  one 
scheme  of  literary  partnership. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  sućcess  of  his  first  dramatic  piece  encouraged  him  to  at- 
tempt  another  better  adapted  to  btage  rules.  This  was  his  farce  of  The  King  and 
the  Miller  of  Mansfield,  the  plot  of  which  is  formed  on  a  traditional  story  in  the 
reigpi  of  Henry  II.  It  was  perfonned  in  173^7»  cui^  ^ith  applause  scarcely  infe- 
rior  to  that  of  the  Toy  Stiop.  In  1^37-8  he  produced  Sir  John  Cockle  at  Court, 
intended  as  a  sequel  to  The  King  and  the  Miller,  but  it  had  the  usual  fate  of  se- 
qnels,  to  suffer  by  comparison.  His  next  dramatic  performance  was  The  Blind 
Beggar  of  Bethnal  Green,  a  ballad  farce,  acted  in  1741,  but  with  little  success. 
The  songs,  however,  are  now  added  to  his  poetical  miscellanies,  and  are  not  un- 
f&vourable  specimens  of  lyric  simplicity. 

Almost  firom  the  commencement  of  trade  Dodsley  became  a  speculator  in  yari^ 
ottB  literary  undertaJdngs,  eith.er  original  or  compiled.  So  rapid  was  his  success, 
that  before  he  had  been  three  years  in  business  he  became  a  purchaser  of  copy- 
rights,  and  it  is  among  the  most  striking  of  those  occurrences  which  divenify  the 
lires  of  men  of  literary  eminence,  that  in  1738  the  truły  illustrious  Dr.  Samuel 
Johnson  was  glad  to  sell  his  first  original  publication  to  humble  Robert  Dodsley, 
for  the  smali  sum  of  ten  guineas.  We  find  by  Mr.  Bosweirs  very  interesting  ac- 
count  of  this  transaction,  that  Dodsley  was  the  first  to  discoTer  the  merjts  of 
Johnson*s  London,  and  was  desirous  to  purchase  an  article  of  which,  as  a  trades- 
man,  he  had  not  miscalculated  the  value.  But  before  this  time  Dodsley*s  shop 
must  have  been  in  considerable  reputation,  as  in  April  1737  he  published  Pope*s 
Second  Epistle  of  the  Secoud  Book  of  Horace,  and  in  the  foUowing  month  Pope 
assigned  over  to  him  the  sole  property  of  his  Letters,  ^  and  afterwards  that  of  vols. 
5  and  6  of  his  works,  and  some  of  his  detached  pieces.  Not  long  after  Young 
and  Akenside  published  their  works  at  his  shop,  and  as  early  as  March  1738-9 
he  became  a  partner  with  some  of  his  brethren  in  the  copyright  of  established 
authors*. 

The  first  of  his  literary  schemes  was  a  periodical  joumal,  which  appears  to  haye 
escaped  the  researches  of  his  blographers,  entitled  The  Public  Register,  or 
Weekly  Magażine,  begun  January  3,  1741f  e^Lch  number  of  which  consisted  of 
sixteen  quarto  pages,  handsomely  printed,  and  was  sold  for  three  pence.  Although 
Dodsley  appears  to  have  lived  on  friendly  terms  with  Cave  the  printer,  who  referred 
Johnson  to  him  as  a  fit  publisher  of  the  London,  yet  this  Register  was  undoubtedly* 
one  of  the  many  attempts  madę  at  that  time  to  rival  the  uncommon  and  much 
envied  success  of  the  Gentleman*s  Magażine,  and  like  them  was  soon  obliged  to 
yield  to  the  superior  popularity  of  that  valuable  miscellany.  Dodsley  and  Cave 
abused  one  another  a  little,  as  riyal  projectors,  but  were  probably  reconciled 

*  About  this^time  he  had  the  misfortane  to  incar  the  displeasure  of  tbe  boase  of  lords  by  |Hiblisb* 
ing  Paul  Whitehesd'1  satire  entitled  Manners.  Ben  Yictor  was  partly  tbe  means  of  sa^ing  him  from 
the  wortt  conseąuencea  of  this  affair,  by  i«questing  the  earl  of  £ssex  (one  of  those  libeUed  in  tht 
poem)  to  present  an  humble  petition  fromDoddey,  which  his  lordsbip  did  with  so  much  ethct^  that 
Dodsley  was  dischai^ged  on  paying  his  fees,  which  came  <*  to  serenty  odd  pounds:  a  tolenbie  amn," 
Yictor  adds, «  for  one  wcek»s  scurry  lodging  in  the  Butcher-row,*>    Tićtor^s  Letters,  vol.  1.    C 
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when  the  cause  was  remoTed.  The  contents  of  Dodsley^s  Public  Register  werc^ 
original  letters  and  essays,  in  proee  and  vene:  records  of  literaturo:  the  subetance 
of  the  parliamentary  debates»  with  news  foreig^  and  domestic,  and  adyertisements 
relating  to  books.  The  original  essays  were  contributed  by  his  friends,  and 
many  of  them  probably  by  himself.  It  proceeded  as  far  as  the  twenty-fourth 
number,  when  the  editor  thought  prpper  to  stop*  He  urges  in  his  larewell 
address  <<  the  additional  expense  he  was  at  in  stamping  it,  and  the  nugenerous 
usage  he  met  with  from  one  of  the  proprietors  of  a  certain  monthly  pamphlet» 
who  prerailed  with  most  of  the  common  newspapers  not  to  advertise  it." 

In  1745y  he  wrote  a  little  poetical  piece  called  R£x  et  Pontifez,  which  hemeant 
as  an  attempt  to  introduce  a  new  species  of  pantomimę  upon  the  stage.  It  was 
not,  however,  received  by  any  of  the  theatres,  and  probably  was  considered  only  as 
a  political  effusion  for  a  temporary  purpose. 

In  1746,  he  projected  another  periodical  work,  entitled,  Thc  Museum,  or  The 
literary  and  historical  Register,  published  every  fortnight,  in  an  octavo  si^e.  Of 
this  concem  he  hi^  only  a  fourth  share,  the  rest  being  the  property  of  Mesars* 
Longman,  Shewell,  Hitch,  and  Rivington.  It  extended  to/three  yolumes,  and 
contains  a  greater  variety  of  original  essays^  of  real  merit  than  any  similar  uader* 
taking  within  our  memory ;  nor  will  this  be  doubted,  when  it  is  added  that  am^ng 
the  contributors  were  Spence,  Horace  Walpole,  the  two  Wartons,  Akenside^ 
Lowth,  Smart,  Gilbert  Cooper,  William  Whitehead,  Merrick,  and  Campbell. 
This  last  wrote  those  political  papers  which  he  aflerwards  coUected',  enlarged,  and 
published  under  the  title  of  The  present  State  of  Europę. 

In  1748  our  author  published  a  work  of  yet  greater  popularity  and  acknow- 
ledged  value  in  the  instruction  of  youth,  his  Preceptor,  to  which  some  of  the 
parties  just  mentioned  contributed.  Dr.  Johnson  furnished  the  pre&ce,  and  the 
Yision  of  Theodore  the  Hermit.  In  the  begii\nipg  of  the  following  year  Dodsley 
purchased  Johnson^s  Yanity  of  Humań  Wishes,  for  the  smali  sum  of  fifteen 
guineas,  but  Johnson  reserved  the  right  of  printing  one  edition.  It  is  a  better  proof 
of  Dodsley*8  enterprising  spirit  that  he  was  the  first  who  suggested  the  scheme  of 
the  English  Dictionary,  upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  was  at  this  time  employed: 
and  is  supposed  to  have  procured  some  hints  from  Pope,  among  whose  frtends  a 
scheme  of  this  kind  had  been  long  entertained.  Pope,  however,  did  not  live  to 
see  the  excellent  prospectus  which  Johnson  published  in  1747* 

In  1748,  Dodsley  collected  together  in  one  Yolume  his  dramatic  pieces,  under 
the  modest  title  of  Trifles.  On  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapęlle,  he  wrote  The 
Triumph  of  Peace,  a  Masque,  which  was  set  to  musie  by  Dr.  Arne,  and  performed 
at  Drury-lane  in  1748-9*  Of  this  I  have  not  been  able  to  procure  an  entire 
copy. 

In  1730,  he  published  a  smali  yolume,  unlike  any  of  his  former  attempts, 
entitled  **  The  Economy  of  Humań  Life,  translated  from  an  Indian  Manuscript, 
wiitten  by  an  andent  Bramin;  to  which  is  prefixed,  an  Account  of  the  Manner  in 
which  the  said  Manuscript  was  disco vered.  In  a  Letter  from  an  English  Gentle- 
man,  now  residing  in  China,  to  the  Earl  of  *****.'*  Whether  from  modesty, 
fear,  or  merely  a  trick  of  trade,  Dodsley  affected  to  be  only  the  publisher  of  this 
work,  and  persisted  in  his  disguise  for  some  time.  Conjecture  gaye  it  to 
the  earl  of  Chesterfield^  and  not  quite  so  absurdly  as  Mrs*  Teresa  Constantią 
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iBterest,  and  his  own  humble  and  pnident  behaviour»  toon  drew  Into  his  litd^ 
premises  such  a  society  of  men  of  genius,  taste  and  rank»  as  have  seldom  met 
Many  of  these  he  afterwards  had  the  honour  of  uniting  together  in  morę  tban  one 
scheme  of  literary  partnership. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  sućcess  of  his  first  dramatic  piece  encouraged  him  to  at- 
tempt  another  better  adapted  to  btage  rules.  This  was  his  larce  of  The  Ring  and 
the  Miller  of  Mansfield,  the  plot  of  which  is  formed  on  a  traditional  story  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  II.  It  was  perfonned  in  173^7*  ^^nd  with  applause  scarcely  infe- 
rior  to  that  of  the  Toy  Sliop.  In  1 737-8  he  prodnced  Sir  John  Cockle  at  Coart, 
intended  as  a  seąuel  to  The  King  and  the  Miller,  but  it  had  the  usual  iate  of  le- 
ąnels,  to  suffer  by  comparison.  His  next  dramatic  performance  was  The  Blind 
Beggar  of  Bethnal  Green,  a  ballad  farce,  acted  in  1741,  but  with  little  siiccess. 
The  songs,  however,  are  now  added  to  his  poetical  miscellanies,  and  are  not  an- 
f&TOurable  specimens  of  lyric  simplicity. 

Almost  from  the  commencement  of  trade  Dodsley  became  a  speculator  in  tsti- 
ous  literary  undertakings,  either  original  or  compiled.  So  rapid  was  his  succesi, 
that  before  he  had  been  three  years  in  business  he  became  a  purchaser  of  copy- 
rights,  and  it  is  among  the  most  striking  of  those  occurrences  which  diversify  the 
lires  of  men  of  literary  eminence,  that  in  1738  the  truły  illustrious  Dr.  Samuel 
Johnson  was  glad  to  sell  his  first  original  publication  to  humble  Robert  Dodslejr, 
for  the  smali  sum  of  ten  guineas.  We  find  by  Mr.  Bosweirs  Tery  interesting  ac- 
count  of  this  transaction,  that  Dodsley  was  the  first  to  discorer  the  merjts  of 
John8on*s  London,  and  was  desirous  to  purchase  an  article  of  which,  as  a  trades- 
man,  he  had  not  miscalculated  the  yalue.  But  before  this  time  Dodsley^s  shop 
must  haTe  been  in  considerable  reputation,  as  in  April  1737  he  published  Pope*i 
Second  Epistle  of  the  Secoud  Book  of  Horace,  and  in  the  following  month  Fope 
assigned  over  to  him  the  sole  property  of  his  Letters,^and  afterwards  that  of  rola. 
5  and  6  of  his  works,  ąnd  some  of  his  detached  pieces.  Not  long  after  Youog 
and  Akenside  published  their  works  at  his  shop,  and  as  early  as  March  1738-9 
he  became  a  partner  with  some  of  his  brethren  in  the  copyright  of  established 
authors*. 

The  first  of  his  literary  schemes  was  a  periodical  joumal,  which  appears  to  haie 
escaped  -the  researches  of  his  biographers,  entitled  The  Public  Register,  or 
Weekly  Magazine,  begun  January  3,  17^1,  each  number  of  which  consisted  of 
sikteen  quarto  pages,  handsomely  printed,  and  was  sold  for  three  pence.  Althoagh 
Dodsley  appears  to  have  lived  on  friendly  terms  with  Cave  the  printer,  who  referred 
Johnson  to  him  as  a  fit  publisher  of  the  London,  yet  this  Register  was  undoubtedly 
one  of  the  many  attempts  madę  at  that  time  to  rival  the  uncommon  and  much 
envied  success  of  the  Gentleman^s  Magazine,  and  like  them  was  soon  obliged  to 
yield  to  the  superior  popularity  of  that  yaluable  miscellany.  Dodsley  and  Cave 
abused  one  another  a  little,  as  rival  projectors,  but  were  probably  recoociled 

*  Aboiit  this^time  be  had  the  misfortaiie  to  incar  the  displeasare  of  the  boase  of  lonls  by  poUisb^ 
hig  Paul  Whitehead's  satire  entitled  Mannere.  Ben  Yictor  was  partly  tbe  means  of  a9xvog  bim  fron 
the  worst  conseąuences  of  this  ailair,  by  icque&ting  the  earl  of  £«sex  (one  of  tbose  libeOed  ia  tłif 
poem)  to  present  an  humble  petition  from  Dodsley,  which  his  loidship  did  with  so  much  eAsct,  that 
Bodsley  was  discharged  on  paying  his  fees,  which  came  '*  to  serenty  odd  pounds:  a  tolerabfe  mb,'* 
Yictor  adds» "  for  one  week»8  scurry  lodging  in  the  Bntcher-row,'>    Tićtoi^s  Letteis,  ¥01 1.   C 
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whea  the  cause  was  remoTed.  The  coatents  of  Dodsley^s  Public  Register  ^erń 
ori^nal  letters  and  essays,  in  prose  and  vene:  records  of  literaturo:  the  substance 
of  the  parliamentary  debates,  with  news  foreig^  and  domestic,  and  adyertisements 
reladng  to  books.  The  original  essays  were  contńbuted  by  his  friends,  and 
many  of  them  probably  by  himself.  It  proceeded  as  far  as  the  twenty-fourth 
number,  when  the  editor  thought  prpper  to  stop.  He  urges  in  his  fttrewell 
addreas  ^*  the  additional  expense  he  was  at  in  stamping  it,  and  the  ungeneroua 
uttge  he  met  with  from  one  of  the  proprietors  of  a  certain  monthly  pamphlet, 
who  prevailed  with  most  of  the  common  newspapers  not  to  advertise  it." 

In  IJ^Sy  he  wrote  a  little  poetical  piece  ealled  R£x  et  Pontifex>  which  hemeant 
as  80  attempt  to  introduce  a  new  species  of  pantoinime  upon  the  stage.  It  was 
not,  howeyer,  received  by  any  of  the  theatres»  and  probably  was  considiered  only  as 
a  political  effusion  for  a  temporary  purpose* 

In  1746,  he  projected  another  periodical  work,  entitled,  The  Museum»  or  The 
liteiary  and  historical  Register,  published  every  fortnight,  in  an  0€tavo  size.  Of 
this  concem  he  hńd  only  a  fourth  share,  the  rest  being  the  property  of  Meaars* 
LoDgman,  Shewell,  Hitch,  and  Riving^on»  It  extended  to-three  rolumes,  and 
contains  a  greater  variety  of  original  essays^  of  real  merit  than  any  similar  under- 
taking  within  our  memory ;  nor  will  this  be  doubted,  when  it  is  added  that  am^ng^ 
the  contributors  were  Spence,  Horace  Walpole,  the  two  Wartons,  Akenside» 
Lotrth,  Smart,  Gilbert  Cooper,  William  Whitehead,  Merrick,  and  Campbell. 
This  last  wrote  those  political  papers  which  he  afterwards  coUected,  enlarged,  and 
pablished  under  the  title  of  The  present  State  of  Europę. 

In  1748  our  author  published  a  work  of  yet  greater  popularity  and  acknow- 
ledged  value  in  the  instruction  of  youth,  his  Preceptor,  to  which  some  of  the 
parties  just  mentioned  contńbuted.  Dr.  Johnson  furnished  the  prei&ice,  and  the 
Yision  of  Theodore  the  Hermit.  In  the  begiąnipg  of  the  foUowing  year  Dodsley 
pnrchased  Johnson's  Yanity  of  Humań  Wishes,  for  the  smali  sum  óf  fifteen 
^iaeas,  but  Johnson  reseryed  the  right  of  printing  one  edition.  It  is  a  better  proof 
of  I>odsley*s  enterprising  spirit  that  he  was  the  first  who  suggested  the  scheme  of 
the  English  Dictionary,  upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  was  atthis  time  employed: 
and  is  supposed  to  have  procured  some  hints  from  Pope,  among  whose  friends  a 
scheme  of  this  kind  had  been  long  entertained.  Pope,  however,  did  not  live  to 
lee  the  excellent  prospectus  which  Johnson  published  in  1747* 

In  1748,  Dddsley  coUected  together  in  one  YolUme  his  dramatic  pieces,  under 
the  modest  title  of  Trifles.  On  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapęlle,  he  wrote  The 
Triumph  of  Peace,  a  Masque,  which  was  set  to  musie  by  Dr.  Ame,  and  performed 
at  Drury-lane  in  1748-^.  Of  this  I  have  not  been  able  to  procure  an  entire 
copy. 

In  1750,  he  published  a  smali  volume,  unlike  any  of  his  former  attempts, 
entitled  '*  The  Economy  of  Humań  Life,  translated  from  an  Indian  Manuscript, 
wńtten  by  an  ancient  Bramin ;  to  which  is  prefixed,  an  Account  of  the  Manner  in 
which  the  said  Manuscript  was  discovered.  In  a  Letter  from  an  English  Gentle- 
man,  now  residing  in  China,  to  the  Earl  of  *****,**  Whether  from  modesty, 
fear,  or  merely  a  trick  of  trade,  Dodsley  affected  to  be  only  the  publisher  of  this 
work,  and  persisted  in  his  disguise  for  some  time.  Conjecture  gare  it  to 
the  earl  of  Chesterfield^  and  not  quite  so  absurdly  as  Mrs.  Teresa  Constantią 
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Philłipt  complimented  that  nobleman  <m  being  author  of  the  Wbole  Dntj 
of  Man.  Chesterfield  had  a  friendship  for  Dodsley^  and  would  not  contradtict  t 
veport  which  rendered  the  sale  of  the  Economy  both  rapid  and  eztensiTe.  The 
criticsy  howeyer,  in  the  Moothly  Reriew  and  Gentleman'8  Magazine,  were  not  to 
ba  deceived* 

It  would  be  unneceBsaiy  to  say  much  on  the  meńt  of  a  piece  which  is  m  well 
known.  Duńng  its  eariy  populańty  it  occasioned  many  imitations,  the  principal 
of  which  were,  The  Second  Part  of  the  Economy  of  Humań  Ltfe — Th^  Economy 
of  Female  Life — The  Economy  of  the  Sexe8;  and  the  Economy  of  a  Wiiiter*i 
Day,  an  humorouB  burlcsąue;  Dodsley'8  Economy,  howerer,  ontliyed  thnc 
temporary  ęiSbrta,  and  continued  to  be  praised  and  read  as  the  production  of  lord 
Chesterfield.  The  real  author,  although  he  might  secretly  appropriate  this  praise 
to  himselfy  was  perhaps  not  very  well  płeased  to  find  that  he  sejdom  was  snspected 
to  have  desenred  tt« 

His  next  production  appears  to  have  occupied  his  thoughts  dnd  leisure  hours  for 
a  considerable  time*  This  was  a  poem,  iutended  to  be  coraprised  in  |hree  books, 
treating  of  Agriculture,  Commerce,  aud  Arts.  Of  these,  by  way  of  experimeDt,  he 
published  the  first,  under  the  generał  title  of  Public  Virtue»  in  1754,  but  itdid 
not  meet  with  such  encouragement  as  to  induce  him  to  complete  his  design.  It 
is  written  in  blank  rerse,  to  which  his  ear  was  not  very  well  attuned;  yet 
with  many  imperfections,  this  poem  bas  likewise  many  beauties.  He  appeare  to 
bare  contemplated  rural  scenery  with  the  eye  of  a  poet.  łn  the  didactic  part  he 
fails  as  others  have  failed  before  him  who  wished  to  convey  mechanicał  iustmction 
with  solemn  pomp,  and  would  invoke  the  heroic  Muse  to  tell  wfaat  an  unlettered 
farmer  knows  bettcr.  To  console  himself  for  the  cool  reception  of  this  work,  he 
told  Dr.  Johnson  that  **  pubiie  virłue  was  not  a  subject  to  interest  the  ago.** 

About  this  time,  he  established^  in  conjunction  with  Moore,  a  peiiodical  paper 
entitled  The  World,  a  name  which  Dodsley  is  allowed  to  have  suggested  after  the 
pther  partners  had  perplexed  themselves  in  rain  for  a  proper  one.  Lord  LytteltOD, 
although  no  contributor  himself,  used  his  influence  with  his  friends  for  that 
purpose,  and  Dodsley  procured  papers  from  many  of  his  friends  and  customers. 
One  paper  only.  No.  32,  is  acknowledged  to  come  from  his  own  pen.  By  under^ 
taking  to  pay  Moore  a  stipulated  sum  for  each  paper,  whether  contributed  by  that 
writer,  or  sent  by  Yolunteers,  Dodsley  secured  to  himself  the  copyright,  and  was 
lunply  repaid,  not  only  by  its  sale  in  single  numbers,  but  by  the  many  editiwu 
printed  in  Yolumes.  When  it  was  concluded  in  1756,  he  obtained  permiseion 
of  the  principal  writers  to  insert  their  names,  which  gave  it  an  additional  interest 
with  the  public.  A  few  chose,  at  that  time,  to  remain  concealed,  who  have  sioce 
been  discovered,  and  some  are  yet  unknown.  Chesterfield  and  Horace  Walpide 
were  known  at  the  time  of  publicatión.  ~ 

In  1758,  Dodsley  wrote  Melpomenę,  or  the  Regions  of  Terrour  and  Pity,  ao 
04^9  but  concealed  his  being  the  author,  and  employed  Mrs.  Cooper  ^as  his 
publisher.  The  consequence  was  that  this  ode,  in  which  it  is  universal^y  ac- 
knowledged that  there  are  many  sublime-  passages,  was  attributed  to  some 
promising  young  man,  whom  years  and  cultivation  would  lead  to  a  high  raok 
among  poets.  Mary  Cooper,  who  was  also  the  publisher  of  the  '^'orld,  lived 
in  PaternosterrTOw,  and  appears  to  have  been  frequently  employed  in  this  capacity 
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hy  Doddej  wd  othert,  when  they  did  not  chootte  that  their  names  should  appaar 
to  Łhe  fint  edition  of  any  work. 

In  the  sama  jear,  Dodsley  produced  Us  tragedy  of  Cleone»  at  Covent^ganiea 
theatre.  This  is  aaid  to  have  been  rejected  by  Garnek  with  some  degree  of 
contempt,  piincipally  becauae  there  wat  not  a  character  ia  it  adapted  to  tha 
display  of  his  talents:  and  wben  it  was  perfonned  for  the  first  time  at  the  ńval 
tbeatre^  he  endearoured  to  diminish  its  attraction  by  appeańng  the  same  night  ii^ 
H  new  character  at  Drury-lane.  The  efforts  of  jealousy  are  aometimes  so  ri* 
dicaloos,  as  to  make  it  difficult  to  be  believed  that  they  aie  seriously  intended. 
Gsrrick*s  morę  than  ridiculous  conduct  on  this  occation  ia  thua  related  by 
DaWes: 

"  Mrt  Garrick,  though  he  had  rejected  Cleone  with  great  marks  of  cimtempt, 
BDĆ  termed  it  a  cruel»  bloody,  and  nnnatural  play ;  yet  he  was  estremely  appr&* 
heasiye  that  the  public  would  be  of  a  different  opinion»  and  he  prepared  to  meet 
iU  fint  appearance  at  Corent^arden  with  all  his  strength.    He  had  for  some  time 
•pplied  hinlself  to  the  study  of  Marplot  in  the  Busy  Body,  and  was  deterimned  to 
oppose  this  character  (which  he  was  surę  the  town  would  be  eager  to  see)  to  the 
tragedy  of  Dodsley.     When  Cleone  was  advęrtised,  Marplot  was  announced 
againstit*     The  friends  of  the  tragedy  were  alarmed,  and  deferred  the  repre* 
flentation  by  advertising  it  to  a  farther  datę*    Mr.  €iarrick  immediately  |>ostponed 
the  Busy  Body,    HowcTer,  after  a  few  dodging  manmuyres  of  this  kind,  Cleone 
and  the  Bosy  Body  were  acted  on  the  same  night:  and  though  it  was  a  kiud 
of  np-hill  labour  to  bring  the  people  of  fashion  to  side  against  a  new  character  of 
Mr.  Garnek*  yet  there  was  a  very  handsome  show  of  very  fieishionable  folka 
ąt  Cleone.    The  manager  madę  a  sort  of  merit  of  his  not  acting  on  Dodsley'a 
benefit  night:  but  it  must  be  confessed  by  those  who  esteemed  Grarrick  most»  that 
his  conduct  in  the  whole  dispute  was  unju8tifiable»  and  that  he  treated  a  worthy  . 
man  and  an  old  acquąintance  with  severity  and  unkindness*     Many  reasons  were 
aańgned  for  his  particular  conduct  on  this  occasion:   it  is  possible  that  hia 
judgment  was  really  against  the  play.     I  remember  to  have  heard  Mr.  Dodsley 
dedare,  that  afl^r  Mr.  Garrick  had  given  back  his  play  with  a  positive  rełusal 
to  act  it,  he  afterwards  sent  for  Cleone  once  morę,  with  a  fuli  intention  to 
gire  it  a  re-esau^ination,  and  a  solemn  promise  to  act  it,  if  the  tragedy,  on 
a  fnrther  perusal,  should  appear  to  desenre  it.     However,  the  reftult  of  his  critical 
attention  to  the  real  merit  of  the  piece  was  a  confirmed  disapprobation, 

"  It  was  conjecturtd,  with  some  probability,  that  his  obstinacy  in  persisting  ta 
reject  this  play  was  pwing  to  the  inferiority  of  the  part  assigned  him,  when 
compared  with  that  of  Cleone.  Mrs.  Cibber  in  that  part  would  have  certaiuly. 
ecKpsed  all  the  other  characters  in  the  tragedy  *." 

Notwithstanding  this  malicious  oppońtion,  Cleone  was  played  with  great  sue^ 
eess  for  many  nights,  although  the  company  at  Co^ent^gaiden,  with  the  exc^tion 
of  Mrs.  Bellamy,  were  in  no  reputation  as  tragedians.  How  powerfully  the  author 
bas  contri^ed  to  excite  the  passions  of  terrour  and  pity,  was  lately  seen,  when  thia 
tragedy  waa  revived  by  Mrs.  Siddons*  Ita  effect  was  so  painful,  and  indignation  at 
the  yilląny  of  Glanyille  and  Ragojsin  i^pproached  so  near  to  abhorrence,  that  the 

«  I>aTlfs'  Life  of  Oamck,  yol.  \.  p.  Sli.       C. 
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play  could  not  be  endared*  There  are;  indeed,  iii  this  piece  many  htghlj-^immght 
scenes ;  and  the  madness  of  Cleone  deseryes  to  rank  among  the  most  pathetic  at« 
tempts  to  convey  an  idea  of  the  ruina  of  an  amiable  and  innocent  mind.  For 
Ciarńck'8  opinion  we  can  hare  little  respect,  and  I  am  inclined  to  think  fae  wat 
not  sincere  in  giving  it.  If  the  play  was  unfit  for  the  8tage»  why  should  be 
oppose  itB  having  a  trial  where  the  performen  were  8o  inferior  to  his  own  company, 
that  he  might  conclude  they  would  accelerate  its  condemnation  ?  But,  independ- 
antly  of  those  secret  motires,  which  Garrick  poorly  concealed,  we  find  that  at 
this  time  his  accustomed  knowledge  of  stage  effect  seems  to  have  been  totaily  sos- 
pendedy  for  he  rejected  Murphy 's  Orphan  of  China,  in  which,  when  he  was  afto- 
wards  compelled  to  act,  he  appeared  to  the  greatest  advantage;  and  likewisethe 
celebrated  tragedy  of  Douglas,  by  which  he  lost  one  of  the  most  popular  playg  of 
modem  times»  and  was  **  obliged*'  to  act  two  of  the  same  author*s  tiagedies,  Agit, 
and  the  Siege  of  Aquileia,  which  are  desenredly  consigned  to  oblivion.  In  his 
'ungenerous  conduct  towards  Dodsley  he  had  anoth^r  mortification  to  encoimter. 
His  Marplot  so  little  answered  his  own».  or  the  public  expectation»  that  he  wai 
soon  under  the  neceasity  of  discontinuing  it« 

The  prologue  to  Cleone  was  written  by  Melmoth,  and  the  epilogue  by  9ien« 
stone.  Dodsley  omitted  about  thirty  lines  of  the  latter,  and  substituted  twelfe  or 
fourteen  of  his  own ;  but  restoredthe  epilogue  as  originally  written,  in  the  foartb 
edition,  at  which  it  arrived  in  less  than  a  year.  Such  was  the  ayidity  of  dte 
public,  occasioned  probably,  in  a  great  measure,  by  the  opposition  giren  to  the 
performance  of  the  play,  tbat  two  thousand  copies  were  sold  on  the  first  day  ni 
publication. 

It  remains  to  be  added,  that  Pope,  when  very  young,  had  attempted  a  tragedy 
on  the  same  subject,  which  he  afterwards  burnt,  as  he  informed  Dodsley  when 
the  latter  sent  him  his  Cleone,  in  its  first  state,  reąuesting  his  advice.  Pope  en- 
couraged  him  to  bring  it  out,  but  wished  he  would  eztend  the  plan  to  the  accus- 
tomed number  of  fiye  acts.  Dodsley  acted  with  sufficient  caution  in  keeping  hii 
piece  rather  morę  than  ^*  nine  years,*'  and  then  submitted  it  to  lord  Chesterfidd, 
and  other  frieods,  who  encouraged  him  to  ofier  it  to  the  stage,  and  supported  it 
when  produced.  Dr.  Johnson  was  likewise  among  those  who  praised  its  pathetic 
effect,  and  dcclared  that  **  if  Otway  had  written  it,  no  other  of  his  pieces  woeld 
bave  been  remembered."  Dodsley,  to  whom  this  was  told,  said  very  justly,  *^that 
it  was  too  much." 

« 

This  was  an  important  year  (17^9)  to  our  author  in  another  respect.  He  now 
published  the  fiest  volume  of  the  Annual  Register,  projecfted  in  concert  with  the 
illustrious  Edmund  Burkę,  who  is  supposed  to  have  contributed  very  liherally  to 
its  success.  This  work  was  in  all  its  departments  so  ably  conducted,  that  slthongh- 
be  printed  a  large  impression,  he  and  his  successor  were  freąuently  obliged  tt 
reprint  the  early  Yolumes.  Its  value  as  an  useful  and  couTenieut  record  of  pnblic 
affiurs  was  so  uniTersally  felt,  that  every  inquirer  into  the  history  of  his  coantry 
must  wish  it  had  been  begun  sooner.  Dodsley,  however,  did  not  bye  to  eDJoy  itr 
highest  state  of  popularity ;  but  some  years  after  his  death  it  became  irregalaris 
its  timęs  of  publication,  and  the  generał  disappointment  which  such.neglect  occa- 
sioned gaTC  rise,  in  the  year  1^^  to  another  work  of  the  same  kind,  nnderthe 
name  oC  the  ^^ew  Annual  Register.    This  for  many  yean  was  a  powerfiil  rM) 
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uotil  the  unhappy  era  of  the  French  rerolution,  w  hen  the  pńnciplęs  adopted  in 
tiie  New  Register  gave  disgust  to  those  who  had  bcen  accustomed  to  the  old ;  and 
the  miad,  if  nOt  the  hand  of  Burkę,  appearing  again  in  the  latter,  it  resumed,  and 
itill  maintains,  its  former  reputation,  under  the  management  of  Messrs  Riyingtons, 
whe  succceeded  the  late  James  Dodsley  in  the  property. 

la  176O9  our  author  published  his  Select  Fabies  of  Esop  and  other  Fahulists, 
ID  tbree  books,  which  added  very  considerably  to  his  reputation,  although  he  was 
morę  iadebted  than.  has  been  generally  supposed  to  his  learned  customers, 
many  of  whom  seem  to  have  taken  a  pleasure  in  promoting  all  his  schemes. 
The  Essay  on  Fable,  prefixed  to  this  collection,  is  ascribed  to  Dodsley  by  the 
author  of  his  life  in  the  Biographia.  Dodsley  probably  drew  the  outline  of 
the  Essay,  but  Shenstone  produced  it  in  the  shape  we  now  find  it.  In  Shen- 
8tone*B  CI.  Letter  to  Mr.  Greavesj  he  says,  "  I  could  not  understand  by  Mr. 
Dodsley^s  last  letter  to  me  that  he  had  any  sort  of  intention  to  publish  his  Fabies 
thiswinter.  Presuming  upon  this  delay,  and  having  neither  had  the  lelsure  nor 
the  frame  of  mind  fit  to  take  his  Prefacc  into  conaideration,  I  have  hitherto  de- 
ferred  to  do  so.  La  Motte's  discourse  on  Fabies  is  a  most  excellent  performance, 
cootainiog,  as  appears  to  me,  all  that  need  be  said  upon  the  subject,  and  this  ex- 
pretsed  with  all  imaginable  elegance  and  perspicuity.  I  believe  1  sikali  advise  our 
frien^  (Dodsley)  to  make  morę  ample  use  of  this  dissertation."  Hut  in  letter 
CIII.  he  says  morę  expre8sly,  "  Our  friend  Dodsley,  I  presume,  i  as  sent  you 
a  book  of  his  Fabies  before  this  time.  What  merit  1  have  there  is  in  ihe 
Emy:  in  the  Original  FubleSf  although  I  can  hardly  claim  a  single  fable  as  my 
owo,  and  in  the  IndeXy  which  I  caused  to  be  thrown  into  the  form  of  morals,  and 
whkh  are  almost  whoUy  minę.*'  This  accouńt  is  confirmed  by  the  correspondence 
between  Dodsley  and  Shenstone,  in  HulFs  Select  Letters,  2  vols.  8vo.  1778. 

When,  after  selling  two  tfaousand  copies  of  this  excellent  collection  within  a  few 
months,  Dodsley  was  preparing  a  new  edition,  Shenstone  informs  us  that  Mr. 
Speace  offeied  to  write  the  life  afresh;  and  Spence,  Burkę,  Lowth,  and  Melmoth, 
adWsed  him  to  discard  Italics.  Such  particulars  may  appear  so  uninterestin^  as 
to  reąaire  an  apology;  but  they  add  something  to  the  history  of  books,  which  is 
a  Btudy  of  tmportance  as  well  tis  of  pleasure,  and  they  show  the  very  high  respect 
in  wbich  our  aothor  was  held. .  Herę  we  have  Shenstone,  Spence,  Burkę,  Lowth, 
and  Melmoth,  dubbing  their  opinions  to  promote  his  interest,  by  improving  the 
merit  of  a  work,  which,  however  unjustly,  many  persons  of  their  established  cha- 
racter  wonld  have  thought  beneath  their  notice^ 

On  the  death  of  Shenstone,  in  the  beginning  of  the  year  17^3,  Dodsley  endea- 
Yonred  to  repay  the  debt  of  gratitude,  by  publishing  a  rery  beaut^ful  edition  óf 
the  works  of  tbat  poet,  to  which  he  prefixcd  a  short  account  of  his  life  and  writ- 
ings;  a  character,  written  with  much  affection;  a  Description  of  the  Leasowcs,  &c* 

*  Among  other  of  Dodsley 's  pifblications,  may  be  enumerated  his  Fugłtive  Pieces,  in  two 
Tolomes,  wntten  by  Spence,  lord  Wbitworth,  Burkę,  Clubbe,  Hay,  Cooper,  Hil',  <and  others:  Len- 
doD  aind  its  £nvirons,  6  ▼ob.  8vo.  in  which  he  was'  assistcd  by  Horace  Walpole,  wh<J  procured  the 
lista  of  paintings :  England  Illustrated,  2  voIs.  4to.  His  collection  of  Poems,  in  6  Yuls.  8vo. 
tlie  last  edition  of  which  was  edited  by  Mr.  Isaac  Reed  in  1782,  with  biographical  notes;  and  fiis  col- 
lectiOD  of  Old  Playa,  in  ]8  toIs.  8vo.  a  second  edition  of  which  was  published  in  1780  by  the  sam« 
editor.  Duńng  the  publicatioa  of  bis  poems  in  separate  volumes,  be  solidted  and  obtained  original 
pieces  froio  most  oi  his  literary  frlęuds.    Sce  HuIPs  Select  JLetters,  pwfsun.  ■       -C. 

VOL.  XV.  Y 
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He  had  now  retired  frem  the  actiTe  part  of  his  business,  haTing  realbed  a  coHti- 
derable  fortunę,  and  was  aucceeded  by  his  brother  James,  whom  he  had  pretioasly 
admitted  into  partnership,  and  who  continued  the  business  untii  hisdeath  in  1797, 
but  without  his  brother^s  spirit  or  intelligence. 

During  the  lattef  years  pf  our  author'8  life  he  was  much  afflicted  with  the 
gout,  and  at  length  fell  a  martyr  to  it,  while  upon  a  risit  to  his  learned  and  nsefbl 
fńend  the  Rev.  Joseph  Sjpence,  at  Durham.  This  erent  happened  September  25, 
17^9  in  the  8ixty-first  year  of  his  age.  He  was  interred  in  the  abbey  church-yard 
of  tljat  city,  and  the  foUpwing  homely  inpcription  was  engraven  on  his  tomb-stoDe. 

If  you  have  any  respect 

for  uncomikion  indastry  and  merit, 

regard  this  place, 

in  wbich  are  deposited  the  remains  of 

MR.  ROBERT  DODSLEY: 

who,  as  an  author,  raised  bimself 

mach  above  what  could  have  bcen  eicpected 

lirom  one  in  his  rank  of  life, 

and  wtthout  a  learned  educatton : 

and  who,  as  a  man,  was  scarce 

esceeded  by  any  in  integrity  of  beart^ 

ąnd  purity  of  manners  and  cooversation, 

He  left  this  life  for  a  better 

Sept  25.  1764, 
In  the  6lst  year  of  his  age. 
In  l772i  a  second  volume  of  his  works  was  published,  under  the  title  of  Misceb 
lanies,  viz.  Cleone,  Melpomenę,  Agriculture,  and  the  Economy  of  Humań  Life. 
Two  of  his  prose  pieces,  yet  unnoticed,  were  inserted  in  the  later  editions  of  his 
first  Yolume.  The  Chronicie  of  the  Kings  of  England,  in  imitation  of  the  language 
of  scripture ;  and  an  ironical  sermon,  in  which  the  right  of  mankind  to  do  what 
they  will  is  asserted.     Neither  of  theSe  bas  contributed  much  to  his  reputation. 

Aftcr  the  incidental  notices  taken  of  his  different  wńtings  in  this  sketch  of  his 
life,  little  remains  to  be  added  as  to  their  generał  character.  If  poets  are  classed 
l^y  rig^rous  esamination,  he  will  not  be  able  to  maintain  a  very  elevated  rank.  Hii 
Agriculture  was  probably  intended  as  the  concentration  of  his  powers,  but  the  suh- 
ject  had  not  been  for  many  years  of  town-life  very  familiar  to  him;  and  had  he 
been  morę  conversant  in  rural  economy,  he  could  not  g^ve  dignity  to  terms  and 
precepts,  ii^hich  are  neither  intelligible  nor  just  when  trauslated  from  the  homely 
language  9f  the  farm  and  the  cottage,  Commerce  and  the  arts,  had  he  puraned 
his  plan,  were  n^ore  cąpable  of  poetical  illustration,  but  it  may  be  doubted  wfaether 
they  were  not  as  inuch  above  his  powers,  as  the  other  is  beneath  the  flights  of  the 
faerpic  Muse,  The  Art  of  Preaching  shows  that  he  had  uot  studied  Pope'8  Teni- 
fication  in  vąin,  It  is  not,  however,  so  strictly  an  imitation  of  Horace*8  Art  of 
Poetry,  which  I  suspect  he  cpuld  not  read,  as  of  Pope'8  manner  of  modemizing 
tatire.  It  teaches  no  art,  but  that  which  is  despicable,  the  art  of  casting  uame- 
ńted  oblpąuy  on  the  clergy. 

In  his  lesser  pieces,  the  Caye  of  Pope,  Pain  and  Patience,  and  the  Epistleto 

Stephen  Duck,  are  many  traits  of  poetical  imagination;  and  in  the  Melpomenę, 

the  personifications  are  tcily  sublime.     His  collecŁion  of  amatory  poems,  entitled 

Colin'8  Kisses,  abound  in  epigrammatic  beauties,  and  he  has  perhaps  eichausted 

-  theplay  of  words  employed  on  borrowing,  lending,  ra^ńshing  and  stealing  kisseii 
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TJpoD  the  whole  ihe  generał  meńt  of  his  productionsy  and  the  connenons  he 
fermed  with  many  of  the  most  eminent  literary  characters  of  his  time»  have  given 
snch  8  cast  of  popularity  to  the  name  of  Dodsley^  that  it  was  not  thought  proper 
to  refuse  bim  a  place  among  his  poetical  friends;  and  his  peraonal  character  may 
be  an  additional  excuse.  Although  flattered  for  his  early  productions,  and  in  a 
ntuation  where  flattery  is  most  dangerous,  he  did  not  yield  to  the  suggestions  of 
fanity,  nor  considered  his  patrons  as  bound  to  raise  him  to  independence,  or  as 
deserving  to  be  insulted,  if  they  refused  to  arrogant  insolence  what  they  were  wiU 
ling  to  grant  to  honest  industry.  With  the  fair  profits  of  his  first  pieces  he  entered 
into  bosinessy  and  while  he  sought  only  si}ch  encouragement  as  his  assiduity  might 
merit,  he  endeavoured  to  cultirąte  his  mind  by  useful,  if  not  profound  eruditiont 
His  whole  life,  indeed,  affords  an  important  lesson.  Without  esemption  from 
8ome  of  the  morę  harmless  artifices  of  trade,  he  preseryed  the  strictest  integrity  ii| 
all  his  deaKng^  both  with  his  brethren»  and  witł|  such  authors  ąs  confided  to  hin^ 
the  publication  of  their  works ;  and  he  becan^e  a  very  considerąble  partner  in  those 
lai^e  undertakings  which  have  done  so  o^uch  credit  to  the  booksellers  of  London. 

In  his  morę  priyate  character  Dodsley  was  a  pleasing  and  intelligen^  companion. 
Few  men  had  lived  on  morę  easy  terms  with  authors  of  high  rąnk,  ąs  well  as  genius : 
and  his  conrersation  abounded  in  that  species  of  information  which»  unfortunately 
for  biographers,  is  generally  lost  with  those  to  whom  it  has  been  comn^unicatedf 
By  his  letters,  some  of  which  have  been  published,  he  appears  to  hare  written  with 
easeand  familiar  pleasantry;  and  tlie  generał  style  of  his  writings  affords  no  reason 
to  remember  that  he  was  depnved  of  the  adyantages  of  education.  So  much  may 
applicatiouy  eren  with  limited  powers,  effect ;  while  those  who  trust  to  inspiration 
enlj  too  freąaently  are  content  to  excite  wonder  and  dispense  with  indufftryy  lui^ 
tąking  the  bounty-mone^  of  &me  for  its  reguląr  pąy. 


TO  THE  WORTHY 

PATRON  AND  ENCOURAGER  OF  ALL  HUMAŃ  PROJECTS  AND 

DESIGNS, 

TO  MORROW. 


GREAT  SIR! 

iHE  foUowing  pieces  faaveinost  of  thcm  had  the  good  fcrtune  tobefavotir- 
ably  received  by  some  of  your  predecessors;  ho  w  much  of  that  honour  I 
must  place  to  the  account  of  indulgence^  and  how  little  to  that  of  merita  I 
doubt  not  but  your  great  penetration  willeasily  discoyer/  You  will  howerer 
be  so  just,  as  to  take  into  your  consideration  the  author's  want  of  that  assist- 
ance  and  iinprovement  which  a  liberał  education  bestows^  and  make  such 
allowances  for  it  as  to  your  great  wisdom  and  candour  shall  seem  meet. 

I  shall  perhaps  be  accused  of  presumption,  in  hoping  that  such  siekły 
productions  should  liye  long  enough  to  throw  themselyes  at  your  feet,  or 
feel  the  influence  of  that  protection  to  which  they  aspire;  but  should  they 
bave  the  happiness  to  arrive  at  so  distant  a  period,  the  utmost  bounds  of 
my  ambition  extend  no  farther  than  that  they  may  be  honoured  with  a  fa- 
Toarable  recommendation  from  you  to  your  worthy  son  and  successor,  the 
NEXT  DAY. 

•       I  am  with  great  respect, 
sir, 

your  most  devoted 

and  obedient  servant^ 


'  Thit  dedicadoa  was  origiuall y  preflsed  to  tbe  ftrst  Tolame  of  Doddcy^i  poemt  pablidi^  unte  tlie 
tiUtt  of  Tlrifle8.-.i-a 


POEMS 


OF 


Robert  dodsley. 


mE  FÓOTMAfł, 

m  EPISTŁE  TO  MY  FRIENU  BffR.  WRIGlIt. 
DKAR  FRJEND, 

oINCE  I  am  DOW  at  leisure. 
And  ID  tbe  country  taking  pleasure^ 
If  itbe  worth  vour  wbile  to  hear 

m 

A  ńlly  footinan'8  basineds  theire» 
1  'N  try  to  tell  in  easy  rhyroe, 
How  I  in  London  spent  my  time. 

And  flrst, 
As  non  as  lazincss  will  let  me, 
I  ris^  rrom  bod,  and  down  1  sit  me 
Tocleaning  glasses,  knives,  and  plate, 
Aod  sach-like  dirty  work  aa  that, 
Which  (by  the  by)  is  what  I  bate. 
Thit  dooe;  with  eiepeditious  care. 
To  dress  myself  I  straight  prepare ; 
1  dean  my  bnckles,  black  my  sboes, 
Fowder  my  wtg»  and  brush  my  clotbes, 
Take  off  my  beard,  and  wasb  my  face. 
And  Łheo  I  *m  ready  for  the  chase. 

Down  comes  my  lady^s  woman  straight ; 
"  Where  *s  Robin  ?*'  here,  "  pray  take  your  bat. 
And  g:o— «nd  go—-  and  go— and  go— 
And  this— and  that  desire  to  know.'* 
Tbe  charge  receiv»d,  away  run  I, 
And  here,  and  tbcre,  and  yonder  fly, 
Witb  senrices,  and  how-d-'ye-dos, 
Then  home  return  fuli  fraugtit  with  news. 

Here  some  sbort  time  does  interpose, 
Tin  warm  effluyias  greet  my  nose, 
Which  from  the  spits  and  kettlcs  fly, 
Deciaring  dinner-time  is  uigh. 
To  biy  tbe  doth  I  now  preparc, 
Witb  nniformity  and  care; 
In  order  knives  and  fbrks  are  ]aid» 
With  folded  napkiii.«,  <ialt,  and  bread: 
"The  Mde-boards  glittering  too  appear, 
With  płate  and  glass,  and  china-ware. 
Thi-u  ale,  and  bpcr,  and  winę  decanted, 
Aq|1  all  thiągs  ready  whicb  ara  wanted. 


The  smoking  dishes  finter  in, 
To  stomacbs  sharp  a  grateful  scenę : 
Which  on  the  table  b^ng  placM, 
And  some  few  ceremonies  past, 
They  all  sit  down,  and  fali  to  (^ing, 
Whiist  1  bebind  stand  sileut  waiting. 

This  is  tbe  only  pleasant  bour 
Which  I  have  in  the  twenty-four; 
Por  whiist  I  unregarded  stand, 
With  ready  sałver  in  my  band. 
And  secm  to  understand  no  morę 
Than  just  what  *s  calUd  for  out  to  pour: 
I  hear  and  mark  the  courtly  phrases. 
And  all  the  elegance  that  passes; 
Disputes  malntain'd  without  digression, 
With  ready  wit,  and  fine  expres8ion : 
The  laws  of  true  politeness  stated, 
And  what  good-breoding  is,  debated : 
Where  all  unanimously  exclude 
The  vain  coąuet,  the  formal  prude, 
The  ceremonious  and  the  rude ; 
The  flattVing,  fawning,  praiaing  train  ; 
The  fluttering,  empty,  noisy,  vain; 
Detraction,  smut,  and  what  *9  profane* 

This  happy  hour  elapsM  and  gone, 
The  time  of  drinking  tea  comes  on. 
The  kettle  fill'd,  the  water  boird, 
The  cream  provided,  biscuits  pii'd. 
And  lamp  prepar*d :  I  straight  engage 
The  Lilliputian  equipage 
Of  dishes,  saucers,  spouns  and  tong^ 
And  all  th'  eł  aeiera  which  tbereto  bclong^ 
Which,  rang*d  in  order  and  decorum, 
1  carry  in,  and  set  before  'em  : 
Then  pour  or  green  or  bohea  out, 
And^  as  commanded,  hand  about. 

This  business  over,  prcsently 
The  hour  of  vis(ting  draws  nigb: 
The  cbairmen  straight  prepare  tbe  ebair^ 
A  li^hted  flambeau  I  prepare; 
And  ołtlers  given  where  to  go, 
We  march  along,  and  bustle  thro* 
The  parting  crowds,  wbo  all  stand  off 
To  giTC  os  rooiB.    O  bow  you'd  laugbb! 
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To  see  me  strut  before  a  chair, 

And  with  a  sturdy  voicc  and  air. 

Crying — "  By  your  leave,  sir!  have  a  carc!*' 

From  place  to  place  with  spood  we  fly, 

And  rat-ta-ta-tat  the  knockcrs  ery, 

"  Pray  is  your  lady,  sir,  within  ?" 

If  not,  go  on ;  if  ycs,  we  enter  in. 

Thcn  to  the  hall  1  ^ide  my  steps, 
Amongst  a  crowd  of  brother  skips, 
Drinking  small-beer  and  talking  smuty 
And  tbis  fool*s  nonsense  piitting  thatfooPs  out; 
Whiist  oaths  and  peals  of  laughter  meet, 
And  he  who  's  loudest  is  the  greatest  wit. 
Put  here  amongst  us  the  chief  trade  is 
To  raił  agaiust  our  iords^aud  ladics : 
To  aggrarate  thcir  sniallest  feilings, 
T'  expose  thcir  faults  with  saucy  railings. 
For  my  part,  as  I  hate  tlie  practire. 
And  see  in  them  how  base  and  black*ti8, 
In  somebye  place  1  therefore  creep, 
And  sit  me  down,  and  feign  to  sleep : 
And  could  I  with  old  Morpheus  bargain, 
'Twould  save  my  ears  much  noise  aud  juigon. 
But  down  my  lady  comes  again. 
And  1  *m  released  from  my  pain. 
To  some  new  place  our  steps  w.c  bend, 
The  tedious  evening  out  to  spend : 
Somtlimes,  perhaps,  to  see  the  play, 
Assembly,  or  the  Opera ; 
Then  home  and  sbp,  and  thus  we  eud  the  day. 


TO  77IE  HONOURABLE  LABY  HOWE, 

l  PON  TUB  m^AlU  OF  HER  HUSBAND,  SIR  RICH- 
ARD HOWE,  BART.  WHO  DIED  JUŁY  2,  1*730, 
AFTER  THEY  HAD  ŁIYED  TOGEIHER  UPWARD8 
OF  FIFTY  YEARS. 

Hr  >s  gone !  the  graat  erood  man  is  gone  f 

No  power  on  Eartli  could  tave ; 
The  will  of  Heav'n  at  last  is  done; 

This  night  conveys  bim  to  the  grare. 

Bat  let  this  thougbt  allcfiate 

The  sorrows  of  your  mind : 
He^s  gone-— bat  he  is  gone  so  late 

You  can  *t  be  long  behind, 

Heav'n  saw  your  lovc;  was  very  loath 

To  part  60  blest  a  pair 
'Tin  it  was  time  to  takc  you  both, 

That  each  might  equal  share 

■  • 

As  well  in  Heayen,  as  on  Earth 

The  joys  whtch  each  possessM ; 
Knowing  that  either,  whiist  alon<*, 

Would  «.Teu  in  Hearen  but  half  be  ble8s*d. 


TO  MY  FRIEND  MIL  WRIGHT, 

UPON    U18    COMBffKNDING    SOMETHlNG    J    HAD 

W  ROTĘ. 

Sa  Y,  was  the  real  merit  of  my  lays  ' 

fhe  happy.  motlve  of  your  gen'rous  praise  ? 
or  did  your  partial  friendship  in  each  linę 
Too  much  indulge  the  Muee  becanne  ^w^ s  minę? 
Yc^,  yes,  'twaji  so ;  the  first  ran  ne*er  be  true; 
Tis  hard  to  pWase  a  judge  auU  criiic  too. 


8  0  NG  g 


FROM  SIR  JOHN  COCKŁB  AT  OOVąj. 

O  THE  pleasing,  pleasing  joys 
Which  in  women  we  possessi 

O  the  raptures  which  arise! 
Tbey  alone  have  power  to  blesst 

Beauty  smiling, 

Wit  beguiling, 

Kindness  charmingi 

Fancy  warming; 

Kissingytoying, 

Melting,  dying; 
O  the  raptures  which  arise ! 
O  the  pleasing,  pleasing  joys ! 


Tho*  bom  in  a  country  town, 
The  beauties  of  London  unknown. 
My  heart  is  as  tender. 
My  waist  is  as  slender, 
My  skin  is  as  wbite. 
My  eyes  are  as  bright 
As  the  best  of  them  all, 
That  twinkleor  sparkle  at  court  or  bstt. 
I  can  ogle  and  sigh, 
Then  frown  and  be  coy; 
Faise  sorrow 
Now  borrow, 
And  rise  in  a  ragę; 
Then  languish 
In  anguish, 
And  sofUy,  and  softly  engage. 


A  DIEU  to  your  cart  and  your  plougb ; 
I  scorn  to  milk  your  cow. 
Your  turkeys  and  geese, 
Your  butter  and  cheese, 
Arc  much  bełow  me  now. 
If  ever  1  wed, 
I  Ml  hołd  up  my  head, 
And  be  a  fine  lady,  I  vow. 


Ah,  luckless  knight!  I  moum  tby  case: 
Alas !  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

Poor  Betty.!  thou  hast  lost  thy  plaoe; 
Poor  kaighty  thy  sea  is  gone. 

I^am  hencefortb,  from  this  disaster, 
When  for  girls  you  lay  your  ploti, 

That  each  miss  expects  a  master 
In  brecches,  not  in  pctticoats. 


S  O  NG  S 
FROM  THE  BUND  BEGOAR  OF  BETHRAI.  CKIKI. 

Ttf  B  foithfiil  stork  behold, 

A  duteous  wing  prepare, 
It's  sire,  grown  weak  and  old. 

To  feed  witli  constant  car& 
Should  I  my  father  leave, 

Orown  old,  and  weak,  and  blind; 
To,  think  on  storks  would  grievB 

And  shame  my  weaker  mind. 

Ob^rre  the  fragrant  blushbg  róse, 
Tho*  in  tbe  humble  va]c  it  spring, 
It  smells  as  sweet,  as  fair  it  blows, 
Al  in  Uie  giundui  of  •  king; 


SONGS. 


329 


Sb  eftim  content  as  oft  is  found  complete 
In  tbe  Iow  cot  as  lo  tbe  lofty  seat. 


Łet  begging  no  morę  then  be  taunted, 

\f  bonest  aod  frce  from  oflc^ce ;,  ' 
Werę  each  man  to  beg  wbat  he  wanted, 

Howmany  would  beggars  comnience  ! 
GiaTe  cborch-men  might  beg  fur  raore  grace;; 

Young  soldiei-s  forcourage  might  cali ; 
An4  many  that  beg  for  a  pension  or  place, 

Might  beg  for  soine  merit  withail. 


THO^darkness  stil?  attends  me, 

It  uids  interna!  sight; 
And  from  sach  scenes  defends  me, 

As  błush  to  see  tbe  light. 
No  vil!ain's  nmile  deceives  me. 

No  gilded  fop  ofiends, 
No  «-eepiiig  object  grievrs  me, 

Kiod  darkness  me  befriends. 

Uencefbrth  na  useless  wailings, 

I  find  no  reason  why ; 
Mankind  to  their  own  failings 

Are  a]I  as  blind  as  I. 
Who  painted  vice  dcsires, 

Is  blind,  whate'er  he  thinks^ 
Who  TJrtne  not  admires, 

Is  either  blind,  or  winks. 

To  keep  my  gcntle  Bęsay, 

What  labour  would  seem  hard? 
Each  toilsome  task  bow.  easy ! 

Her  loTe  tbe  sweet  reWard. 
The  bee  tbus  uncomplainjng, 

Esteems  no  toil  severe, 
The  sweet  reward  obtaining, 

Of  honey  all  tbe  year. 


Trk  boy  thus  of  a  hird  posseśt, 

At  first  how  great  his  joys ! 
He  strokes  it  soft,  and  in  bis  breast 

Thelittlefav'rite  lies: 
Bot  soon  as  grown  to  ripcr  agc, 

Tbe  passion  quits  bis  mind, 
He  hangś  it  up  in  some  cołd  cage, 

Negiected  and  confin*d. 


U  E 


r. 


The  man  wbo  in  a  dongeon  lies  for  debt| 
Esfeems  not  iight  and  liberty  so  dear. 

SUE. 

Tbe  frightedbird  just  'scap'd  the  fowler'8  net,' 
Ita  heart  not  fiutters  mpre  'twixt  joy  and  fear. 

,    HE. 

Come  to  my  arms. 

And  on  my  breast 
From  all  alarms 

Securely  rest. 

SME. 

In  thts  kind  hea\'en  let  me  He, 
In  mutual  pleacure  live  «nd  die. 

BOTH4 

In  mutual  pleasure  livc  and  die. 


■1 


Al  death  alone  tbe  marriage  knot  untles, 

So  Tows  that  loTers  make 
lut  antil  sleep,  death'8  image,  close  their  eyes, 

BisioWe  when  theyawake^ 
Aod  tbat  fond  love  wbicb  was  to  day  their  tbeme, 
Uthougbtto  moiTOw  but  an  idle  dream. 


SONG. 

FROM  THE  MIŁŁER  OF  MAN8FIBX.D^ 

How  happy  a  state  does  the  miller  possess  I 
Wbo  wOu'd  be  no  greater,  nor  fears  to  be  less; 
On  his  mili  and  himsetf  hedependsfor  support, 
Wbicb  is  better  tban  8ervUeIy  cringing  at  court. 

What  tbo'  he  all  dnsty  and  whiteii*d  does  go, 
The  morę  he  's  be-powder'd,  the  morę  like  a  beau; 
A  clown  in  this  dress  may  be  bonesterfiir, 
Than  a  courtier  who  struts  in  his  garter  and  star. 

Tho'  his  hąilds  are  so  daub^d  they  'rc  not  fit  to  be 
Tbe  bands  of  bis  betters  are  not  very  cleau;  [seen, 
A  palm  morę  polite  may  as  dirtily  deal ; 
Gold  inhandling  will  stick  to  tbe  fingers  Ijke  meal. 

What  if,  when  a  pndding  for  dinner  he  laćks, 
He  crtbs  without  scruple,  from  other  mens  sacks^ 
In  this  of  right  noble  examples  he  brags, 
Who  borrow  as  freely  from  other  mens  bags. 

Or  should  be  endearour  to  heap  ao  estaite, 
In  this  he  would  mimie  the  tools  of  the  state ; 
Wbose  aim  is  alone  their  Own  cofTers  to  fil], 
As  all  his  concern'sto  bring  grist  to  iiis  mńll.    ' 

« 
0 

He  cats  when  he  's  bungry,  he  drinks  when  he  *b  dry. 
And  down  when  he  *s  weary  contented  does  lie; 
Then  rlses  up  cheerful  to  work  and  to  sing: 
If  80  bappy  a  miller,  tben- who^d  be  a  king  ^ 


Beuoło  me  on  my  bcnded  knee, 
Think  on  my  fatlier's  cries ! 

Othink  the  goshing  tcars  you  see 
Drop  from  his  closcd  eyes! 

ZJct  this  sad  sight  ^our  sonl  possess, 
Łct  kind  regret  ta1^e  place ; 

And  saTC  my  father  frOto  distrcss^ 
Ifis  daughter  from  di«grace. 


SONG, 


nr  THE  TRIUMPH  OF  PEACE. 

Baki8H*d  to  some  less  happy  shore, 

The  drum*s  harsh  soand,  the  cannon's  loar, 

Shall  thundcr  far  firom  home : 
The  soldier,  freed  from  war^s  alarms^ 
Shall  rest  his  consecrated  arms 

In  Honour^s  sacred  dome. 
The  Arts  and  Muses  uow  shall  smile. 
And  ib  fair  Freedom*sfov'rite  isle 

Shall  fix  their  envy'd  seat : 
The  stone  shaU  breathe,  the  canyasglow; 
And  public  works  arise  to  show 

That  Britain  still  is  great 
I 
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PROLOSUE 


TO  SIR  JOHN  COCKŁE  AT  COURT. 

As  sonie  poor  orplian,  at  the  friendly  gate 
WhereoTice  relievM,  again  presumes  to  wait; 
So  inovM  by  fornner  kindncss  to  him  shown, 
Our  huiiest  miller  yentures  up  to  town. 
He  greets  you  ix]L    His  hearty  thanks  1  bear 
To  eacb  kind  fiieiid.  Ht;  hopes  you  *re  ail  so  here. 
Hopes  the  same  fiBvour  you  'II  rontinue  still 
At  court,  which  late  you  showM  him  at  the  mili. 
Why  should  you  not?  If  plain  untutor*d  sCDse 
;Should  speak  blunt  truths,  who  here  will  take  of- 

fence? 
For  comnioił  ńght  he  pleads,  no  party'8  slare; 
A  foe,  on  cither  side,  to  fool  and  knave. 
Free,  as  at  Mansfeld,  he  at  court  appcars, 
StJU  uiK-orrupted  by  mean  hopes  and  fears. 
Plainly  his  mind  docs  to  his  prince  impari, 
Alone  emboIdepM  by  an  honest  beart. 
These  are  bis  męrits — on  this  plea  I  sue^— 
But  hunibly  he  refers  his  cause  to  you.        [cuse, 
*  "  Smali  faults,  we  hope,  with  cardour  you  'U  ex- 
Nor  harsbiy  treat  a  self-convictcd  muse." 
If,  after  tiial,  he  sbouidmercy  find, 
He  *ll  own  tbat  mercy  with  a  grateful  mind ; 
■Ot.  by  strict  justice,  if  he  's  doom'd  tx>  death, 
/Wul  then,  witbout  appeul,  resign  hisbreath. 


EPJLOGUE 


TO  SIR  JOHN  COCRŁB  AT  COURT. 

Lord!  whot  a  stupid  race  these  poets  are ! 
This  tim*rousfool  has  madetno  mad,  I  swear: 
Here  have  I  teas*d  him  cvery  day  this  week 
To  get  an  epilogue — »tis  still  to  seek. 
•*  No,  tio,**  he  crled:  "  1  fear  Hwill  mcet  sad  fate; 
And  can  one  thank  an  au'lience  after  that?'* 
«*  Weil,  Mr.  WhatHd.'ye-call  't,>'  saidl,  *«  suppose 
A  merry  cpilopie  might  do  it  good.''     f^*^  shouM; 
•*  Yes,  madam,'*  said  he,  and  8mil'd— *'  If  1  cou'd 
Withhumour,  fit  for  you  to  speak,  it  might"[wnte 
>Twas  very  ci  vii  of  the  man,  indeed —       [  heed.** 
•*  Come,  come,*»  said  1,  "  write  soroething,  never 
••Weil — if  itplease,"$aid  he,— ^on  that  condition, 
Pray  make  my  compliments  with  due  submissiou, 
Tbe  matter  and  the  words  I  leave  to  you — ** 
1  thankM  htm;  and  1  *ll  try  wbat  i  can  do.  [him, 
Oar  author  thanks  you  for  this  favour  shown 
The  man  ia  modest;  that  I  must  say  on  him. 
JBe  says,  'tis  your  indulgencc,  not  his  merit— « 
put,  were  I  he,  feith  Td  pluck  up  a  spirit; 
1  tbink  tis  meanly  giving  up  bis  caase. 
To  claim  no  merit,  wben  he  'as  your  applause, 
Werę  1  to  compliment  you  as  1  wou*d, 
IM  say,  you  lik*d  the  thing,  because  'twas  good. 
^ut  be  must  have  hift  wayi— and  so  to  you 
Bis  grateftłl  thanks  I  give,  as  jnstly  due. 


EPILOGUE 

TO  THE  TOY-SHOP. 

Witt,  HcaT'n  |)€ prai8'd, this  duli, graye  sermon^s 

done; 
(For  fiiith  our  autbor  might  have  caird  it  one.) 

*Tbe8t  two  lilMi  were  addod  afVcr  the  first 
fiight'8  .peifurmance,  occasior.r^d  Ly  soiae  tbings 
which  the  audience  very  justly  fouiul  fault  with  ; 
«nd  which,  the  ffscond  tiaic,  wurti  kłi  out,  or  al- 
Ifrod  as  nuch  m  possiblc. 


I  wonder  who  tHe  devil  he  thoughi  to  pteiśef 
Is  this  a  time  o'  day  for  things  like  these? 
Good  sense  and  honest  satire  now  ofiend; 
We  're  grown  too  wise  to  Icam,  too  proudto  neodc 
And  so  divinely  wrapt  in  songs  and  tunes, 
The  next  wise  age  will  all  be---fidler8^  sods. 
And  did  he  think  plain  truth  wou*d  iavour  fiad? 
Ab !  'tis  a  sigp  he  Jittie  knows  mankind! 
To  please,  he  opght  tó  have  a  song  or  dance. 
The  tune  from  Italy,  the  caper  France:     [senie! 
These,  these  might  cbarm — But  hope  todo  't  with 
A  las!  alas!  how  vain  is  the  pretence  I 
But,  tho'wc  told  him,— "Faith,  'twill  nerer  do— •» 
•*  Pho !  never  fear,"  he  cried,  "  tho*  grave,  *tii  new: 
The  whim  perhaps  may  please,  if  not  tbe  wit, 
And,  tho*  they  don^t  approve,  they  may  pertnit 
If  neither  this  nor  that  will  intercedc, 
SubmissiYe  ()end,  and  tbus  for  pardon  plead. 
*'  Ye  gcn*ious  few,  to  you  our  autbor  saes. 
His  first  es>say  w  itb  cańdour  to  excuse, 
T  has  faults,  he  owns,  but  if  they  are  but  smali, 
He  hopes  your  kind  applaiise  will  hide  tbcm  sD.** 


REX  ET  POKTIFEK, 

BBIN«   AN  ATTEMPT  TO  INTRODUCE  UPOŃ  TU 
STAGE  A«EW  SPECIES  OF  PANTOMIMĘ. 

PERSON& 

Pagan,  Jewisb,  Roman,  and  Mahometan  AiesU 

properly  habitcd. 
Ty  ranny,  in  a  coat  of  mail,  a  OothiccroWDoohis 

bead,  and  chains  in  his  hand. 
Imposture,  a  phantom  dressM  op  by  the  priesU 

with  a  cioak,  mask,  &c. 
Truth,  a  beautiful  woman  drest  in  wbite,  *ith 

great  plainness  and  simplicity. 
Liberty,  drest  in  ber  hair,  with  a  flowing  robę,  a 

wand,  &c. 
Zeal,  has  a  foofs  cap  on  his  head  painted  vith 

flames,  a  bóok  in  his  hand,  which  be  seems  to 

read  now  and  then,  casting  up  his  eyes  to  Het- 

Ten,  and  beating  his  breast  with  great  riolence. 
Persecution,  has  an  axe  in  one  hand  and  a  %lited 

firebrand  in  the  other. 
Ambition,  is  magnificently  drest  with  staTs,ribboiis, 

coroncts,  and  other  ensignsof  dvilboiiour,eye- 

ing  them  often.         ^ 
Corruption,ha8  a  targe  bag  of  money  iDonehsid, 

and  a  serpent  in  the  other. 
Philosopbers  in  Grecian  babits* 
The  Arts  and  the  Muses  from  antiquity. 


RUX  ET  P0m7FEX.' 

The  curtarn  rise^  to  ttUemn  mutk,  htrt  jopcdńg  M 
and  dmonantf  and  diseocen  a  magtiifieai  intfk\ 
wktre  a  cabai  uf  Eggpfim  pńesU,  JtraA  niUm, 
Mahometan  mtftii,  a  pope,  a  earOnal,  jeaat,  ai 
capachin  seemin  dose  combination,  andare  aUeaimUlf 

•  Tn  Mr.  Dodsley'*  Muse  in  Li?ery,  is  n 
entertainment  dt  signed  for  her  niąje8ty*f  birtb- 
day,  the  scenery  of  which  very  much  rescnblet 
this,  but  the  po«tical  pait  is  of  inferipr  menu  C 
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$liifj^  m  dresnng  up  the  figurę  tf  Impostnre. 
4fler  a  while  tkof  tern  by  thar  wWfpmng,  noekUng, 
Mtaif  atut  meering  mnongsi  ikemseheSf  to  haoe 
ctSitsted  matłen  nery  mueft  to  their  omn  satiąfactkm, 
A  hif%e  cŁoak  u  łkrtmn  ooer  łht  sfumlders  of  tkefgure,^ 
io^  ii*  deformiihs;  a  mask  of  a  Jine  tompoted 
grace  mr  h  cłapł  upon  iU  ugly  visage;  and  seoeral 
cikertr  amoudy  d^ńeatedfor  aU  oceasions,  are  ctf»- 
magly  Ssposed  ofheneaih  the  cloak:  whkk  dom,  the 
prktts  zeUhdnm,  Then  enlert  a  band  of  ancienl  fihi- 
iota^hen,prvprrl3fbabit«d;  toho  examvang  the  fgure 
of  Impoiture  reilh  gnat  care,  seem  to  debałe  amongst 
łimsehet  toitk  cahnnest  and  moderathn;  and  ai 
Insfti,  haemg  pulled  cffits  chak  and  moik,  and  di> 
cooendsml  espotcd  ks  strangefeaturet  a/td  morutma 
defi^Hia^  thtif  areja^t  upon  the  point  qfdemoHthing 
ike  fiiure,  nhen  the  priests  re-enier^  leading  in  Ty- 
nnny,  n^th  all  the  ensigns  and  offkcrt  (if  chii  power 
aiiendtnghim;  by  the  asństanca  of  ^ohom,  the  phUosO' 
fkm  on  dfhen  of  the  itage,  and  Impostore  is  again 
ineiied  mth  ks  doak  and  matk.  The  prieste  maidng 
obeisanee  to  the  mil  pomr,  seem  to  beg  the  conOntp- 
neeofhis  proiectkm,  and  the  dótfąfthem  addresses 
Imtdfto  Tyranny,  m  thefolkmng  mamer, 

R£CITATIVE. 

Taw,  rejal  power!  vicegerent  of  the  skies! 
SUjKeme  on  fiartb,  and  substitute  of  Heavhi  1 
O  stretch  thy  powciful  ann,  protect  aad  save 
lUs  sarred  ministers!  nor  let  bold  man, 
With  hii  prcsumptuous  reason,  dare  to  mock 
Oor  boly  myst*ries,  ordispute  our  rights. 

AIR. 

kings  the  rigbts  of  priotte  defending, 

Morę  aecurely  hołd  their  own; 
?ńe8tsto  kings  assiat&dce  leudinp, 

Merit  succour  from  the  throue  s 
Then  give  us  supremę  dominion 

Over  conscience  and  the  »oul ! 
YoB  shall  role  (by  oor  opinion) 

Lires  and  gooda  wtthoat  controul* 

UECrrATlYE. 

TYRANNT. 

Most  TCYerendiiithers!  delegatce  to  men 
from  Heavcn»8  high  king!  ambassadors  divine! 
Be  it  as  you  haw  said.    Teach  you  mankind 
Thatpowerunłiimted  belongs  to  kings, 
That  subjects  hare  no  rights  but  to  obey ; 
Then  shall  the  ann  of  civil  power  protect 
Yoar  higbest  claims  of  reverence;  and  enforce 
Asaent  to  CYery  tenet  yo&  shall  judge 
Coodneire  toestablish  prtestly  rule 
0'er  miód  aud  conscience. 

AIR. 

Thus  in  fetten  doubly  binding, 
Sottls  enslaring,  bodies  grindiog. 

We  the  stupid  herd  shall  sway ; 
And,  supremę  in  wealth  and  grandeur, 
Sileace  c»ery  boW  withstander 

Tbat  shall  dare  to  disobey. 

PRICST. 

But  in  this  crand  affair.  this  high  attempt, 
To  bfind,  enslave,  and  fleece  a  bubbied  world; 
what  icstru^Miits,  what  tooLi  ihail  we  employ  ? 


tyraiinV. 

Ambition  and  Comiption  be  my  tooli 

PRU8T. 

Be  minę  Mind  Zeal  and  fiirions  Persecntion. 

Enterto  the  Priests,  ai  one  door^  Zeal  and  Persecn^ 
tion  'y  and  to  the  Civil  Power,  'al  the  olher,  Ambi- 
tion and  Corruption,  properly  diUinguishecL 

TYRANMY. 

Oo  forth,  ye  instmments  of  our  high  aimSi 
And  in  our  cause  possess  the  sons  of  men. 
Cramp  and  intimidate  th'  inquiring  roind; 
With  base  affections  taint  the  hnman  heart: 
And  tamę  the  generous  spiritthat  breathes  in  man^ 
And  prompts  him  to  resist  and  bra^e  oppre»ion: 
So  shall  that  head-«trong  beast,  the  multitude, 
Yield  to  the  bit,  and  croucb  beneath  its  burthen. 

Zeal,  imifiR£  Persecntion,  goerou/ one  m^;  at^Cor- 
ruptioD,  leading  Ambition,  the  other,  Thsn  enłer 
the  Muses  and  the  liberał  Arts,  teith  proper  habilt 
and  ensigns,  who  seem  to  beg  protection  ąf  t/te  Prksts 
ani  the  CiuU  Power;  but  bang  eommanded  to  faU 
down  and  worship  the  fgure  of  Imposture,  they  re- 
Jitse;  ypon  which  the§  are  imme^oŁdy  chained  and 
fetteredf  and  ^cast  dovon  boundbęfore  it. 

And  noo  the  CicU  and  Ecelesiastical  Poiteert  seem  pet" 
fedly  secure;  they  shake  hands,  ihey  embrace,  and 
afUrafomtal  solann  dance,  in  tehich  they  aUemałely 
bom  and  reoerenee  eaeh  other,  they  are  tndking  pff  the 
stage^  when  they  meei  with  the  goddess  of  Liberty,  who 
leadf  in  the  Phiknophers,  walks  boldly  up  to  thefigftrt* 
qf  Itaposture^  and  strining  U  tsUh  her  wand,  speak^ 
asfoUows : 

Hence,  Delusion,  hcncc,  away ; 
Nor  in  firitain  dare  to  sUy: 
To  Bome  foreign  land  retire, 
Where  duli  lgn'rance  may  admire: 
Herę,  amongst  the  brave  and  free, 
Troth  shall  rise,  and  dwell  with  me. 

Then  waoing  her  wand,  Imposture  immedialdy  shdesi 
and  the  goddess  o/1'ruth,  arrayed  in  robes  qf  while^ 
yet  drest  with  the  greaiest  plamness  and  simptidty^ 
arises  in>iisroom,  whom  Liberty  addresses  in  the  foi» 
lowing 

AIR: 

Fairest  daughter  of  the  skies, 
Hither  tum  thy  radiant  cyesj 
Thou  hast  lovers  here  shall  trącej 
Every  charm  and  every  grace: 
Sons  of  wisdom,  who  admire, 
Sons  of  freedom,  all  on  fire; 
Hither,  goddess,  hither  tum; 
Britons  for  thy  beauties  bum. 

And  naw  the  Arts  and  Muses  seem  rejoiced,  they  ri^ 
graduałly  upon  thetrfeet,  their  eftains  are  łaken  iff  by 
Liberty,  wAo  leads  up  a  dance,  in  which  ehe  Pfńloso-^ 
phersjoin  roiłh  the  Muses,  aii  qf  them  in  the  dance  mah» 
ingfreguent  obeisance  to  the  goddess  of  Trutti, 

During  all  this,  the  powers  of  Tyranny  and  Priesterąft 
are  in  greal  dread  and  confusion,  Tyranny  Ihreaiens 
with  his  sword,  and  the  Priest  widds  a  thunder-boU  ; 
butineffeetualandinoain;  for  al  theendof  ^  dance^ 
Truth  and  Liberty  adoandngfearless  to  their  oppo^ 
sites,  they  drop  their  weapons  and  submiL  Ajitf 
f^ish,  Liberty,  addressing  heneif  to  them,  speaks  «» 
foUaws: 


^ 
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o  why,  ye  powers,  that  mle  the  race  of  man, 
And  3'ou  that  should  iostract  bim  to  be  wise 
And  good;  why  will  ye  join,  O  why,  in  league 
Unnatural,  to  blind  and  to  enslare! 
When  to  reform  his  morais,  and  pUDt^t 
His  native  rights,  are  your  sole  prorinces, 
From  whicb  performM,  your  safety,  glory,  all 
That  make  kings  great,  and  priests  rcrer^d  arise. 

AIR.     • 

He  whose  heart  with  social  fire 

Burns  to  do  what  good  he  can ; 
Sufe,  by  the  celestial  Sire, 

Will  be  deem'd  the  worthiest  man: 
So  the  patriot  warmly  prest 

In  his  coimtry'8  sacród  cause, 
Of  all  subjects  is  the  best, 

Best  desenres  his  king^s  applaase. 

TRUTH. 

Princes,  giye  ear;  give  ear,  ye  rererend  seers;  . 
And  let  the  words  of  Truth  make  deep  impression. 
Man  was  not  ma4e  for  kings,  but  kings  for  man. 
And  that  prond  tyrant  who  invades  the  rights 
His  band  was  scepter^d  to  defend,  becomes 
A  sovereign  rcbel.     As  that  priest,  who  for 
TKc  oracles  of  Hearen  gives  human  crceds. 
And,  wrapŁ  in^mysteries,  sneering  morał  worth, 
Dclights  to  puzzle  and  confound  the  mind, 
Which  His  his  sacred  office  to  enlighten, 
Falls  from  Ucaven*ś  minister  to  that  of  Hcll ; 
And  for  man*s  tcacher  undcr  God,  becomes, 
Under  the  devil,  d^uty  sedacer. 

AIR. 

Yct  how  sacred!  how  divine! 

.    Kings  and  priests  bave  power  to  be ! 

At  the  throne,  or  at  the  shriue, 

Man  might  bow,  and  stjll  be  frce: 
Let  tb€i  prclate  virtuc  bring, 

Let  tbc  pnnce  with  goodness  sway^ 
To  the  priest  and  to  t^e  king, 

All  will  due  obedience  pay. 

CBORIiS. 

Power  and  goodne^,  whep  they  joio^ 
M^ke  kings  sacred^  priests  divine. 


THE  ART  OF  PREACHING: 

in  IMITATION  OF  H0RACE*8  ART  OF  POETRY. 

'  Should  some  strange  poet,  in  his  piece,  affect 
Pope'8  nervoas  styie,  with  Cibber*s  jokes  bedeckM; 
Prink  Młlton's  tnie  sublime  with  Cowley's  wit; 
And  garuish  Blackmore's  Job  witli  SwifCs  conceit; 
Would  you  not  laugh?  Trust  me,  that  priesfs  as 

bad, 
Who  in  a  style  now  graTC,  now  raving  mad, 

I 

^  Humano  capiti  cervicem  pictor  eąuinam 
Jungere  si  Telit,  &  varias  inducere  plumas 
I7ndique  ooUatis  membris,  ut  turpiter  atrum 
Desinat  in  piscem  mulier  formosa  supeme; 
Spcctatum  admissi  risum  teneatis,  amici? 
Credite,  Pisones^  Uti  tabulas  fore  libnim 
Persimilcm. 


Givc8  the  Wild  whims  of  dreaming  schoolmoi.itat, 
Whiist  drowsy  congregations  nod  assent. 
»  Painters  and  priesU,  'tis  truć,  grcatliccnce  ckin, 
And  by  bold  strokes  have  often  roae  to  fiune: 
But  wliales  in  woods,  or  depbanU  in  atr, 
Senre  only  to  make  fools  and  children  stare; 
And  in  religion*s  name  if  priests dispense 
Fiat  contradictions  to  all  common  seoae  ; 
Tho'  gaping  bigots  wondcr  and  belie^e, 
T&e  wise  »tis  not  so  easy  to  deceiTC. 

3  Some  take  a  test  sablime,  and  fiaught  witk 
sense. 
But  ąuiokly  fali  into  impertnienoe. 
On  trifles  eIoquent,  with  great  delight 
They  flourish  out  on  some  stmnge  mystic  ritcj 
Clear  up  the  darkness  of  some  uselesa  tcxt, 
Or  make  some  crabbed  passage  morę  perplest: 
But  to  subdue  the  passions,  or  direct. 
And  all  life's  morał  duties,  they  ncglect. 

*  Most  preachcr»crr  (except  the  wiscr  few) 
Thinking  esiabłishM  doctrines,  thęrefore  troe: 
*  Others,too  fond  of  novelty  and  scbemes, 
Amuse  the  world  with  airy  idlc  drcams: 

^  Tbus  too  much  fiiith,  or  too  presuming  wit, 
Are  rocks  where  bigots,  or  free-thinkers  split. 

"I  The  very  meaaest  dabUer  at  Whitchall 
Can  raił  at  papists,  or  poor  ąuakers  maul; 
But  when  of  some  great  truth  he  aimi  to  preach, 
Alas,  he  finds  it  far  beyond  his  reacb.  [fi"4 

«  Young  deacons,  try  your  strength,  and  strive  to 
A  subject  suited  to  your  tum  of  mind; 
Method  and  words  are  easily  yonr  own, 
Or  should  they  fail  yon—steal  from  Tillotaon. 

*  Much  of  its  beauty,  us^fulness,  and  forcc, 
Depends  on  rightiy  timing"  a  discourse. 

Before  the  l*-ds  or  c — mm — ns-  ■         far  fran. 

nice, 
Say  boldly— brib*ry  is  a  dirty  vic©— 
But  quickly  check  yourself— and  with  a  snecr— 
Of  which  this  honourable  house  is  c1ear« 

"  Great  is  the  work,  and  worthy  of  the  gown, 
To  bringforth  hidden  truthsand  make  tbem  knowb 
Yet  in  all  new  opinions,  have  a  care, 
Truth  is  too  stroug  for  some  weak  minds  to 

bear:  ... 

"  And  are  new  doctrines  taught,  or  old  reriW;. 
Let  them  from  scripture  plainly  be  deriv^ 


-Pictoribus  atąue  poctis 


fiuidlibet  andendi  semper  iuit  aąua 

Sed  non  ut  placidis  coeaot  immitia-^       [fei 

1  Incoeptis  gra^ibus  pleramqne  fc  magna  pn^ 

4  Masima  pars  vatum^ 
Decipimur  specie  recti— 

^2ui  Tariarc  cupit  rem  prodigialiter  nnam, 
Dclphinum  silvis  appingit^  flactibos  apraa.. 

^  In  vitium  ducit  cu1p<B  fuga,  ti  caret  aita 

"^  ^milinm  circa  ludom  iaber  imns  &  uogoe. 
£xprimet,  &  molles  imitabitur  serecapillos; 
InfbUx  operis  summa,  quia  ponere  totom 
Nesciet    ■ 

*  Sumite  materiam  Testris,  qttt  •cribitis,  aąoui 
Yiribus 

*  Ordinishcc  Tirtus  erit,  &  Yenus,  autegofallor, 
Ut  jam  nunc  dicat,jam  nunc  debentiadtci 
Pleraque  ditfcrat;  et  pAesens  in  tempus  omittit— 

^^  Iń  yerbis  etiam  teuuis  caatuaque  serendis — 
^^  Kt  nova  fictaquc  nuper  habebunt  verbafideiD» 
Gneco  fonte  cadant,  parci  detorta. 


THE  ART  OF  PREACHING. 
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*<  Barclay  or  BAxter,  wherefore  do  we  blame 
Tor  innovatioos,  yet  approve  the  same 
In  \V^ickIifre  and  in  I.uther?  Why  are  tbese 
Cajrd  irise  reformers,  those  mad  sectańes !    • 
rris  moąt  ui^asŁ:  '^  Meo  always  had  a  right, 
Andever  will,  to  think,  to  speak,  to  write 
Their  rai-ious  minds;  yet  sacred  ought  tó  be 
The  publłc  peace,  as  private  liberty. 

14  Opioioiis  are  like  Ieavefi,  which  ev^ery  ycar 
Nov  floarish  jn'eeii,  now  fali  and  disappcac 
Once  the  pope^s  bulle  oould  tcrrify  his  foes, 
And  kneeling  princes  kiss'd.  bis  sacred  toęs,   > 
Xov  hc  may  damo,  or  curse,  or  what  be  will, 
Thfre*s  not  a  princc  in  Chństeadom  will  kneeU 
Reasoo  now  reig^ns,  and  by  ber  aid  we  hope 
Tratb  may  revive^  and  sickening  errom*  droop: 
Sbe  the  sole  judge,  tbe  nile,  tbe  gracious  light 
Kiod  Hcaren  bas  lent  to  guide  our  minds  arigbt. 

^  States  to  embrołl,  and  faction  to  display, 
lo  wild  hacangues,  Sacbeverel  shoWd  the  way. 

**The  fun'ral  scrmon,  whcn  it  first  bcgan, 
Was  iis*d  to  nfeep  the  loss.ofsome  good  man^ 
Now  aoy  wretcb,  for  one  smali  piece  of  goUI, 
Sball  bave  £ae  praises  from  the  pulpit  sold: 
But  fhenoe  this  custom  rosę,  wbo  can  decide?- 
From  pricsUy  av'rice?  or  fromiiuman  pńde? 

"  Tnith,  morał  virtue,  piety,  and  peace, 
Are  noble  subjects,  and  the  pulpit  grace: 
Batzealfor  trifles  dim*d  impeiious  Laud, 
His  poTer  and  cruelty  the  nation  aw*d. 
"  Why  was  be  honourM  with  the  name  of  priest, 
Andgreatiest  madę,  unworthy  to  be  least, 
Wbose  zeal  was  fury,  whose  deyotion  pride, 
PoTer  bis  great  god,.  and  interest  his  sole  guide  ^ 

^  To  toucb  the  passioas,letyour  style  be  plain^ 
Tbe  praisc  of  yirtiie  asks  a  highcr  strain: 
Yet  cometimes  the  pathetic  may  receive 
Tbentmost  force  that  eIoquence  can  give^ 
As  sometimes,  in  elogiums,  'tis  the  art, 
With  plain  simplicity  to  wia  the  beart. 

*  Tis  not  enough  Łhat  what  you  say  is  true, 
To  make  ut  feel  it,  pou  must  fcel  it  too :         [part 
Show  your  sełf  warm*d,  and  that  will  \7armth  im- 
To  e\'ery  bearer's  sympathizing  beart. 
Docs  ^oeroDs  Foster  virtue*s  laws  enforce? 
Ali  ^ire  attention  to  the  warm  discourse: 
Rut  who  a  cold,  duli,  lifelcss  drawling  keeps, 
Obe  half  his  audience  laugbs,  tbe  otber  slceps* 

-2oid  autem 


n. 


Cacilio  Ptantoque  dabi^  Romanus,  ademptum 
Vinrilio  Vark>que  ?        '   ■ 

"         ■Łicttit,  semperqae  licebit, 
£i|ntttiiin  pneaente  nota  procodere  nomen. 

^  Ut  syWe  folii s  pronos  mutantur  in  annos— 

^Res  gęsta  regumque  ducumąue,  et  tristia  bella, 
Sao  scńbi  possent  nuntero,  monstravit  Homerus. 

'"*  Ver«iba8  ioipariter  jttncti8qnerimóniaprimam. 
Post  etian  inciusa  est  Toti  sententia  compos. 
Sim  tamen  eipguos  elegos  emiserit  auctor, 
(jranunatici  certant,  et  adhuc  sub  judice  lis  est. 

"  Musa  dedit  ^ibtisdivo8,  paerosqoe  deorom — 
Archilocom  proprio  rabies  armarit  iambo. 

'*  Curego,  si  neq«eo  ignoroąue,  poeta  salutor? 
Cur  iłeieire-— ąuam^discere  mało? 

^  Verubus  exponi  tragieisrescomicanon  vult— 
Interdum  tamen  &  Vocem  comaedia  tollit; 
Kttragicas  plerumque  dolet  sermone  pedestri. 

**  Non  satis  est  pulchra  esse  poemata-*        ' 

">»iaale  si  mandata  IoquerJ8, 

iat  dorniitabo,  aut  rideUo. 


"  In  censuring  vice,  be  earnest  and  severe; 
:ln  stating  dubious  points,  concise  and  clehr; 
Anger  requires  steru  looks  and  threafiiing  style; 
But  paint  tbe  cbarmsóf  rirtue  with' a smilc. 
These  diflerent  changes  common  sensc  will  teach^ 
And  we  expect  them  from  you  if  you  preach; 
For  should  your  maunerdifferfrom  your  thcme, 
Or  in  quite  different  subjects  be  the  same, 
Despis^d  and  laughM  at,  you  may  travd  down, 
And  hide  sucb  talents  in  some  country  town. 

**  It  much  concems  a  preacher  first  to  leara 
The  genius  of  his  audience,  and  their  turo. 
Ąmungst  the  citizens  be  grave  and  slow; 
Beforc  the  nobles  let  fine  periods  flow; 
Tbe  Tempie  Churcb  asks  Sherlock's  sense  aod 

skill; 
Bcyond  the  Tovrcr — no  matter — what  you  will. 

^  lir  facts  or  notions  drawn  from  sacred  writ. 
Be  orthodoX|  nor  cavil  to  show  wit: 
Let  Adam  lose  a  rib  to  gain  a  wife, 
Let  Noab's  ark  contain  all  things  with  life, 
Let  Moses  work  strange  wonders  with  his  rod. 
And  let  the  Sun  stand  still  at  Joshua^s  nod, 
Let  Solomoa  be  wisc,  and  Sampson  istrong, 
Givc  Saul  a  witch,  and  Balaam's  ass  a  tongue^. 

^  Bat  if  your  dnring  genius  is  so  bold 
To  teach  new  doctrines,  or  to  censure  old, 
With  care  proceed,  you  tread  a  dangerous  patb; 
Errour  establisb'd  grows  establishM  faith. 
'  *Tis  easier  much,  and  much  tbe  safer  rule 
To  teach  in  pulpit  what  you  leamt  at  school; 
With  zeal  deiend  whate*er  the  churcb  beUeves, 
If  you  expect  to  thrive  or  wear  lawn  slecyes, 

^  Some  loudly  blustcr,  and  cónsign  to  Heli 
All  wbo  dare  doubt  one  word  or  syllable 
Of  what  they  cali  tbe  faith ;  and  which  extends 
To  whims  and  trifles  without  usc  or  ends: 

^  Surę  'tis  mucb  nobler,  and  morę  like  divine, 
T-enlarge  the  path  to  Heayen,  than  to  confine: 
Insist  alone  on  useful  pointa,  or  plain;. 
And  know,  God  ca^not  batc  a  yirtuous  man. 

^  If  you  expect  or  bope  that  we  should  stay 
Your  wbole  discourse,  nor  striyeto  slinkaway; 
Si>me  common  faults  tbere  are  you  must  avoid. 
To  erery  age  and  circumstance  ally*d« 

*5  A  pert  youngstudent  just  from  college brougbt« 
With  many  little  pedantries  is  fraught : 
Reasons  with  syllogism,  persuades  with  wit, 
SSuotcs  scraps  of  Greek  instead  of  sacred  writ; 
Or  deep  immersM  in  politic  debatę, 
Reforma  tbe  churcb,  and  guides  tbe  tottering  state^ 


SI. 


-^Tristia  moestum 


Yultumyerbadecent:  iratum,  plena  minarum; 
Ludentem,  lasciya;  seyerum,  seria  dictu. 
Tormat  enim  natura  prius  nos  intus  ad  omnem 
Fortunarum  babitum:-^-^ 

^  Intererit  multum  Dayu8neloquator8nheros<^ 

**  Famam  sequero 

^  Si  quid  inexpertum  sccnae  conunitis,  &  aude# 
Peraonam  formare  i^oraiii;*-— 

■  tuque 

Rectius  Iliacum  carmen  deducis  in  actas-* 

^  Nec  sic  incipies,  ut  scriptor  Cyclicus  olim—  - 

^  Suanto  rectius  hic 

^  Tu,  quidego  &popuIus  mccnm  de8ideret,audU 
Si  plausoris  egas  aulaea  manentis,  &  U8que 
SufTurl  doncc  cantor,  yos  plaudite,  dicat; 
£tatt8  cujusque  notandi  sunt  tibi  mores*-* 

^  Rtfddere  qai  yocei  jam  scit  puer— — - 
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>9  These  triBcs  with  matui^r  age  forgot, 
Now  some  good  benefice  employs  his  tiiought; 
Htt  seeks  a  patron,  and  will  Hoon  incfine 
To  all  his  notionscmt  or  diTine; 
Studies  his  principtes  hoth  night  and  day. 
And  as  thatscripture  guides,  most  preach  and  pray. 

**  Av'rice  and  ag«  crepj)  on  :  his  rcverepd  nijnd 
Begins  to  grow  right  reyercndly  inclinM. 
Power  and  preferment  still  so  sweetly  cali, 
The  voice  of  Heaven  is  ne%'er  heard  at  91U : 
Set  but  a  tempting  bishopric  in  view, 
He*8  strictly  orthoidoT  and  loyal  too ; 
With  equal  zeal  defends  thc  church  and  state. 
And  infidels  and  rebeU  share  his  hate* 

**  Sometbingsareplain,  we  cantmisanderstand; 
Some  still  obscure,  tho'  thousands  hąve  explain'd: 
Those  influence  morę  which  reason  can  cQnceive, 
Than  such  as  we  thro*  fiiith  a)one  believe ; 
In  those  we  judge,  in  tbesc  you  mm  deceire; 
But  what  too  deep  in  mystcry  is  thrown, 
The  wispst  prcachers  choose  to  let  alone. 
How  Adam*8  fault  afiects  ąll  human  kind; 
How  thrre  is  one,  and  ope  is  three  combi n*d; 
How  certatn  prescience  checks  not  futnre  will; 
And  why  Almighty  Goodness  suffers  ill; 
Such  points  as  these  lie  (ar  too  deep  for  man, 
Werę  never  well  explainM,  nor  ever  can. 

^  If  pastors   morę  than  thrice  fiye  mmutes 
preach, 
Tbeir  sloepv  florks  bcarin  to  yawn  and  strrtch. 

M  Nerer  preaume  the  name  of  God  to  bring 
As  sacred  sanction  to  a  trifling  thing. 

**  Before,  or  aftcr  sermon,  hymns  of  praitę 
Exalt  the  soul,  and  tnie  derotion  raite. 
In  songs  of  wonder  celebrate  his  name, 
Wbo  spread  the  skies,  and  built  the  ttarry  finamę: 
Or  thence  descending  yicw  tbis  globe  trelów, 
And  praise  thc  sourre  of  every  bliss  we  know. 

^  In  ancient  times,  when  Heaven  was  to  be 
Oor  humble  ancestors  their  voices  rai8'd,  [praisM, 
And  hymns  of  thanks  from  grateful  bospms  flo^M, 
For  ilis  preveiited,  or  for  goód  bestowM: 
But  ast  the  chnrch  increas*d  hi  power  and  pride, 
The  pomp  of  sound  the  waiit  of  sense  «upp)y*dj 
Majestic  organs  then  were  taught  to  blow, 
And  plain  religion  grew  a  raree-sbow: 

^  Conversis  studiis,  aetas  antmusque  Tirilis 
fiuerit  opes  &  amicitias — 

**  Multa  senem  circumveniunt 

<■  Aut  agitur  res  in  scenis,  aut  acta  refertur : 
Segninsirritant  animos  demissa  per  aurem, 
fiuam  ąusD  snnt  oculis  subjecta  fiddibus,  &  qu« 
Ipse  sibł  tradit  gpectator. 

— JH  avem  Progne  vertatur,  Cadmus  in  angoem; 
ftuodcunque  ostendis  mihi  sic,  incredulus  odi. 

^'  Neve  minor,  neu  sit  ąuinto  productior  acta 
Pabula. 

^1  Nec  Deus  intersit,  nisi  dignus  vindice  nodns 
Incłderit:— 

^  Actoris  partes  chorus,  officiumque  Tirile 
Defmdat.       1 

^  Tibia  non,  ut  nunc  orichalco  Tincta,  tu* 
.£mula;  scd  tenuis  8implexque—  [ba»que 

Postąuam  coepit  agros  extendere  yictor,  Sl  urbcm 
Latior  amplccti  murus,  vinoque  diumo 
Placari  geiiius  festis  impune  diebuQ; 
Accessit  nu{nen8que  modisque  licentia  major. 
Indoctus  qułd  ęnim  saperet,  ltbcrque  laborum, 
Rusticus  urbano  confusus^  turpi»  honesto? 


Strange  ceremonious  whims,  a  namerous  rac«, 
Were  intnjduc'd,  in  truth'8  and  virtue*s  place. 
Mysterious  tunipikes  błock  up  Hcaveu't  htghway, 
And  for  a  ticket,  we  our  reason  pay. 

^  These  superstitions  quickly  introdnce 
Contempt,  neglect,  wild  satire,  and  abusei 
ReUgłon  and  its  priests,  by  erery  fbol 
Were  thougbt  a  jest,  and  tum*d  to  ridiciile. 
Some  few  indeed  fbund  wbere  the  medium  lay, 
Aud  k'-pt  the  coat,  but  tore  thc  fringe  away  *. 

^  Of  preaching  well  if  you  evpect  the  fiune, 
T.et  tnith  and  virtue  be  your  first  great  aim. ,  ' 
Your  sacreil  function  often  cali  to  mnid. 
And  think  how  great  the  trnst,  to  teach  mankindf 
Tis  yours  in  nseful  sermons  to  explain, 
Both  what  we  oi^e  to  Ood,  and  whąt  to  man. 
Tis  yours  the  cfaarms  of  liberty  to  patnt* 
His  country^s  \ore  in  every  breast  to  plant  j| 
Yours  erery  social  Tirtue  to  improve, 
Justice,  forbearance,  charity,  and  love  ; 
Yours  too  the  private  Tirtoes  to  augmcnt, 
Of  pnidence,  temperance,  mod&«ty,  conteot: 
When  such  the  man,  how  amiable  the  priest; 
Of  all  mankind  the  worthiest,  and  the  foesL 

^  Ticklish  the  point,  I  grant,  and  hard  to  fiod, 
To  please  the  variotts  tempers  of  mankind. 
Some  iore  you  should  the  crabbed  potnt»  esplaia, 
Where  tezts  with  tcxts  a  dreadfol  war  maiutain : 
Some  love  a  new,  and  some  the  beaten  patb, 
Morals  please  some,  and  others  points  of  foitk: 
But  he*8  the  man,  he*s  the  admii^d  diYine, 
In  whose  discourses  truth  and  virtae  join : 
These  are  the  sermons  whicb  will  ever  IWe, 
By  these  our  Tonsons  and  our  Knaptons  tbnre; 
How  such  are  read,  and  prajs'd,  and  how  they 

sell, 
Let  Barrow*s,  C1arke>8,  and  Batler'8  sennons  tdH 

^  Preachers  should  either  make  us  good  or 
wise, 
Him  tbat  does  neither,  wbo  but  must  deapise  ł 
If  all  your  rules  are  useful,  short  and  plain. 
We  soon  shall  leam  them,  and  shall  loog  retain : 
But  if  on  trifles  you  harangue,  away 
We  tum  our  heads,  and  laugh  at  aU  you  say. 

^  But  priests  are  men,  and  men  are  prane  to  eir^ 
On  common  failings  nonę  should  be  severe; 
AU  are  not  masters  of  the  same  good  sense. 
Nor  blest  with  equa]  powers  of  eloquence. 
'Tis  true:  and  errours  with  an  bonest  mind» 
Will  meet  with  easy  pardon  from  manloDd; 
But  who  persists  in  wrong  with  stubbom 
Him  all  must  censare,  many  will  deride. 

4*  Yct  few  are  judges  of  a  fioe  discourse, 
Can  see  its  beauties,  or  can  feel  its  force  j 


^  Mox  etiam  agrcstes  Satyros  noda^ity  It  asper 
Incolumi  gravitate  jocum  tentavit 

^  Scribendi  rect^,  aapere  est  Sl  pńncipium  A^ 
fons. 
Stui  didicit  patrise  quid  debeai,  &  qnid  amieia. 

*  Fidfi  Martin  in  the  Tale  of  a  Tub. 

*  CenturisB  seniorem  agitant  expertia  frugis; 
Celsi  pnetereunt  austera  poem«ta  Rhamnes. 
Omne  tulit  panctam  qui  miscuit  utile  dulci, 
Lectorem  deleotando,  pariterque  moneodo. 

19  Aut  prodesse  volunt,  aut  delcMCtare  poetę-- 
4*  Sunt  delicta  tamen,  quibus  ignoyisse  v«lir 

mus — »— 
^'  Non  q^uivis  videt  immodolata  socmata  jadei 


AN  EPfSTLB  TO  MR.  POPE. 


SS5 


Witfc  eqaal  piMffore  some  attentive  sit, 

To  sobrr  msooing,  ańdto  shallow  wiL 

Wbat  th<'0  ?  Because  y our  audience  most  are  fools, 

Will  you  nt^lect  all  method,  and  all  rules  > 

Or  fince  th6  pulpit  is  a  sacred  place, 

Where  iiooe  dare  contradict  you  to  your  face, 

Will  yoo  presame  to  tell  a  thousand  Ites  > 

]f  so,  veiimy  ibnrive,  bu^  mu>t  despise. 

<*  Injiniding  BeT*ridge  if  I  cbance  to  lee 
One  voitl  of  scnse,  I  prize  the  rarity: 
Butif  in  Huoker,  Sprat,  or  Tillotson, 
A  thoogbt  unworthy  of  tfaemselves  is  shown, 
1  j^iere  to  see  it,  but  'tig  no  surprise, 
The  frreatest  men  are  not  at  all  times  wise. 

^  Sermons,  like  playi,  sonie  please  us  at  the  ear. 
But  oerer  ivill  a  serious  reading  bear; 
Some  in  the  cłoset  edify  enoojih, 
Tbat  from  the  pulpit  seem^d  but  sorry  stnff. 
Tis  tbtts:  there  are,  who  by  ill  preaching  spoil 
YouncN  pointed  sense,  or  Atterbury'8  style; 
Wbiistothers  by  the  force  of  eloquence,     [sense. 
Make  that  seem  fine,  which  scarce  is  c^mmon 

^  In  every  science,  they  tbat  hope  to  rise, 
Sftfreat  examples  stilł  befure  their  eyes. 
Young  ławyers  copy  Murray  where  they  can ; 
Physicians  M''ad,  and  snrgeons  Cheseldeo; 
But  all  will  preach,  wttbout  the  least  preteuce 
Ta  Tirtue,  leamin^c,  art,  or  ełoquence. 
Wby  not?  you  ery  :  they  plainly  see,  no  doubt, 
A  priest  may  grow  right-reverend  without. 

^  Preachers  and  preacbing  were  at  first  de- 
Forcommon  benefit  to  all  mankind.  [signM 

PuUic  and  private  virtues  they  explain*d, 
Togoodness  courted,  and  from  vice  restrain*d: 
Lotre,  peace,  and  imion  brcath*d  in  each  discourse, 
Aiłdtbcir  eiuimples  gave  their  prcccpts  force. 
From  thesc  gooid  men,  the  priests  and  all  their 
Were  honourM  with  the  title  of  tGwfe,  [liae 

Bot  soon  tbeir  proud  successors  left  tbis  path, 
Fonook  plain  morals  for  dark  points  of  faith  ; 
Tillcreeils  on  crceis  the  warring  world  iiiflam*d, 
lad  all  mankind,  by  differcntpriests,  were  damn^d. 

f*  Some  ask  which  is  th'  etuential  of  a  priest, 
Yirtne  or  leaming  ?  what  they  ask  's  a  jest : 
We  daily  see  duli  loads  of  reverend  fat, 
Witbout  pretence  to  cither  this  or  that. 
Bat  vho'd  like  Hcrring,  or  like  Hoadly  fhinei 
Hnst  with  great  Icaming  real  virtue  jolu. 


*  Sic  mibi,  qni  mnltum  cessat,  flt  ChoBrilus  ilłe, 
tofin  bis  terre  bonum,  cum  risu  miror ;  &  idem 
lodifnor,  quandoque  bonus  dormitat  Homerus. 
Venini  operc  in  longo  fas  est  obrepere  somnum. 

*  Utpictarc,  poeMS  erit:  qua?,  si  propius  stes,. 
Tecapietmagis;  &  quasdam,  si  longios  abstes. 

^  I^idere  qai  nescit,  compeśtrtbus  abstiuet  ar- 
mis— 
'ha  nescit,  ^ersiis  tamen  audet  fingere.  Suid  ni? 

**  Fnit  haec  sapientia  quondam, 

Poblica  privatis  secernei^,  sacra  profanis: 
Concnbitu  probibere  vago,  dare  jura  maritis; 
Oppida  moliri;  leges  incidere  ligno- 


*''  He  who  by  preacbing  hopes  to  raisd  a  name. 
To  no  smali  exceUence  dircets  his  aim« 
On  every  noted  prracher  he  must  wait; 
Thevoice,  the  look,  the  action  imitate: 
And  when  complete  in  style,  and  eloquence, 
Must  then  crown  all  with  learning  and  good  sciise. 
But  some  with  lazy  pride  dis£p>a(^e  the  gown. 
And  never  preach  one  sermon  of  their  own; 
•Tis  easier  to  tran^cribe  than  to  compo.^e, 
So  all  the  week  they  eat,  and  drink,  and  dozę. 

**  As  qiiacks  with  lying  puffs  the  papers  fili, 
Or  hand  their  uwn  praise  in  a  pocky  bill, 
Where  ł^nipty  boasts  of  much  superior  scnse, 
Draw  from  the  cheated  crowd  their  idle  pence; 
So  the  great  Henley  •  hires  for  half-a-crown 
A  quack  adyertisement,  to  tell  the  town 
Of  some  strangc  point  to  be  disputed  on : 
Where  all  who  love  the  science  of  debatę, 
May  hear  themselYca,  or  otber  coxcombs  prate. 

^  When  dukes  or  noble  lords  a  chaplain  hire^ 
They  iirst  of  his  capacities  inquire. 
if  stoutly  qualify'd  to  drink  and  smoke, 
If  not  too  nice  to  bear  an  imptous  joke^ 
If  tamę  enough  to  be  the  commonjest, 
This  is  a  chaplain  to  his  lordship^s  taste. 

^  U  bards  to  Popc  indifTerent  rerses  show, 
He  is  too  honest  not  to  tell  them  so. 
This  is  obscure,  he  cries,  and  this  too  rough, 
These  trifling,  or  superfluous ;  strike  them  olf, 
How  useful  evcry  word  from  such  a  friend  ! 
But  parsons  are  too  proud  łkeir  works  to  mei^d* 
And  every  fault  with  arrogance  dcfend : 
Think  them  too  sacred  to  be  criticisM, 
And  rather  ehoose  to  let  them  be  despisM, 

^*  He  that  is  wise  will  not  presume  to  laugk 
At  priests,  orchuroh-affairs;  it  is  not  safe. 
Think  there  exists,  and  let  it  check  your  sport, 
lliat  dreadfiil  monster  call*d  a  spiritual  court. 
Into  whose  cruel  jaw9  if  oncc  you  fali, 
In  Tain,  alas !  in  vain  for  aid  you  cali; 
Clerlcs,  proctors,  priests,  voracious  round  yon  ply, 
Like  leeclibs  stioking,  till  theyVe  suck*d  you  dry. 


Sic  honorne  nomen  divinis  Tatibus  atque 

Carminibn^  Ycnit  ■ 


Post  hos 

Animos  in  tristia  bclla 


Versibo«  eyacuif. 

*»  Natnra  fieret  laodabile  carmen,  an  arte, 
tocsitum  est. 


j4N  EPISTLE  to  MR,  POPE, 

OCCA8IONED   BY   HIS  ES8AY  ON  MAIT. 

Great  bard !  in  whom  united  we  admire, 
The  sage^s  wisdom,  and  the  poet*8  fire: 
In  whoiń  at  once,  the  great  and  good  commeod 
The  fine  companion,  and  the  naSul  friend:-^ 

^  2ui  studet  optatam  cnrsa  contingere  metam. 
Multa  tulit  fecitque  puerj  suda^it  et  alsit— — 

^  Ut  pneco,  ad  merces  turbam  qui  cogit  emen^ 
das 

^  Keges  dicuntar  multis  urgere  eulullis. 
Et  torquere  mero,  quem  perspcxi8se  laborant, 
An  fit  amicitia  dignus;  ■ 

*•  Vir  bonus   &  pmdens  vei-8U8  reprehendet 
arobitiosa  recidet       [inertes     ■  ■ 
Ornamenta;  parom  claris  lucern  dare  coget, 

•  Orator  Henley. 

*'  Ut,  mała  quem  scabies  aut  morbus  regiui 
Aut  fanaticus  en"or,  &  iracuoda  Diana,       [urget, 
Yesanum  tetigisse  timent  fugiuntque  poćtam, 
Sui  sapiunt:    ■  ' 

Iłiiem  Tero  arripuit,  tenet,  occidłtque  legendo^  * 
Non  missura  autem  nisi  pleną  cntoris  birudor 
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Twas  thas  the  Maselier  eager  flight  began^'    • 
Ardent  to  sing  the  poet  and  the  man:  ^ 
But  tnith  in  verse  19^  clad  too  like  a  lie. 
And  yoil,  at  least*  would  think  it  flatteryf 
Hatingthe  thought,  I  check  my  forward  strain, 
1  change  my  style,  aud  thus  begia  again : 

As  when  some  student  6rst  u  ith  curious  eye, 
Thro*  Nature*s  wond^rous  frame  attempts  to  pry; 
His  doubtful  rcason  seeming  faults  surprise, 
He  asks  [f  this  be  just?  \{  IhalMe  wii>e? 
Storms,  tempests,  f^arthąuakes,  rirtuc  in  distress. 
And  Tice  unpunish^d,  with  strange  thoughts  op- 
Till  thińking  on,  unciouded  by  degreea,      [press: 
His  mind  is  openM,  fair  is  all  he  sees;       [piight, 
Stonns;  tempcsts,  eartbquakes,   virtue*8  ragged 
And  Tice's.triamph,  all  arejast  and  right: 
Beauty  ia  found,  and  order,  and  dcsi^rn, 
And  the  whole  scbeme  acknowledgM  all  divine. 

So  when  at  first  I  vJew'd  thy  woud^ous  plait, 
Łeading  thro*  all  the  winding  maże  of  man; 
Bewilder*d,  .weak,  unable  to  pursue, 
My  pridc  would  fain  have  laid  the  fiiult  on  you. 
Tiiis  faise,  that  ill-exprest,  this  thought  not  good, 
And  al]  was  wrong  which  I  misunderstood. 
But  reading  morę  attcntivc,  soon  I  found, 
The  diction  nervou8,  and  the  doctrine  sound. 
Saw  man  a  part  of  that  stupendous  wbole, 
'*  Whose  body  Naturę  is,  and  God  the  soul.'* 
Saw  in  the  scalę  of  things  his  middle  state, 
And  ail  his  powers  adapted  just  to  that. 
Saw  reaśón,  passion,  weakness,  how  of  use» 
How  all  to  good,  to  bappiness  conduce. 
Saw  my  own  weakness,  thy  superior  pow'r. 
And  still  the  morę  I  read,  admire  the  morę. 

This  siroile  drawn  out,  1  now  began 
To  think  of  forming  some  design  or  plan, 
To  nid  my  Muse,  and  guide  ber  wand*ring  lay, 
When  sudden  to  my  mind  came  honest  Gay.   . 
For  form  or  method  1  no  morę  contend. 
But  strive  to  copy  that  ingenious  friend': 
^.ike  him  to  catch  my  thoughts  just  as  they  rosę— 
And  thus  I  cąught  them,  laughing  at  thy  fues. 

"Where  are  ye  now"— ye  crities,  shall  1  say? 
Or  m^ls,  who  sicken  at  this  god  of  day  ? 
"  W  hal!  mighty  scribblers,  will  you  let  him  go 
UncensurM,  unabu6'd,  unhonoor*d  so? 
Step  forth,  some  great  distinguish'd  daring  dunce, 
Write  but  one  page,  you  silence  him  at  once : 
Write  withotit  fear;  you  will,  you  must  succeed; 
He  cannot  answei^— for  he  will  not  read." 

Herę  pausM  the  Muse— alas !  the  jadę  is  bit* 
She  fain  would  copy  Gay,  but  wants  his  wit. 
She  pńiisM,  indeed---broke  off  as  he  had  done, 
Wrote  four  unmeaning  lines,  and  thcn  went  on: 

"  Ye  wits  and  fools;  ye  libertines  and  saints, 
Come  pour  upon  the  foe  yonr  joint  coraplaints. 
First,  you  who  oft,  with  wisdom  too  reiinM,. 
Can  censnre  and  dircct  th'  Etemal  Mind, 
Ingenious  twAf,  who  modestly  pretend 
Tliis  bungling-  frame,  the  univcrs^,  to  mend; 
How  can  you  bear,  in  your  great  reason^s  sptght. 
To  hear  him  prove,'  *  Hliatever  is,  u  ri^iuP   . 
Alas !  how  easy  to  conftite  the  song ! 
If  all  is  right,  how  came  your  heads  so  wrong? 

'*  And  come,.ye  solemn/oo^,a  numerous  band, 
"Who  read,  and  read,  but  nerer  understand, 
Pronounce  it  nonsense— Can't  you  prove  it  too  ? 
6ood  faith,  my  friends,  it  mpy  be  so — ^to  you, , 

;  In.hi8  6r8t£pistle. 
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Come  too,  ye  Uberiinet,  who  lust  for  p(ncV, 
Or  wealth,  or  famę,  or  greatness,  or  a  whore-  * 
All  who  tnie  sensual  bapphiess  adhere  tó, 
And  laugh  him  out  of  this  old  lashionM  Tiitae> 
Virtue,  where  he  bas  whimsically  placM 
Your  oniy  bliss — How  odd  is  some  men's  taste ! 

**And  come,  ye  rigid  sainit,  with  looks  demun*. 
Who  boast  yourselves  right  holy,  just,  and  part 
Come,  and  with  pions  zeal  the  lines  deery, 
Which  give  your  proud  bypocrisy  the  lic: 
Which  own  the  besŁ  have  ikilings,  not  a  few; 
And  pro?e  the  worst,  sometimes,  as  good  as  ^a%, 
•   "  What !  shall  he  taint  such  perfect  souls  »itl' 

ill? 
Shall  sots  not  place  their  bliss  in  what  tbey  irill? 
Nor  fools  be  fooU?  Nor  wits  sublime  desoend 
In  charity  to  Heav*n  its  works  to  mend?   [pUin, 
Latighs  he  at  these? — *Tis  monstrous.    To  iw 
rd  have  ye  write— He  can  but  laugh  agata.*' 

Herę  lifting  up  my  head,  surprisM,  I  see 
Close  at  my  elbow,  flattering  Vanity. 
From  ber  soft  whisjiers  soon  I  fbund  it  came, 
That  1  suppos^d  myself  not  one  of  them. 
Alas !  how  easily  ourseWes  we  sooth! 
I  fear,  in  jastice,  he  must  langh  at  botb. 

For  Yanity  abashM,  up  to  my  ear 
Steps  honest  Trutb,  and  these  sbarp  word$  1  hear; 
**  Forbear,  Tain  bard,  like  them  fbrbear  thy  laysj 
Aiike  to  Papę  such  censare  and  such  praise. 
Nor  that  can  sink,  mor  this  exalt  his  name, 
Who  owes  to  virtue,  and  hioaself,  his  famę." 
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ON  GOOD  AND  ILL-NATURE, 

TO  Bf  R.  POPE. 

In  virtue*8  canse  to  draw  a  daring  pen, 
Defend  the  good,  cncountcr  wicked  men: 
Freely  to  praise  the  Yirtues  of  the  few. 
And  boldly  censure  the  degenerate  crew: 
To  scom,  with  equal  justice,  to  deride        [pridej' 
The  poor  man^s  worth,  or  soothe  the  great  one^s 
All  this  was  once  good-nature  thought,  not  ill; 
Nay,  some  therc  are  so  odd  to  think  so  stiil 
Old-fashionM  souls!  your  men  of  modern  taste, 
Are  with  new  Tirtue,  new  politeness  grac'd. 
Good-naturc  now  bas  chang*d  her  honest  face, 
For  smiling  fiattery,  complinient,  grimace: 
Fool  grins  at  fool,  each  coxcomb  owns  bis  brother, 
And  thieves  and  sharpers  compliment  each  otbef. 
To  such  extent  good-natufe  now  is  spread, 
To  be  sjncere  is  monstrously  ill-bred: 
An  equal  brow  to  all  i s  now  tbc  TOgu^ 
And  complaisance  goes  round  from  rc^e  torogue, 
If  this  be  good — ^*tis  glorlously  tnie, 
The  most  ill-natur'd  man  alive,  is  ymu 


THE  CAVE  OF  POPE. 


A  PROPMESY. 


When  dark  Oblivion,  in  her  sable  cloak 
Shall  wrap  the  names  of  heroes  and  of  kingi; 

And  their  high  deeds,  submitting  to  the  stn^e 
Of  Time,  sball  fali  amongst  furgotteo  tbiu^^s: 
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Thm  (for  tke  Mnie  tiiaŁ  ^istant  day  can  aee) 
On  Thames*8  bank  the  straofer  sball  arriTe, 

With  corioas  wish  thy  sacred  grot  to  see, 
Tbjr  sacred  grot  sball  with  thy  iiame  sunrlTe. 

Gmteful  posterity,  from  age  to  a-^, 
With  pious  hańd  the  ruin  shall  repair: 

Sonę  good  old  man,  to  eacfa  inquirinz  sagę  [thcre, 
Pointing  the  place,  shall  ery,  "  The  bard  liT*d 

''^Wiiose  song  was  musie  to  the  listening  ear, 
Yettaaght  andacious  vice  and  fblly,  shame; 

Eaiy  bis  manners,  but  his  life  8evere; 
His  word  alone  ga^e  iofamy  or  fiune. 

t*  Seąuester^d  from  the  fool,  and  cozcomb-wit, 
Beoeath  this  silent  roof  the  Muse  he  found; 

Twashere  he  slept  in8pir'd,  or  sat  and  writ, 
Herę  with  his  friends  the  tocial  glass  went 
roand.*' 

W^  awful  reneration  shall  they  tracę 
The  steps  which  thou  so  long  before  hast  trod; 

With  reverend  wonder  view  the  solemn  place, 
From  whence  thy  genius  soarM  to  Nature's 
Ood. 

Tben,  some  smali  gem,  or  moss,  or  shining  ore, 
DeJMirting,  each  shall  pilfer,  in  fond  hopb 

To  please  their  friends,  on  every  distant  shore, 
foasting  a  relic  from  the  Cave  of  Pope. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MU  POPE. 

CoKK,  ye  whosie  souls  harmonious  sounds  inspire, 
Friends  to  the  Muse,  and  judges  of  her  song; 

Wbo,  catcbtng  from  the  bard  his  beavenly  firc, 
Soar  as  he  soars,  sublimely  rapt  along; 

Ifoarn,  mourn  yoor  loss:  he's  gone  who  had  the 
ail,  [thebeart 

With  sounds  to  soothe  the  ear,  with  sense  to  warm 

Who  now  shall  dare  to  lift  the  sacred  rod,    [law  ? 

Trath*8  faithful  guard,  where  Tice  escapes  the 
Who  now,  bigli-soariiłg  to  the  throne  of  God, 

In  Katare*s  morał  cause  his  pen  shall  draw  ? 
Let  nonę  pretend !  be's  gone,  who  had  the  art, 
With  sounds  to  soothe  the  ear,  with  sense  to  warm 
the  heart. 

Vioe  now,  secnre,  ber  blushtess  front  shall  raise. 

And  a!l  ber  triumph  be  thro'  Britain  borne; 
Whose  worthless  sons  from  guilt  shall  purchase 
pnise, 
Nordread  the  haod  thst  pointed  them  to  scom; 
Ko  check  remains;  he*s  gone,  who  had  the  art, 
With  Boands  to  soothe  the  ear,  with  sense  to  warm 
the  heart. 

Ye  tDoeless  bards,  now  tire  each  Tenal  qatll. 
And  from  the  public  gather  idlc  pence; 

Yetasteless  pcers,  now  baild  and  plant  yonr  fili, 
Tho' splendor  borrows  not  one  lay  from  śense: 

Fear  no  rebuke;  he*8  gone,' who  had  the  art, 

With  soands  to  soothe  the  eat,  with  sense  to  warm 
the  heart 

* 

But,  oome,  ye  chosen,  y^  selected  fcw, 
Ye  next  in  genios,  as  in  friendship,  join^d^ 

The  locial  virtues  uf  bis  heart  who  knew, 
And  tasted  aU  the  beaaties  of  bis  mind; 
VOU  XV. 


>  Drop,  drop  a  tetr;  be^s  gone,  wbó  bad  tbe  art, 
With  sounds  to  charm  the  ear^  with  sense  to  warp 
the  heart 

And,  O  great  shade!  permit  thy  humblest  friend 
His  sigh  to  waft,  bis  gratefiil  tear  to  pay 

Thy  bonour*d  memory;  and  condescend         [lay. 
To  hear,  weli-pleasM,  tbe  weak  yet  welł-meaut 

Lamentingthus;  he*s  gone,  Who  had  the  art, 

With  sounds  to  soothe  tbe  ear,  with  sense  to  warm 
the  heart 


MODERN  REASONrSO. 

AN  EPIStŁE. 

Whence  comes  it,  L — ,  that  ev»ry  (boi, 
In  rea8un'8  spite,  in  spite  of  ridicule, 
Fondly  his  owń  wild  whims  for  tnith  maintoinsi 
Aud  all  the  blind  deladcd  world  disdains; 
Himself  the  only  person  blest  with  sight. 
And  his  opinion  the  great  rule  of  right? 

Tis  strange  from  folly  this  conceit  should  rise, 
That  want  of  sense  sliould  make  us  think  we*i« 
Yet  so  it  is.  The  most  egregious  elf  [wise: 

Thinks  nonę  so  wise  or  witty  as  himself. 
Who  nothing  knuws|  will  all  things  comprehend; 
And  who  can  least  eon  fu  te,  wili  most  contend. 

I  love  the  man,  1  loic him  from  my  soul,    [troi; 
Whom  neither  weakness  blinds,  uor  whims  con- 
With  Icarning  bleiSt,  with  solid  rcasoo  fraught, 
Wbo  slowly  thinks,  and  )K>nders  every  thoUght: 
Yet  eonscious  to  himself  how  apt  to  err, 
Siiggcsts  his  notions  with  a  modest  fear; 
Hears  eveTy  reason,  evcry  passion  hides, 
Debates  with  calmness,  and  with  care  decidei ; 
Morę  plcas^d  to  leam,  than  cager  to  confute, 
Not  victory,  but  truth  his  sole  pursuit. 

But  these  are  Tcry  rare.  How  happy  he 
Who  tastes  such  conver8c,  I^— ,  with  thee! 
Eaćh  social  hour  is  spent  in  joys  sublime,  [climb; 
Whilst  band  in  hand  o'er  learning^s  Alps  you 
Thro^  reason^s  paths  in  search  of  Truth  prooeed. 
And  elear  the  flow'ry  way  from  every  weed; 
Till  from  hcr  ancient  cavern  rais*d  to  tight, 
The  bcauteous  strangcr  stands  reyealM  to  sigfat. 

How  far  from  this  the  furioas  noisy  erew, 
Who,  what  they  once  asscrt,  with  zeal  pursue? 
Their  greatcr  right  infer  from  louder  tong^es; 
And  strenąth  of  argument  from  strength  of  luugs, 
Instead  of  sense,  who  stun  your  ears  with  sound. 
And  think  they  conąuer,  when  they  but  eonfound. 
Taurus,  a  bellowing  champion,  storms  and  swears. 
And  dri?es  his  argument  thro*  both  your  ears; 
And  whcther  truth  or  falsbood,  right  or  wrong, 
'Tis  still  maintain*d,  and  prov'd  by  dinto£->4ongue« 
In  all  disputcs  he  bravely  wins  the  day, 
No  wonder— for  he  hears  not  what  you  say. 

But  tho'  to  tire  the  ear's  sufBcient  curse. 
To  tire  onc^s  patience  ia  a  plagoe  still  worse. 
Prato,  a  formal  sagę,  debates  with  care, 
A  strong  opponent,  take  him  up  who  dare* 
His  words  are  grave,  deliberate,  and  cool, 
He  looks  so  wise — 'tis  pity  be^s  a  fool. 
If  he  asśerts,  tho*  what  no  man  can  doubt, 
HeMl  bring  ten  thousand  proofs  to  make  it  out. 
This,  this,  and  this— is  so,  and  so,  and  so;  [know, 
And  therefore,   therefore, — that,  and  that,  you 
Circles  no  angles  have ;  a  square  bas  fbnr: 
A  sc^uarc^s  uo  circle  therefore— to  be  surę. 
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The  tnm  of  Pnto^s  wottdYons  wDidora  is, 
TbiB  if  not  that,  and  therefore,  that  not  ttiłs. 

OpposM  to  bim,  but  much  the  greater  dunoe^ 
b  be  wbo  throws  all  knowledgc  <^at  onoe* 
The  fint,  for  eveiy  trifle  will  oontend; 
BuŁ  this  bas  no  opinions  to  defend. 
In  fire  no  beat,  no  sweetness  in  the  rosę; 
Tbe  niau*8  iinpv46'd  on  by  his  Yery  nose; 
Nor  ligbt  nor  colour  charms  his  doubting  eye, 
Tbe  wor1d*B  a  drcani,  and  all  bis  senses  lie. 
He  thinks,  yet  doubts  if  be*s  possrssM  of  thought; 
Nay,  even  doabts  bis  very  pow*r  to  doubt. 
Ask  him  if  he*8  a  man,  or  beast,  or  bird? 
He  canndt  tell  upon  his  honest  word. 
*ris  strange,  so  plain  a  poinfs  so  bard  to  proYe; 
1*11  tell  you  iffbat  you  are^a  fool,  by  Jove. 

AnotbercI^s  oTdisputants  tłuene  Sire, 
More  num'i?ou8  than  the  doubting  tribe  by  for. 
Tbese  are  your  wanderers,  Wbo  from  thfc  point 
Run  wild  in  loose  haraogues,  all  out  of  Joint. 
Yagarioas,  and  c<)nfute  him  if  you  can. 
Will  bold  debatę  with  any  mortal  uian, 
He  roYes  from  Genesis^  to  Rcvelations, 
Aud  qaite  confounds  you  with  dirine  quotatioiis. 
Sboułd  you  ailirm  that  Adam  knew  his  wife, 
And  by  that  kfiówledge  lost  the  tree  of  life ; 
He  oontradicts  you,  and  in  half  an  hour   , 
Most  plainly  prore9-<-pope  Joan  the  scarlet  Whore» 
Nor  bead  nor  taił  his  argument  aflbrds, 
A  jumbllng,  im^oberent  mass  of  words ; 
Moilt  of  them  true,  but  so  together  tost 
Witboiit  connectioi^,  that  their  sense  is  lost. 

But  leaving  tbe«e  to  ro^e,  and  those  to  doubt, 
Anotber  elan  alarms  (is;  foce  about: 
See,  arm*d  with  grave  authority  they  coM^, 
And  with  great  nameS  and  numbClrs,  strike  ns 
With  tbese  an  errour  Trn^rable  appeafs,    [dumb. 
For  having  been  be)ieV'd  three  thousaod  years. 
Reasoii,  nay  common  sense,  to  names  must  foli. 
And  strength  of  argument*B  no  strength  nt  aU. 
But  on,  my  Muse,  tho'  multitudes  oppose  us, 
A  las!  tnith  is  not  prov'd  by  counting  noset: 
Nor  fear,  tho*  ancient  sag«ś  aru  sufajoiuM; 
A  1ie*s  a  Ile,  tho>  told  by  all  mankind. 
ni^is  true,  I  loire  the  ancient»M4Nit  wbat  tlien  ? 
Plato  and  Aristotle  were  but  men. 
I  grant  *em  wisei— the  wisest  dingree, 
And  tberefore  no  suffieient  guides  for  me. 
An  errour,  (ho*  by  half  the  world  espousM, 
Is  stil!  an  errour,  and  may  be  oppos*d; 
And  tmth^  tho'  much  from  mortal  eyes  concealM, 
Ifc  stin  the  truth,  and  may  be  morę  reTeaPd. 
How  foołish  tbm  will  look  your  mighty  wise, 
Sbotild  half  their  ipsi  £xiu  prove  plain  lies ! 
But  on,  my  Muse,  anotber  tribe  demands 
Tby  censure  yet:  nor  sbould  they  *scape  thy 
Tbese  are  tbe  possionate;  wbo  in  dispute,  [hands. 
D«mAnd  submission,  monarchs  absolute. 
So)«  jui|;(es,  in  their  own  conceit,  of  wit, 
Tliey  damn  all  those  for  fools  that  won't  submit. 
Sir  Testy  (tbwart  sir  Testy  if  you  darc) 
Swears  tbere*s  inbabłtants  in  every  star. 
If  you  pretBume  to  say  tbis  raayn*t  be  true, 
**  You  lie,  sir,  you're  a  fool  and  blockhćad  too," 
What  hc  asserts,  if  any  disbcUere, 
How  folks  can  be  so  doli  be  ran't  conceive. 
He  knows  he'8  right;  he  kiiows  hiA  judgment^s 
But  men  are  so  perverse  tliey  will  not  bear.  [elear ; 
With  him,  Swift  treads  a  duli  trite  beateki  way; 
In  YouDg  00  wit,  no  bumonr  smiles  in  Gay^ 


DODSLErS  POEMS. 

Nor  truth,  nor  Tirtue^  ^opi,  a^ms  thy  (nge^ 
And  Thompion's  Liberty  corrupts  the  age. 
Tbis  to  deny,  if  any  dare  presume, 
"  Fbol,  coxcamb,  sot,  and  puppy,*'  fiU  the  roonu 
Hillario,  wbo  fiill  well  tbis  humonr  knows, 
Re8ol?*d  one  day  his  fblly  to  expose, 
Kindly  inyites  him  with  some  frieuds  to  dine. 
And  entertains  >em  with  a  roast  sir-loin: 
Of  tbis  he  knew  sir  Testy  could  not  eat. 
And  purposely  prepar*d  it  for  his  treat. 
The  rest  beginA^*  Sir  Testy,  pray  foli  to— 
You  lovc  roast  beef,  sir,  come— 1  know  yoa  do.*» 
**  E^cuse  me,  sir,  'tis  what  I  never  eat.*' 
**  How,  sir!  not  lovc  roast  beef  I  tbe  kingof  meat!'* 
"  Tis  traeindeed.**  «  Indeed  it  is  not  true; 
I  love  it,  sir,  and  you  most  Iotc  it  too.*' 
"  1  can't  upon  my  word."  "  Then  you*re  a  fool, ' 
And  don't  know  what*s  good  eating,  by  my  son!. 
Not  love  roast  beef! — come,  come,  sirs,  fili  bil 
I II  make  him  love  it — Sir,  G--d— ye,  eat"  [plste, 


Sir  Testy  finding  what  it  ivas  they  meoot, 
Rosę  in  a  passion,  and  away  he  went. 


RELIGIOK 


A  SIKI ŁS. 

I*M  often  drawn  to  make  a  stop. 
And  gazę  upon  a  picture  shop. 
Tbere  ha^e  I  seen  (as  wbo  that  tarrles 
Has  not  the  same  ?)  a  bead  that  yaries; 
And  as  in  diflfrent  Tiews  expof *d, 
A  diiTreat  llgnre  is  dlscloa*d. 
Tbisway  a  fooPs  bead  is  express'd, 
Whose  rery  connfnance  is  a  jest| 
Sach  as  were  formerly  at  court. 
Kepi  to  make  wiser  people  sport 
Turn  it  anotber  way,  you>H  have 
A  foce  ridłcukrasty  grave, 
Something  betwixt  the  fool  and  knate. 
Again,  bot  alter  tbe  position, 
You^re  frigbted  with  the  apparition : 
A  hideous  threateuing  Gloi^on  bead 
Appcars,  enougb  to  frlght  the  dead. 
Bot  place  it  in  its  proper  ligtht, 
A  lo?e1y  foce  aćcosts  tbe  sight; 
Our  eyes  are  chafm^d  with  e^ery  featsre. 
We  own  the  wbole  a  bcautecus  creature. 

Tbus  true  religion  fores.  For  when 
By  silty  or  designing  men, 
In  folse  or  foolish  lights  *t  is  plac^d, 
*Tts  madę  a  bugbeUr,  or  a  jest. 
Herę  by  a  set  of  men  'tis  thought 
A  scheme,  by  polittcians  wrougfat. 
To  strengtben  and  enforce  the  laW, 
And  keep  the  vulg4r  more  in  awe: 
And  tbese,  to  showsublimer  parts, 
Cast  all  religion  from  their  bearts  ; 
Braud  all  its  TOfries  as  tbe  tools 
Of  priests,  and  politicians'  fools* 

Stome  riesr  it  in  anotber  ligfat. 
Less  wicked,  but  as  foolish  puite : 
And  tbese  are  such  as  blindly  place  it 
In  superstttions  that  disgraoe  tt; 
And  think  the  essence  of  it  lies 
In  ceremonious  fooleries: 
In  points  of  foith  and  speculation, 
Which  tend  to  nothiog  but  vexation* 
With  tbese  it  is  a  heinous  crime 
To  cough  or  spit  in  sermon-timei 


PAIN  AND  PAT/ENCE. 


'fis  woneto  ^hUtte  on  a  Sańday, 

tban  cbett  their  neigbboun  on  a  Monday: 

Td  diDł  withottt  fisit  layiog  gnoe,  is 

Eaoogb  to  ]ote  in  HeaTen  their  places; 

fint  goodoets,  hoi^esty  and  ▼htue, 

Ast  wbat  theyVe  not  the  least  regard  to* 

Othen  tbere  are,  and  not  a  few, 
Who  pfaoe  it  in  th€  bngbear  Tiew ! 
Think  it  conasta  in  strange  sererities: 
In  iiutin^,  weepings,  and  austerlties. 
F&ife  notions  tbeir  weak  minds  possess, 
Qf  fiuth,  and  grace,  and  boliness  t 
And  as  tbe  Lord*8  óf  puier  eyes 
l1iao  to  behold  iniąuities : 
Tbey  think,  nnteu  they're  pitf e  and  spoUefą» 
AU  their  endearoan  wiU  be  bootless; 
And  dreidftil  Furies  m  irtemum, 
Ib  onoonsnming  firea  will  bnm  'emt 

Bot,  oh  how  happy  are  tbe  fev, 
Who  place  it  In  tts  proper  view  I 
To  these  it  shinee  diyinely  bright, 
Vo  clouds  obflcnrejts  aatiye  light; 
Trath  stampi  OonTiction  in  the  mind, 
Ali  doabtB  and  fears  are  Icft  behind, 
Ani  peace  and  joy  at  once  an  entrance  find* 
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PAIN  AND  PATIENCE, 

ANODlk 

To  MOttfge  tbe  riot  and  intemj^ferate  lost, 

Or  cbeck  tbe  seif-sofflcient  piide  of  mauj 
Offended  Heaven  ient  forth,  in  yengeance  jtuit, 
The  diiB  inexorable  fbry ,  Pain ; 
fieneath  whośe  griping  faand,  when  ihe  assails; 
Hm  Ibmest  ipiriU  link)  the  itroagest  reasoning 
failik 

Near  to  the  conńnet  of  th'  infemal  den> 

Deep  in  a  bollow  cave'8  profound  recess, 

Her  conrta  ąbe  holds ;  and  to  the  sons  of  men 

Sends  ont  the  mhiigieriof  dire  distreM: 

Itepentaoce,  Shame,  Despair,  each  acta  ber  part; 

Wbets  the  yindictiye  steei,  aod  aggrayatet  tbe 

anart. 

He  wbose  luznrious  palate  daiiy  rang'd 

Earth,  air,  and  ocean  to  supply  bis  board; 
And  to  higb-relish*d  poisons  madly  chang'd 
The  wholesome  giits  df  Natore^s  booateous 
Lord; 
Sbatl  ADd  sick  nauteoos  turfeit  taint  his  blood; 
Aad  his  abns*d  pallM  stomach  loathe  tbe  daintiest 
Ibod. 

Tbe  midnight  reireller*s  intemperate  bowl. 
To  ragę  and  riot  ^jes  his  furioiu  brainj 
Bemorse  enanes,  and  agony  of  soul, 
His  futurę  life  condeinn^d  to  ct^asetess  pain: 
Gont,  fever,  stone,  to  madness  heighten  grief ; 
And  temperanoe,  callM  too  late,  affords  him  no 
relief. 

He  whose  hot  blood  excites  to  dangerous  joy, 
Aad  headkmg  drive8  to  seek  the  lewd  em- 
brace, 
Startlcd  at  length,  shałl  in  his  fisMze  dc«cry 
The  mark  indellUe  of  fonl  dtsgrace: 
Vlcen  obsceoe  corrode  his  aching  boaes; 
Aad  bit  high  raptnres  change  to  deep-Cett  sighs 
and  groans. 


The  Wild  estraTagant)  w]io>se  tbongbftless  hand* 
^  •  With  laTishtastelesspridCjCbmmitsespensei 
Ruin*d,  perceive8  his  waiiing  age  demand  « 
Sad  (pparation  for  his  youtb'8  ofiencet 
Upbraiding  riot  pointa  to  follies  past,    . 
Presenting  bollow  want,  fit  successor  to  waste^ 

He  too,  wfaote  high  preauming  healtń  defiea, 
Th'  almighty  band  of  H€aven  to  puli  him 
down; 
Who  slighta  the  care  anti  cauUon  of  the  wise. 
Nor  fears  hot  Summer'8  ragę,  nor  Wintai^a 
frpwn : 
Some  trifling  ail  shałl  seiźe  this  mighty  man; 
Blast  all  his  boasted  strength,  rack  erery  nerre 
with  paim 

Thus  Nature*s  6od  inflicts,  by  Ńatnre's  law. 

On  e%'ery  crime  its  proper  punishment; 
Creating  pain  to  keep  mankiod  in  awe^ 
Afkid  morał  ills  by  physical  preyent: 
In  #rath  still  gracioua;  claiming  still  our  praisd, 
£v*n  in  those  yery  groans  our  Ghaatiaementa  aball 
raiae. 

But  leat  the  feebl<$  hedrt  bf  sUiTering  mśn 

Too  Iow  sbould  aink  beneath  the  keen  distreas; 
Leat  fóll  Deapair,  in  lęague  with  croel  Pain, 
Should  drive  him  desperate  in  their  wil^  es^ 
ceaa; 
Kind  Hope  ber  daaghtęr  Patience  aent  from  high. 
To  eaae  the  labouring  breaat,  aud  wipe  the  tric-    ' 
kling  eye. 

dali,  mild  diyinity !  ćalm  l>atience,  h^il ! 
Solt-handed,  mćek-ey*d  maid,  yet  whose  firm 
breath. 
And  atrong  peranaaiyfe  eIoqnence  premii 
Againat  the  ragę  of  Pain,  the  fear  of  Death  i 
CoBie,  lenient  Beauty,  spread  thy  healing  wing. 
And  smooih  my  resUess  couch,  Wbilst  1  thy  praisea  . 
sing. 

In  all  this  toilsome  ronnd  of  weary  lifei 

Where  dollneas  ieases,  or  pert  noiae  aaaaila; 
Where  trifling  foUiea  end  in  serious  strife. 
And  raoney  purchases  where  \nent'faii8; 
What  bonest  apirit  would  not  riae  in  ragę, 
If  Pitience  lent  not  aid  hia  pasaioti  to  Aaauaga  ? 

Ko  atate  of  liie  but  must  to  Patience  bow:  [bill^ 

Tbe  tradeaman  mtist  have  pAtienće  for  his 

He  niuat  haVe  patience  ijTho  to  law  WiU  go, 

And  ahoiild  be  lose  his  t-ight,  morę  patience 

Yea,  to  prerent  or  heal  fuli  many  a  strife,    [stilL 

Uow  oft,  how  long  muat  man  bave  patience  with 

hiswife? 

^ut  IIcav*n  grant  patience  to  tbe  wretch<^ 

wight,  [Mil! 

Whom  pills,  and  draoghts,  and  bolnssea  as- 

Which  he  must  awallbw  down  with  all  his  might ; 

£y'n  then  when  health,  and  strength,  and 

apirits  fail. 

Beardoctorsi^d  aome  gcntler  waya  to  kUl;  [l|i9» 

Lighten  thia  load  of  droga,  contract  yon  length  of ' 

When  the  duli,  prating,  lond,  long-winded  damę, 

Her  tedłoua,  vague,  unmeaning  tale  repf^tg; 

Perpleic*d  and  wand^ring  ronnd  and  round  her 

tbeme, 

Tiltlost  and  puazied,  shn  all  tbeme  forgets; ' 

Yet  atiU  talks  on  witb  unabatiog  speed^    [indeed. 

Good  gods !  who  bears  her  out,  most  patience  haTo 
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96  wbm  tffm  fmfe,  4e«p4esnMd»  •oirnH  diirine 

Ąscends  the  pulpit,  and  unfolds  hn  text: 
IHirk  and  more  dark  icro^"  ^hat  be  would  deiine, 
And  crenr  sęntcnce  mow  and  moi»  perplext; 
Y«t  still  he  Wunders  on  the  iame  blind  counc, 
Teaching  his  weary'd  hearers  patteoce  upon  force. 

tTithOiit  flrm  patience  who  conld  erer  bear 

The  great  man*s  Ievee,  watchlitg  for  a  smile  ? 
Then,  with  a  whisper'd  promise  in  his  car, 
Wait  its  accomplishmcnt  a  long,  łon?  whilc  j 
Ytt  thro'  the  hoandś  of  patience  if  he  biii^t, 
Daniers  long  weeks  of  yearB  mąy  be  accoroplish^d 
first 

O  Patience  1  guardian  of  the  temperM  breast, 
V  AgainSl  the  insoleiiCe  of  pride  and  power; 

Against  tfic  wifs  keen  sneer,  the  fboV8  duli  jest ; 
Against  the  boaster'8  lic,  told  o'er  and  o'er  j 
To  thee  this  tribntary  lay  I  bring, 
By^  whose  firm  aid  cmpower*d,  in  raging  pain  1  sing. 


K  I    T    T   Y. 

A  PAtTORAI. 

BeNkath  a  coo!  shade,  by  the  side  of  A  stream, 
Tbus  brcath'd  a  fond  shepherd,  his  Kitty  his  I 

theme: 
"  Thy  beauties  compafing,  my  dearest,"  said  he, 
•''There*s  nothing  in  Naturę  so  lovely  as  thee. 

•'  Tbo'  diRtance  divide8  uf,  I  vicw  thy  dear  fiice, 
And  wander  in  transport  o'cr.evcry  grace; 
Kow,  now  I  behold  thee,  swcet^smlling  and  pretty, 

0  go<ls!  you've  madę  nothing  so  fair  as  my  Kitty ! 

**  Come,  lovely  idea,  come  iill  my  fbnd  anM, 
And  whilst  in  soft  rapture  1  gazę  on  thy  charms, 
The  beautiful  objects  which  round  me  arise, 
Sball  yield  to  those  beauties  that  Uve  in  thine  eycs. 

**  Now  Flora  the  meads  and  the  grores  does  adorn, 
With  flowers  and  blossoms  on  every  thorn ; 
But  hx)k  on  my  Kitty  !—there  tweetly  does  hlow, 
A  spring  of  morę  b^uties  than  Flora  can  show. 

**  Sae, see  how  that  rosę  there  adorns  the  gay  bush. 
And  proud  of  its  colour,  would  Yie  with  ber  blush. 
Vain  boaster!  thy  beauties  shall  ąuickly  decay, 
She  blushes— and  see  bow  it  withers  away. 

•'  Obserre  that  fiiir  lily,  the  pride  of  the  vale, 
In  whiteness  unrivall»d,  now  droop  and  look  pale; 
łt  sickens,  and  changes  its  beautiful  hue^ 
And  bows  down  its  head  in  submission  to  you. 

•*  The  Zeph3rr8  that  fan  me  beneath  the  cool  shadr, 
When  pantinsT  with  beat  on  the  ground  I  am  laid, 
Are  less  gratefiil  and  sweet  than  the  heavenly  air 
That  breathes  from  Ker  lips  when  she  whispers — 
•Mydear.» 

"  I  hear  the  gaylark,  as  she  mounts  in  the  akies, 
How  sweet  are  faer  notes!  how  delightful  ber 
Go  dwell  in  the  air,  little  warbler,  go !        [voice ! 

1  have  musie  enottgh  wbiłe  my  Kitty*s  below. 

*<  With  pleasure  I  watch  tbc  industńous  bee, 
Kxtracting  ber  sweets  from  each  dowerand  tree : 
Ah  fbols!  thus  to  labour,  to  keep  you  alive; 
I^Iy,  fljr  to  ber  lipl,  and  at  coce  fili  your  luve. 


<«  See  there»  on  the 'top  of  that  o«k,  boir  the 

doyes 
Sit  brooding  eaeb  ather,  and  cooing  their  lovei* 
Our  loTes  are  thus  tender,  thus  mntual  oiir  joy, 
When  fblded  on  each  otbei^s  bosom  we  lie. 

"  It  glafls  me  to  see  how  the  pretty  yonng  lambt 
Are  fbudled  and  .cherishM^  and  lov*d  by  Ukst 

dams: 
The  lambs  are  less  pretty,  my  dearest,  than  thee; 
Their  dams  are  leaś  ^nfl,  nor  so  tender  as  me. 

"  As  I  gazę  on  the  ri^er  that  smoothly  gKdes  by, 
Thuseren  and  sweet  if  ber  temper,  I  ery; 
Thus  elear  is  ber  mind,  thus  calm  and  serene, 
And  yirtnes,  like  gems,  at  the  bottom  are  seen. , 

**  Heie  various  flowers  still  peint  the  ^y  scese, 
And  as  some  fade  and  die,  others  bud  aod  look 

green; 
The  charms  of  my  Kitty  are  constant  as  they; 
Her  Tirtues  will  bloom  as  ber  beauties  decay. 

*'  But  in  Tain  I  coDiipare  her,  here^s  nothing  m 

bright,' 
And  darkness  approaches  to  binder  my  sij^łit: 
To  bed  I  will  hasten,  and  there  alt  her  cbami» 
In  softer  ideas,  TU  bring  to  my  anns." 


CpLIN^S  KTSSE& 

^Olf  Ó  I.    THB  TOTOE. 

CoMB,  my  fairest,  ieam  of  me, 

Leam  to^ve  and  take  the  blissi 
Come,  my  Jove,  here^s  nonę  but  we, 

ril  instmct  thee  bow  to  kiss. 
Why  tum  from  me  that  dear  face  ? 

Wby  that  biush,  and  down-cast  eye> 
Come,  come,  meet  my  fond  embrece. 

And  thermutual  rapture  try. 

Throw  tbyJovely  twining  nnns 

Round  my  nęćk,  or  rouud  my  waist; 
And  whilst  1  deVour  thy  channs, 

Let  me  closely  be  embrac'd: 
Then  when  soft  ideas  rise, 

And  the  gay  desirps  grow  strong ; 
Let  them  sparkłe  in  thy  eyes, 

Let  them  murmur  from  thy  tongiift 

To  my  breast  with  rapture  ding, 

Look  with  transport  on  my  fiice, 
Kiss  me,  press  me,  every  thing 

To  endear  the  fond  embrace. 
Erery  tender  name  of  lovr, 

In  soft  whispers  let  me  hear; 
And  \n  speakinp^  naturę  prova 

£very  extasy  sincere. 


•OMG  II.     THS  IMAOIHART  KKS. 

When  Fanny  I  saw  as  she  tript  o*cr  the  gr«», 

Fai  r,  b iooming,  soft,  art! ess  and  ki nd ; 
Fond  love  in  her  eye*«,  wit  and  seose  ia  bermico, 

And  warmness  with  modesty  joinM : 
Transported  with  budden  amazement  I  stoo^ 

Fast  rivetted  down  to  the  jAact; 
Her  delicate  shape,  easy  moŁion,  I  v'iew*i. 

And  waaderM  o'e)r  eirery  grace. 


COUN'S  KISSES. 
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«  Ye  {odto !  «lii4  lusuriance  «f  bcanfcy/'  I  ery, ' 

"  What  raptures  must  dwell  in  her  arms ! 
On  het  lipa  I  coald  featt,  on  her  bre«st  I  couŁd  die^ 

O  Faony,  htiw  sireet  are  thy  charma!*' 
Whilrt  tbu8  ID  idea  my  paaiion  I  fed, 

Soft  traasport  my  sensea  iorade,  [fled» 

Yoaog  J>aiiuMi  stepp*d  up,  with  the  ftubatance  be 

lod  Jeft  me  to  Jiisa  the  dear  shadet 


SONG  III.     TUB  PEA9T. 

PouT)  wben  yoar  Ups  you  joint 
Lorely  niby  lips,  to  roine; 
To  the  bee  the  floi«*ry  fietd 
Such  a  banąuct  dors  not  yiekl ; 
Not  the  dewy  morntng-roae 
Sc  jnuch  aweetneas  does  eoclose  ; 
Not  the  gods  such  nectar  sip, 
As  Colia  frdm  thy  balmy  lip: 
Kin  me  theSD,  with  raptare  kisa. 
We*!!  rarpass  the  goda  in  blisf. 


lOlfG  !▼.     TMB    tTOŁBM   JLIlt. 

On  a  moisy  baak  reclinM, 

Beaoteous  Chjm^  lay  reposiog^ 
(yer  her  breast.-each  am*ioua  wind 

Waiiton  piayM,  its  sweeta  discloatog: 
Tempted  with  the  awelling  charma, 

Cołin,  happy  swain,  drew  nigh  ber, 
Softiy  ttole  into  ber  arms, 

Laid  his  scrip  aad  sheep-hook  by  her* 

OVr  ber  downy  panting  breast 

His  delighted  (ingers  roving; 
To  ber  iips  his  lipa  he  prest^ 

Id  the  extasy  of  lo?ing : 
Chloe,  wakenM  with  his  kiss, 

Pleas^dy  yet  frowning  to  conceal  it* 
Ciy'd, "  true  lOTers  share  the  bliss; 

Why  then,  CoUn»  woold  you  steal  it  ?" 

lONG  ▼.     THB  BfBBTINO  HSff. 

Let  me  fly  into  thy  arms; 
Łet  me  taste  again  thy  charms; 
Kiis  me,  press  me  to  thy  breast 
In  nptores  not  to  be  esprest. 

Let  me  clasp  thy  1ovely  waist; 
Tbr(}wthy  arms  around  my  neck: 

Thus  embracing  and  erobrac*d,  ^ 

Nothiog  shall  our  raptares  check. 

Hearts  with  mntual  pleasore  glowinf ; 

Łips  with  Ups  together  growing; 

Eyeswtth  teara  of  gladnHs  flowing; 
Sfei,  and  lipa,  and  hcaits  sl^U  abow, 
Th*  cicess  of  joy  that  mee^Hig  lo^era  know. 
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SOMG  TI.     TRB  ^J|JtTIBO  SItt. 

OiiB  kind  kiss  before  we  pyut^' 
Drop  a  tear,  and  bid  i»diaa'; 

Tbo^  we  seTer,  my  fond  heart 
TiU  we  meet  shaUjIant  for  yoa« 

Yet,  yet  weep  not  so,  my  lore^ 
Let  me  kiss  that  felliog  tear, 

Tho'  my  body  most  remore, 
iUl  my  soul  will  stfll  be  her% 


AU  my  soul  and  all  my  lidaTt> 

And  erery  wish  shall  pant  for  you; 

One  kind  kiss  then  e'er  we  part. 
Drop  a  tear,  and  bid  adieu. 

SOMG  VII.     TUB  BORRQWĘP  KISie 

■ 

Seb,  i  languish,  see,  1  faint, 

1  must  borrow,  beg,  or  steal  g 
Can  you  see  a  soul  in  wa^it. 

And  no  kind  compassion  foel  ? 
Give,  or  lend,  or  let  me  take 

One  sweet  kiss,  I  ask  no  inore; 
One  sweet  kiss,  for  pity*s  sake, 

VU  repay  it  o*er  and  o'er. 

Chloe  heard,  and  with  a  smile, 

Kind,  compassionate  and  sweet, 
"  Colin,  it*s  a  sin  to  steal. 

And  for  me  to  g:ive's  not  meet: 
But  ril  lend  a  kiss,  or  twain, 

To  poor  Golin  in  distress  ; 
Not  that  Pd  be  paid  atcain, 

Colin,  1  meau  nothing  less." 

SONG  VIII.      TUB  KISS  RBFAUlU 

Chłob,  by  that  borr6w'd  kiss, 

I,  alas !  am  quite  undone ; 
Twas  so  swtfet,  so  fraught  with  blisi^ 

Thousands  will  not  pay  that  one. 

'*  Lest  the  debt  should  break  your  heart,^ 

Roguish  Chloe  smiling  cries, 
**  Come,  a  hundred  then  in  part. 

For  the  present  shall  sofflce.** 


SONO  IX.     TBB  SECRBT  KINk 

At  the  silent  erening  hour, 
Two  fbnd  lovers  in  a  bower 

Songht  their  mutual  bliss; 
Tho'  ber  heart  was  just  relenting, 
Tho*  her  eyes  seemM  just  consentiog, 

Yet  she  fear*d  to  kiss. 

**  Since  thłsaecret  shade,**  he  cry^d, 
'<  Will  those  rosy  blushes  hide, 

Why  will  you  resist? 
When  no  tell-tale  spy  is  near  us, 
Eye  not  sees,  nor  ear  can  hear  uś, 

Who  wouM  not  be  ki8s'd?» 

Molly  hearinf  what  be  said, 
Blushing  lifted  up  her  head, 

Her  breast  aoft  wishes  fili; 
"  Since,**  she  cry'd,  "  no  spy  is  near  v$f 
Eye  not  sees,  nor  ear  can  hear  us, 

Kiss— or  what  you  wilL'' 


•ONO  X.     THE  RAPTURt, 

WmuT  on  thy  dear  bosom  lyinf , 

Caelia,  who  can  speak  my  blifs  } 
Who  the  raptures  Pm  enjoying, 

When  thy  balmy  Iips  I  kiss? 
Every  look  with  Iofc  ins^res  ne, 

ETery  touch  my  bosom  warms, 
Erery  melting  murmur  fires  me, 

£very  joy  is  in  thy  arms. 

Those  dear  eyes,  how  soft  they  languish  \ 
Feel  my  heart  with  rapture  beat! 

Pleasure  turns  almost  to  ąngnish, 
When  the  transport  is  so  sweet. 
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liook  DOt  10  dmuely  on  me, 
Cielia,  I  ihall  die  with  bltss; 

Yet,  yet  tom  those  eyes  upon  me, 
Wbo*d  not  die  a  death  like  this? 


SONG  XI.     THE  RECONCIŁIlfG  KIM. 

•*  Why  that  s^dnesa  on  thy  brow  ? 

Why  tbat  ittarting  crysŁal  tear  } 
Dearest  PoUy,  let  me  know. 

For  thy  gnef  I  oantiot  bear," 
Polly  witb  a  sigh  reply^d, 

"  What  need  I  tbe  cauae  im|>art? 
Did  you  not  this  moment  cfaide? 

And  you  kuow  it  breaks  my  heart" 

Golin,  mdtiDg  as  sbe  spoke, 

Caugbt  tbe  Cair  one  in  bil  armt  j 
«<  Ob  my  deąr!  tbat  tender  looic, 

Every  passion  quite  disafms: 
By  tbii  dear  relenting  kiH, 

I*d  no  anger  in  my  tbougbt; 
Come,  my  lorę,  by  tbit,  and  this, 

Let  OUT  ąuarrel  be  Ibrgot.*' 

As  wben  sodden  itorm^  rain 
Evei7  drooping  flow'rat  sppilc^ 

Wben  the  Sun  sbines  out  again, 
AU  the  face  of  Naturę  smiles; 

Polly,  80  reviv'd  and  cheer^d 
By  ber  CpUn*a  kind  embrace, 

Her  de(  liniD^  head  up»rear*d, 

Sweetly  smili^g  in  hi>  £>ce, 

« 

r      .  'I  ■ 

•ONO  XIII.     THK  MUTDAI.  KIM.* 

^  CmCiŁy  by  thoae  smiling  graces 

Which  my  pantiog  botom  warm; 
By  tbe  bea^en  of  tby  embraoea, 

By  tby  wondVou8  power  to  cbarmi 
By  tbone  soft  bewitcbing  glances, 

Whicb  my  inmost  bosom  mo^e ; 
By  those  lips,  wbosę  kiss  entr^cefi» 

Tbee,  and  thee  alone  I  loTe.** 

«  By  tby  god-like  art  of  loving,» 

CsBlia,  with  a  blusb,  replies; 
f<  By  thy  heąFenly  power  of  moTing, 

Ali  my  soul  to  sympatfaize  j 
By  thy  eager  fond  caretses, 

By  those  arms  around  me  thrown  ; 
By  that  look,  wbieh  truth  espresscs. 

My  fond  heart  is  all  thy  ową.*> 

Tbus,  ^th  glówing  inclination, 
They  indidge  tbe  tender  btiss; 

And  to  bind  the  tasting  passion, 
Seal  tt  with  a  ttutuat  kiss: 

Close,  m  fond  embracea,  lying, 
They  together  seeui  to  grow; 

^ch  supremę  ddight  etyctying, 
^As  true  lÓTera  onl^  kaew. 


TBS    W I  FE. 

Ą#RĄGME1IT. 

Thb  Tirtoes  that  endaar  and  sweeten  lifo. 
And  form  tbat  soft  companioo,  call*d  a  wft, 
Demand  my  ąong.    Thou  wbodidst  first  inspiie 
The  tender  theme,  to  thee  I  tune  tbe  lyre. 

Hail,  lovely  Wom^n !  Naturę's  blessing,  bail ! 
Whose  €haniis  o*er  a]l  the  powers  of  maą  pterail 


I 


Tbim   hedinf  bdm  tt  Klb,  «kiA  towem 

HeaTen^ 
To  ponr  on  all  our  woes,  has  kindly  giTen ! 
What  were  mankind  witbout  thee?  or  what  joy, 
Like  tby  soft  con^erse,  can  his  hours  emptoy? 
The  dry,  duli,  dftiwsy  bachelor  sunreys, 
Altemate  joylets  nights  and  lonesome  days: 
No  tender  transpoits  wake  his  suDen  brsast. 
No  soft  endearments  luli  his  caies  to  rest: 
Stupidly  free  finom  Nature's  tenderest  tia, 
Lost  in  his  own  sad  self  he  lires  and  dicc. 
Not  so  the  mao,  to  wbom  indulgent  EsaTsa 
That  tender  bosom-firieod,  a  wil^,  bas  giveQ: 
Him,  blest  in  Jier  kind  arms,  no  fears  diMiay, 
No  secret  cbecks  of  guilt  his  joys  aUay: 
No  husband  wrong'd,  no  ^irgia  bonour  spQii'd, 
No  anxious  parent  weeps  his  ruin*d  child! 
No  fell  disease,  no  ialse  embrsce  b  hece, 
The  joys  are  safe,  the  raptures  are  sŁooere. 
Does  Fortune  smile  ?  How  gratefiii  must  jt  provi 
To  tread  lifc*s  pleasingronnd  wifh  one  we  kwe! 
Or  does  she  frown  }  Thefoir,  with  softeoiag  sit^ 
Wili  sootbe  our  woei,  or  bear  a  willing  pait 
*'  But  are  aO  women  of  the  soothing  kiod> 
In  choosing  wires  no] hazard  shall  we  fiod? 
Will  spleen,  nor  vapdun,  ^de,  nor  pmtemoleit? 
And  is  all  foar  of  cuckoldom  a  jest  V'    ' 

Orant  some  are  bad:  yet  surely  some  lemsis, 
Good  without  show,  and  loively  without  stain; 
Warm  without  lewdncts;  virtnoiis  without  pmie; 
Content  to  follow,  yet  with  sense  to  gokle. 
Soch  is  Fidelia,  foirest,  fondest  wiie; 
Obserre  the  pictnre,  for  1  draw  firom  UliSi 

Near  thatfom'd  bill,  from  whose  eądnntiflfbmr 
Such  rarioos  scenes  enrlch  the  rales  belov; 
While  gentle  Thames  meandering  gKdet  ak»|y 
Meads,  flocks,   and   gro^es,  and  risiog  tovm 
Fidelia  dwelt:  iair  as  tbe  folrest  soene     [iSMng^ 
Of  smiling  Naturę,  wben  the  sky*s  soene. 
Fuli  sixteen  summers  bad  adom*d  ber  &ce, 
Warm'd  erery  sense,  and  waken\l  etery  grace; 
Her  eye  look'd  swaetoess^  gently  hearM  her  braŃI^ 
Her  sbape,  her  motioo,  graoeful  ease  eiprait 
And  to  this  fiur,  this  fioisb'd  form,  were  join4 
The  softest  pawions,  and  the  purest  mini 

Among  the  neighbouring  youths  wfao  itrois  to 
gain  Fidelia^s  heart,  Lysander  madę  bis  addicno. 
He  was  a  younger  brother,  of  a  good  frinily,  bet 
smali  fortunę.  His  person  was  bandsome  aad 
gentael,  his  manącrs  ef^y  apd  engaging.  With 
these  adrantages  be  soo|i  ob^ined  a  plaoeinyoaof 
Fidelia*s  heart;  and,  as  ber  fortui^e,  which  «ai 
Tery  considerable,  was  in  her  own  diipose,  tben 
was  no  obstacle  to  their  happiaess;  with  aU  the 
eloąuence  of  a  lover,  he  pressed  the  conaunnistioa 
of  his  wisbes,  a  tender  aoftness  pkads  withis  ker 
breast,  she  yieUi  to  tfaa  foioe  of  his  psnosMoa^ 
and  they  are  married. 

Who  can  express  the  pleasures  whkh  tUf 
DOW  enjoy?  To,  make  her  happy  seemedtheicope 
of  aU  his  actions,  and  such  a  growing  hoAam 
warmed  her  heart,  that  erery  dayendesred  hin 
mom  and  morę.  The  fortunę  which  i he  braQ|bt 
he  mansged  with  pmdence  and  discrstioo;  aad 
tbe  pleasure  wbidi  be  found  in  ber  sweet  be* 
baTicMir,  andenohputing  beauties,  repakl  hii  csRf 
with  mterest  Tbus  flew  the  hoors,  wiogad  with 
ddight;  the  day  passed  not  without  some  Bev 
endearme^t;  and  the  n^t  Mt  nainMess  raptmii 
or  serepe  repose^ 


THE  WIFE. 
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Before  the  ead  of  two  yeąn  tbeir  lovet  wen 
crowned  witb  a  snuling  boy.  If  any  thing  coiild 
iocrease  their  foi^lness  of  each  other  it  was  this 
cDgagiog  pledge  *of  tbeir  affection.  Bot,  alat ! 
bov  ruiable  ii  tbe  beart  of  man !  bow  easily  are 
hb  pasiioni  inflamed !  bow  soon  hii  beat  alK^ctions 
■Itered !  and  reaaon,  wbicb  shi^old  be  h\»  guide,  is 
but  as  the  ligbt  of  a  candle,  wbich  tbe  lean  gQft 
of  passioo  can  pufT  oat,  and  qttite  eKtinguisb.  Of 
tbis  unba|ipy  tnitb)  Lysaoder  sood  became  a  latał 
ioftance. 

It  happened  at  tbis  time,  wbether  by  accideiit 
or  design  I  know  not,  that  a  creatore  of  exquisite 
beanty,  bat  of  infamons  characteri  came  to  iodge 
exacUy  orer  agai  nst  tbe  house  of  tbis,  till  tben,  most 
happy  pair.  Af  Lysander  wat  not  oniy  posaest 
of  a  handsome  peraon,  but  now  aiso  of  an  ample 
ibitune,  immcdiately  a  tbonsand  art^  werc  tried 
by  this  inreigling  harlot,  to  attract  bis  ubsenra- 
tioD,  and  if  possibłe  to  ensnare  bis  beart.  At  ber 
włodotr,  in  his  sigbt,  sbe  would  appear  in  a  loose 
and  tempting  dishabille.  Now  in  a  seemiog  negli- 
gRice  discorer  ber  wbite  naked  breasts,  tben  witb 
a  leeriog  smile  pretend  to  bidę  them  Irom  bis 
sigbt.  Her  wanton,  eyes^  all  sparkling  witb  de- 
Jigbt,  sbc  now  would  fix  witb  eagemess  upon  bim$ 
tben  in  a  soft  and  languishing  air  by  slow  degrees 
inthdrawy  yet  looking  back  as  loath  to  leave  tbe 
płace. 

As  Lysaodei:  bad  too  mticb  esperience  of  thfi 
workiy  not  to  understand  this  amorous  langoage, 
io  his  beart  was  too  snsceptible  of  the  tender 
passion  not  to  feel  its  force.  And  unable  to 
withstand  the  daily  repetition  of  theseproYoking 
tcmptationsy  be  at  last  detennined  to  go  orer 
priTstely  one  erening  and  make  heł  a  Tisit  It 
viii  be  needless  to  say  be  was  kindly  received, 
htw  kindly,  will  be  better  imagined  than  ex- 
prased.  Herę  bad  be  stopped,  tbis  one  trans- 
grcsńon  migbt  bave  been  foigiren :  bot  such  was 
bis  infiitnation,  that  from.this  time  bis  yisits  be- 
csae  freąnent:  be  was  so  intoxicated  witb  ber 
chanat  (for  indeed  sbe  was  bandsome)  and  so  be- 
vitched  witb  ber  allaring  blandishments,  that  the 
modest  bcanty  of  his  &ir  and  yirtuous  wife  be- 
ciBM  at  once  neglectedy  and  at  length  despised. 

Poor  PideKa  I  who  can  express  tbe  agonies  of 
hcr  beart  wben  flrst  tbe  fatal  secret  sbe  discovered  ? 
€oascioas  on  bow  many  accóonts  sbe  merited  his 
iorei  pride  and  resentment  for  some  time  strog- 
gledwith  her  aflbction;  but  sach  wm  tbe  softness 
of  her  natore,  such  the  tendeniess  of  her  passion, 
that  sbe  was  not  afale  to  reproach  him  any  other 
«ay  than  by  a  aOent  grief.  Alone  sbe  pined^  and 
Kke  a  lily  io  the  secret  vale  droopcd  her  fiain 
bead,  mifiriended  and  unseen.  0&  what  most  be 
his  heait,  that  rach  tedearing  softness  ooald  not 
mehy  that  sach  engagingTirtue  diamed  not  into 
goodness !  Bpt  such  is  the  naturę  of  ńee,  that  it 
bardens  the  hcart  to  all  himiaae  and  generoua 
ippiesaoBs.  At  flrst,  perbaps,  his  virtoe  madę 
snne  effwta  in  her  Ikyoor ;  but  the  trouble  it  coat 
him  to  suppress  them  when  the  nige  of  his  new- 
kindled  llaoie  retnmed,  madę  him  by  degrees  un- 
aillittg  to  indnige  them.  Thns  endeaTOoring  to 
nntfaeran  mnains  of  gratitude  or  compassion^ 
be  became  at  length  as  insensible  to  her  grief  as 
to  ber  wrongs. 

Baibarian  ]  bow  canst  tbpn  la^isb  on  abandoned 
that  wcaltb^  wfaich  iore  and  nnsuspect- 


ing  Tirtoe  tratted  to  thy  hand !  bow  canst  tbou 
leafe  that  angel-sweetness«  thatuntaiated  rosę,  for 
pałut,pulfutedcbarms,aodpro«iiiuUoD !  bow  canst 
thousee  thy  tender  mnocent  babę  suck  with  its  milk 
those  grief-distJliog  drops  that  fali  incessant  on 
ber  sno«ry  breńst»  for  tby  unktnd  neglect!  Un- 
feeling  wretch !  But  what  is  uian  not  capable  to 
dOy  when  blind  witb  passion»  bardened  with  bis 
gnilt?  Alas!  tbis  is  but  the  begiouing  of  ber 
woes;  and  notbing  to  tbe  grief  this  bapless  fair 
one  is  ordained  to  snffer.  Indifference  is  soon 
succeeded  by  ill  naturę  and  ill  u  sagę.  He  now  no 
longer  makes  a  8ecret'of  his  Jasc  intriguc.  Whoie 
days  and  nigbts  are  spent  in  her  lewd  chambers, 
shameless  and  open  in  tbe  sight  of  the  world,  and 
in  tbe  very  face  of  his  insudted,  ii\iured^  unof- 
fending  wife. 

But  this  was  not  enongb.  Home,  and  tbe  sight 
of  this  affronted,  yet  still  patient  viitue,  became 
uneasy  and  disgustful.  He  is  therefore  determincd 
to  remove  her  from  bim.  But  the  meaus  of 
bringing  this  about  were  as  infamous,  as  tbe  de- 
sire  of  doing  it  was  croel.  His  valct  de  chambre» 
whose  name  was  Crayen,  bad  lived  with  bim 
some  yearsi  and  was  a  man  whom  be  found  to  be 
capable  of  any  YiUany  be  should  think  fit  "to  em- 
ploy  him  in.  This  man  be  preyailed  with,  by 
large  gifts  and  many  promises,  to  conceal  himself 
in  Fidelia'it  bed-chamber,  **  and  conCinue  therc," 
said  be  to  him,  **  till  after  sbe  is  in  bed ;  wben  I 
win  come  in  and  pretend  to  snrprise  you  with 
ber:  and  in  tbe  conftisioi)  which  will  follow,  do 
you  slip  out  of  tbe  room,  and  make  your  encape." 
Hiis  detestable  scheme  was  no  sooner  concerted, 
than  it  was  put  in  executio(i.  He  that  very 
e7eniqg  found  means  to  bidę  himself  in  the 
chamber  of  this  innooent  lady,  who  at  her  usual 
hour  repaired  to  rest.  Ąfter  committing  herself 
to  Heayen,  and  with  a  sbower  of  tears  bewailing 
her  bard  fate,  sbe  cłosed  ber  eyes  in  sleep.  Pro- 
tect  ber«  Heaven»  sapport  her  in  this  hour,  wben 
be  who  should  proteet  her  auil  support,  is  basely 
undermining  and  betniying  ber! 

Sleep  bad  no  sooner  closed  bergrief-swoln  eyes, 
than  her  husband  rushed  into  the  chamber,  and 
with  ieign'd  ragę  and  fKgbtAiI  imprecatioos  de- 
manded  tbe  adnlterer.  Surprised  witb  terrour 
and  astonishmeot  sbe  started  from  ber  sleep,  and 
in  a  trembling  yoice  desired  to  know  tbe  occasion 
of  his  auger.  He  gave  no  answer  to  her  en- 
treatiesy  but  continuing  his  pretendod  ragę,  songbt 
erery  comer  oPtbe  room ;  and  from  beneath  the 
bed  at  length  pulled  out  the  hidden  traitor.  Thia 
unexpected  sight,  and  tbe  appearance  of  so  shock- 
ing  a  disoovery,  so  terriftel  the  poor  amazed 
Fidelia,  that,  for  a  time,  her  senses  seemed  sus^ 
peaded.  Wbile  tbus  her  husband :  **  Is  this,  ma- 
dam,  the  truth,  the  purity  which  you  so  much 
pretended !  Is  tbis  yoar  innócence  I  Is  this  tha 
secret  kłol  of  your  folse  davotion !  Dissembling 
bariot!  I  long  indeed  Itaye  bad  suspicions  what 
you  were,  at  last  1  have  pulled  oiF  tbe  mask,  and 
my  pretended  saint  is  now  detected."  *'  O 
Heayen  and  Earth!"  cried  out  Fidelia,  <'  do  you 
tben  beliere  me  guilty?  do  you  believe  1  know 
augbt  of  tbis  rile  man!  that  1  encouraged|  or 
that  I  ooncealed  bim !  Sułpected  what  I  am  I 
Good  Heayen,  what  am  1 }  Am  i  not  your  wife? 
would  Ood  I  were  not !  O  Lysander,  tbera  need- 
ed  not  thisj  my  beart  before  was  broke|  wby 
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would  you  murder  too  my  innocence  ?'*  *'  Your 
innocence !"  returned  the  bnite:  "  and  have  you 
the  assurance  after  tbis  to  talk  of  innocence?  N0| 
nOj  madam,  1  will  not  murder  your  innocence, 
the  law  shfidl  do  you  justice."  Saying  this,  he 
tumed  from  hcr  and  was  gotng  to  leave  the  room; 
when  falling  on  her  knees,  and  catching  hołd  of 
liis  coat,  in  broken  accents  and  a  flood  of  ŁearSj 
§he  thus  addrcst  him :  "O  Lysander,  O  my  dear 
husband!  if  yet  it  is  permitted  me  to  cali  you  by 
that  naroe,  let  me  entreat,  nay  beg  upon  my 
knees,  you  will  not  thus  expose  my  yet  untaint^ 
name  to  pubiic  infamy,  nor  let  the  leprous  blast 
of  scandal-bearing  tongues  make  foul  my  spotless 
honour.  I  shall  not  long  stand  In  the  way  of  your 
pleasures  j  my  bursting  heart  can  hołd  but  a  very 
little  whlle;  O  let  me  leave  the  world  unblem- 
ished !  then  shall  I  die  in  peace,  and  my  last  part- 
ing  breath  shall  bless  and  cali  you  kind.  But  if  I 
must  noty  as  I  sadly  fear  I  must  not  stay ;  O  let 
me  in  some  friendly  darksome  night^  when  notan 
eye  can  see  me,  steal  from  your  house,  my  infant  iu 
my  arms,  and  wandering  to  some  lonely  hut,  or 
distant  village,  dre  there  unknown  in  sileut  grief, 
for  1  will  never  conniplain,  and  save  you  the  re- 
proach  of  ha^ing  uscd  me  thus." 

This  last  proposal  was  the  ver}'  thing  he  wish- 
ed;  so  turning  to  her  with  a  scornful  look,  he  told 
ber  she  might  take  her  brat  and  go  whither  she 
lvould  as  soon  as  she  pleased;  then  breaking 
rudely  from  her,  Icft  her  on  the  floor.  What  lan- 
guage  can  express  the  agonies  she  felt  at  this  hard 
usage!  she  arose  from  the  floor  where  his  bar- 
barity  had  left  her,  and  putting  on  the  meanest 
clothes  she  had,  went  to  the  bed  where  lay  her 
sleeping  babC|  kissed  and  wept  over  it  for  some 
time,  then  took  it  in  her  arms,  and  laying  it  to 
her  breast,  departed  from  her  house  that  very 
night.    ' 

Herę  for  the  present  let  us  leaye  this  poor  un- 
happy  wanderer,  with  ProTidence  her  sole  guide, 
and  innocence  her  comfort;  and  turn  to  sec  what 
punishraent  will  be  prepared  for  hcr  perfidious 
and  inhuman  husband.  Now  nnrcstrained  he 
]ived  with  his  lewd  paramour  in  all  the  heights  of 
]uxury  and  extravagancc,  and  every  pleasure  for 
a  while  appeared  to  wait  on  his  command.  But 
soon  her  wantou  waste  and  boundless  riot  brought 
him-  to  distress. 

Cstera  desant. 

BOME's  pardon: 

A  TALE. 

If  Roroe  can  pardon  sina,  as  Romans  bold ; 
And  if  those  pardons  may  be  bought  and  sold, 
It  were  no  sin  t-  adore  and  worship  gold. 

Rochester. 

Tt  happenM  on  a  certain  time, 
Two  seigniors,  who  had  spent  the  prime 
Of  youth  in  every  wickedness, 
Came  to  his  hoUncss  to  confess; 
Of  which,  the  one  had  riches  storę, 
The  other  (wicked  wretch  ! )  was  poor. 
But  both  grown  old,  had  now  a  mind 
To  die  in  peace  with  all  mankind^ 


And  go  to  Hearen  a  neorer  way 
Than  those  who  all  their  łife-time  prsy  i 
Which  may  eifected  be,  they  hope^ 
By  buying  pardon  of  the  pope. 
So  calling  fresh  to  mind  their  sins, 
The  rich  offender  thus  begins : 

**  Most  holy  father,  I  have  been, 
I  must  confess,  in  many  a  sin. 
AU  laws  diviue  rve  thought  a  jolce; 
All  haman  laws  for  intcrest  broke. 
And  to  increase  my  ill-got  storę, 
Thought  it  no  crime  to  oppress  the  poor^ 
To  chcat  the  rich,  betray  my  friends^ 
Orany  thing  to  gain  my  ends. 
But  now  grown  old,  and  near  to  die, 
I  do  repent  mc  heartily 
Of  all  my  vile  olFences  past^ 
And  in  particular  the  last, 
By  which  I  wickedly  beguiPd 
A  dead  friend*s  son,  my  guardian  child, 
Of  all  his  dear  patcmal  storę, 
Which  was  ten  tbousand  pounds  or^orej 
Who  sińce  is  starv*d  to  death  by  want, 
And  now  sincerely  I  repent: 
Which  that  your  holiness  may  see. 
One  half  the  sum  rve  brought  with  me, 
And  thus  I  cast  it  at  your  feet, 
Dispose  of  it  as  you  think  meet. 
To  pious  uses,  or  your  own, 
I  hope  'twill  all  my  faults  atone." 

"  Friend,"  quoth  the  pope,  **  Fm  glad  to  Wb 
Such  true  repentance  wrought  in  thee; 
But  as  your  sins  are  very  great, 
You  have  but  half  repented  yet: 
Nor  can  your  pardon  be  obtain'd, 
Uniess  the  w  hole  which  thus  you're  gain*d 
To  pious  uscs  be  ordain'd.*' 

"  All!"  cry'd  the  man,  "  I  thought  that  half 
Had  been  a  pretty  price  enough.'* 

"  Nay,"  quoth  the  pope,  **  sir,  if  you  bom 
And  haw  at  parting  with  the  sum. 
Go,  keep  it,  do ;  and,  damn  your  soul: 
I  tell  you  I  must  have  the  w  hole, 
'Tis  not  a  little  thing  procures 
A  pardon  for  such  sins  as  yours." 
Well-«rather  than  be  doom'd  to  go. 
To  dwell  with  everlasting  woe. 
One  would  give  any  thing,  you  know: 
So  th'  other  half  was  throwa  down  to% 
And  then  he  soon  obtain*d  his  suit; 
A  pardon  fur  hisfiins  was  gi^en. 
And  home  he  went  assur'd  of  Heaven« 

And  now  the  poor  man  benda  his  knee^ 
'*  Most  holy  father,  pardon  me, 
A  poor  and  humble  penitent 
Who  all  my  substancc  vilely  spent 
In  every  wanton,  youthful  pleasure; 
But  now  I  suffer  out  of  measure; 
With  dire  diseascs  being  fraught 
And  cke  so  poor  not  worth  a  groat." 

"  Poor ! "  qaoth  the  pope, "  then  ccasc  yoar  loit, 
Indeed  you  mayjas  weil  be  mute; 
Forbear  your  now  too  late  contrition, 
You*rc  in  a  rcprobate  coudition. 
What!  spend  your  wealth,  and  from  the  whde 
Not  save  one  souse  to  sa\'e  your  soul  ? 
Oh,  yoii're  a  sinner,  and  a  bard  one, 
I  wonder  you  can  a»k  a  pardon; 
Friend,  they're  not  had,  uniess  you  buy  'cm, 
You're  theiefore  damn'd,  as  fture  1 


OK  RICHES. 
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Vifef«ent  to  the  King  of  ifeajcn : 
JJo,  flo,  sucb  Bins  can*t  be  forgiven. 
1  cannot  savc  yoa  if  I  wou'd, 
Nor  would  1  do  it  If  I  cou*d." 

Home  f(oe8  the  man  in  deep  despaifi 
And  died  soon  after  he  came  there ; 
And  went,  *t\9  satd,  to  Heli:  but  surę 
He  watf  not  damn*d  for  being  poor! 
Bot  lon;  be  bad  not  been  below, 
Before  he  saw  his  friend  come  too ; 
At  this  he  was  in  ^reat  surprise, 
And  scarcely  could  belieTe  błi  eyes: 
«'  Wbat,  friend,**  said  he,  **  are  yoa  come  too  ? 
1  thought  the  pope  had  pardonM  you.»' 
"  Yes,*'  ąaoth  the  man,  **  I  thought  so  too; 
Bitt  I  was  by  the  pope  trepannM'*- 
Jie  dnU  cwid  not  rdd  his  haruL^ 


From  tyrig  to  twig  their  tender  win^s  thcy  try, 
Yet  only  flutter  when  they  seem  to  fly. 
But  as  their  streogth  and  feathers  morę  incrcase, 
Shortflights  thy  tako,  and  fly  with  greatcr  ease: 
Rxperienc*d  soon,  they  boldly  venture  higher, 
Forsake  the  hedge,  to  lofty  trees  aspire; 
Transported  thence,  with  strong  atid  sttiady  winjf 
They  mount  the  sklcs,  and  soar  aloft,  and  sing. 

So  you  and  I,  just  naked  from  the  shell, 
Iri  chirpinc:  notes  our  fiiture  singiiig  tell; 
Unfeather'd  yct,  in  judgment,  thought,  or  skill, 
Hop  ronnd  the  basis  of  Pamassus*  liill : 
1  Our  fligbts  are  Iow,  and  want  of  art  and  strcngŁb 
Forbids  to  carry  us  to  the  wishM-for  length. 
But  fledg'd,  and  cherishM  with  a  kindly  spring, 
WeMl  inouut  the  summit,  and  melodious  sing. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  STEPHEN  VUCK, 

jŁT  HU  PIBST  COMIWO  TO  COURT. 

FoRGiTB  me,  Duck,  that  such  a  Muse  as  minę, 
Bnngs  her weak  aid  to  the  supportof  thine; 
In  lines,  wbich  if  the  world  should  chance  to  see, 
They'd  find  I  pleaded  for  myself— -in  thee. 

Yet  some  iudulgence  surę  they  ougbt  to  shew 
Ad  infant  poet,  and  unleam'd  as  you ; 
UoskilPd  in  art,  unesercisM  to  sing; 
l'?c  just  but  tasted  the  Pierian  spring: 
But  tho*  my  stock  of  learning  yet  is  Iow ; 
Tho*  yet  my  numbers  don*t  harmonious  flow^ 
1  itin  You^d  hope  it  won*t  be  always  so. 
The  moming  Sun  emits  a  stronger  ray, 
StiU  as  he  rises  tow*rds  meridian  day: 
Large  hills  at  first  obstruct  the  obiique  beam, 
And  dark*ning  sbadows  shoot  along  the  gleam; 
tmpending  mists  yet  hover  in  the  air. 
And  distant  objects  undistinct  appear. 
Bat  as  he  rises  in  the  eastem  sky, 
The  shadows  shrink,  the  conquer*d  yapours  fly; 
Objects  their  proper  forms  and  colours  gain ; 
In  att  her  varioua  beauties  shines  tb'  eniighten'd 
plain. 

So  whea  the  dawn  of  thought  peeps  out  in  man, 
Hoantains  of  ign'rance  shade  at  first  his  brain : 
A  gleam  of  reason  by  degrees  appears, 
Which  brigbteos  and  increases  with  his  years; 
And  as  the  rays  of  thought  gain  strength  in  youth, 
Dark  mists  of  errour  melt  and  brighten  into  truth. 

Thui  asking  ign'rauce  will  to  knowledge  grow; 
Conceited  fools  alone  continoe  so. 
On  then,  my  friend,  nor  doubt  but  that  in  time 
Our  tender  Muses,  learning  now  to  climb, 
May  reach  perfectic«'3  top,  Und  grow  sublime* 
Tbc  liiad  scarY:e  was  Homer'8  first  essay; 
Ylrgii  wrote  not  his  .£neid  in  a  day; 
Nor  is*t  impossible  a  time  might  be, 
Wben  Pupę  and  Prior  wrote  like  you  and  me. 
Tis  tnie,  morę  learning  might  their  works  adorD» 
They  wrote  not  from  a  parUry  nor  a  barn: 
Yet  thefi,  as  well  as  tce,  by  slow  degrees 
Mnst  nach  perfoction,  and  to  write  witli  ease. 
Have  you  not  seen  ?  yes,  oil  you  must  have  seen, 
When  remal  suns  adom  the  woods  whb  green, 
Aod  genial  warmth,  enkindling  wanton  lore^ 
Fills  with  a  variou8  pro<;eny  the  grove, 
The  tiffl'ron8  young,  just  ventur*d  from  the  nest. 
Fint  in  k)w  bushes  hop,  and  of^  rest; 


AK  EPITAPB. 


HcBB  lie  the  remains  of  Caroline, 
Sueen  consort  of  Oreat  Britain. 
Whose  yirtues 
Her  friends,  when  living,  knew  and  enjoy'd; 
Now  dead,  ber  foes  confiess  and  admive» 
Her  ambitioD  aspired  to  wisdomt 
And  attain'd  it; 
To  knowledge, 
Atfd  it  fiU'd  her  mind. 

Patroness  of  the  wise. 
And  a  friend  of  the  good, 
She  look'd,  and  modest  roerit  rais'd  its  head  ; 
She  smird,  and  weepiog  woe  grew  glad. 
Religion,  plain  and  simple, 
Diguify'd  her  mind, 
Deapising  forms  and  useless  pageantry* 
Monals,  elear  and  refln*d, 

•    Dwelt  in  her  heart. 
And  guided  all  her  actions. 
Virtne  she  loy>d,  beneath  her  imile  it  flourishM ; 
She  frown'd  on  rice,  and  it  was  put  to  shame* 

In  fine, 
Her  life  wat  a  public  bletsing; 
H^  death  is  an  uniTeraal  loss. 
O  rdader!  if  thou  doubtest  of  these  things, 
Ask  the  cries  of  the  fatherless,  they  shall  tell  thee. 
And  the  tears  of  the  widów  shaU  confirm  their  truthi 
The  sons  of  wisdom  shall  testify  of  her. 
And  the  daughters  of  yirtue  bear  her  witnett; 
The  voiee  of  the  nation  shall  applaud  her, 
And  the  heart  of  the  king  shall  sig h  her  praiie* 


ON  RICHE& 


HUM BŁT-  mSCIlIBBD  TO  THB  RIORT  HOIT 

To  succonr  all  whom  grief  or  cares  oppreis. 
To  raise  neglectc^  merit  from  distress, 
The  dying  arts  t'  encourage  and  reTive, 
And  independent  of  manktnd  to  live; 
This;  this  is  riches'  grand  prerogative. 
These  all  the  wise  and  good  with  joy  pursue. 
And  thousands  feel,  and  bless  their  power  in  yoa. 
But  stay,  my  Muse,  nor  rashly  urge  thy  theme. 
Examine  well  thy  candidates  for  famę; 
Thy  yerse  is  praise.    Consider— very  few 
Can  jttstly  lay  one  single  line's  their  due:  - 
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DODHJETS  POEMS. 


Seom  Łhon  witb  generont  freedom  to  record, 
Witfaout  hisJusŁ  credenttaU,  duke  or  lord : 
An  honesŁ  line  pjpefer  to  a  poliie, 
So  shall  tby  prmise  no  comciout  blush  eseitei 

But  as  to  paint  a  lorely  female  lace, 
With  erery  cbarm  adorn*d,  and  every  gnoe, 
Keąuiręs  a  finer  band,  and  greater  eare, 
Than  the  rougb  features  of  a  H  r; 

So  praise  than  satire  asks  a  nicer  tooch; 
But  finisht  well,  tfaere^s  nothing  channs  so  omch. 
A  shiniog  character  wben  drawn  witb  art, 
like  beauty,  whilst  it  pleases,  wins  the  beart, 

Meceenas  fiiit  tbe  noble  list  sball  grace, 
Iiearning'8  great  patron  merits  tbe  first  place, 
O  dear  to  every  muse !  to  eyery  art ! 
Virtue*8  chief  ft-ieod,  sapporter  of  desert ! 
Is  there  a  mao,  tho'  poor,  dcspisM,  opprcst, 
Yet  wbose  superior  genius  shines  confJńt ; 
Whether  the  usefiil-arts  his  soal  inspire, 
Or  the  politer  Mose'8  sacred  ftre, 
JLeaming  and  arts  fencourage  and  eztend? 
In  thee  he  finds  a  patron  and  a  friend. 

Wealth  thus  bestow'd  r^tums  in  lasting  fiune, 
A  grateful  tńbutc  to  the  donor'8  name. 

Next  him  firom  whom  true  ▼irtue  meets  reward, 
Is  he  wbo  shows  to  vant  a  kind  regard. 
Carus,  tho*  blest  with  plenty,  ease,  nnd  bealtb. 
His  every  want  supplyM  from  boundless  weslth, 
Yet  feels  humanity :  his  sonl  o'erflows 
To  see,  or  hear,  or  tbink  on  others  woes. 
Is  there  a  wre^h  with  pinchinic  want  opprest? 
His  patn,  till  eas'd,  is  felt  in  Canis'  bnatft 
Does  any  languish  under  dire  disease  ? 
Carus  prescribes,  or  pays  the  doctor*s  fees« 
Has  sad  misfortune  fatal  ruin  thrown. 
And  some  expiring  family  undone? 
C^nis  repairs,  and  makes  the  iois  bis  own. 
To  bear  tbe  widow's  or  the  orpban's  cries. 
His  soul  in  pity  melts  into  his  eyes : 
O  manly  tendemess !  good-natuT'd  grief» 
To  feel,  to  sympathize,  and  give  relief. 

Sarę  gods  are  Caras'  debtors.    Gold  thus  gireo, 
Łies  out  at  interest  in  the  bank  of  Heaven. 

But  where^s  th*  adrantage  tben,  will  Coitus  say, 
If  wealth  18  oniy  lent  to  giye  away  ? 
Conrus,  were  that  tbe  sole  prerogatiye, 
How  great,  how  godlike  is  tbe  power  to  giTe ! 
Thou  canst  not  1^  it:  True,  *tistoo  di^iiie 
For  such  a  selfi^  narrow  soul  as  tbine. 
Comes  is  rich,  beloT'd  by  all  mankind. 
To  cheerfnl  hospitality  inc1in'd; 
His  ponds  with  flsb»  with  fowl  his  woods  are  •tor'd, 
Inviting  plenty  smiiei  upon  his  boards 
Easy  and  free,  his  friends  his  fortniie  sbare, 
ET*n  traTelUng  straogers  find  a  weleome  tben; 
Neighboors,  domestics,  all  eijoy  tbeir  parts* 
He  in  return  possesses  all  tbeir  hearts. 

yfho,  focjish  Corms,  wbo  but  thee  will  say, 
That  Comes  idly  throws  his  wealth  awaył 

Is  then  the  noble  privilege  to  give, 
Tbe  iole  advantage  we  from  wedth  recei?e! 
WhHst  otbers'  wants  or  merits  we  supply, 
Haye  we  onrseWes  no  title  to  e^joy  ? 
Doubtless  you  have.    A  tbousaod  diffisrtot  wayg 
Wealth  may  be  se]f-enjoy'd,  and  all  with  praise. 
Whom  truth  and  reason  guides,  or  genius  fires, 
Kerer  need  liear  indulging  his  desires. 
But   shon*d    preteoding    coscombs,   lirom    this 

rule, 
Plead  eqoal  priTilege  to  play  the  (boi; 


The  Muse  ibfbidt.     She  onIy  gires  to  seam 
The  dangerous  pro^ince  to  contrive  expense. 
Marcus  in  sumptuoos  buildings  takes  deligbt. 
His  bouse,  bis  gardens  cbarm  tbe  ravlsh*d  sight; 
With  beauty  use,  with  graiideur  neataess  joint/ 
And  order  with  magnificence  combtnes. 
Tis  oostly :  Cnie^  bot  wbo  can  Uame  tbe  eipeosp^ 
*<  Where  splendor  borrows  all  her  rays  from  sense  r" 

Sylvio  retirement  loTes;  smooth  cry&tal  floods, 
Green  meadows,  bills  and  dales,  and  Terdaot  voo<li 
Deiigbt  his  eye;  tbe  warbling  birds  to  bear, 
Witb  raptnre  fills  his  soul,  and  charms  his  ear. 
In  shady  waiks,  in  grovei,  in  secret  bowen, 
PlannM  by  bimself,  he  speods  the  peacefiil  boan; 
Herę  serious  thought  pursues  her  thread  serene. 
No  interrupting  foUies  intervene ; 
Propltioos  silence  aids  th*  attentire  mind, 
The  God  of  Naturę  in  his  works  to  llnd. 

If  this  t'  enjoy  affords  him  most  deligfat, 
Wbo  saysthat  ^lvio  is  not  in  the  right } 

Publlus  in  curious  paintings  wealtb  consain«i^ 
Tbe  best,  tbe  finest  hands  adom  his  rooms; 
Various  dttigns,  from  each  enliven'd  wali,      [all. 
Meet  the  pleasM  eyes,  and  somethiog  cbanns  ia 
Herę  well-drawn  landscapes  to  the  mind  convey 
A  smiling  country,  or  a  stonny  sea ; 
Towns,  boiises,  trees,  diyersify  the  plain, 
And  ships  in  danger  frigfat  us  from  tbe  mato. 
There  the  past  actions  of  illustrioos  men, 
In  strong  description  cbarm  the  world  agen : 
Łove,  anger,  grief,  in  difieręnt  scenes  are  wrougfat, 
All  its  jost  passions  animate  the  dranght. 
But  see  new  charms  break  in  a  flood  ai  day, 
See  Łoves  and  Graces  on  tbe  cauTass  play; 
Beauty's  imaginM  smiles  our  bosom  warai, 
And  Hgbt  and  shade  retains  the  power  to  chann. 

Wbo  censures  Publius,  or  condemns  his  cost, 
Must  wish  the  nobler  art  of  painting  lost 

Whilst  Publius  thus  bis  taste  in  painting  Aews, 
Critus  admires  her  sister  art,  tbe  Muse. 
Homer  and  Yirgil,  Horace  and  Boileau 
Teach  in  his  breast  poetic  wamith  to  glow. 
From  these  Instmcted,  and  from  these  inspiiM. 
Critus  for  taste  and  judgment  is  admir'd. 
Pnets  before  him  lay  the  work  of  yean, 
And  from  bis  sentence  dmw  their  bopes  and  fean. 
Uail,pudge  impartial!  noble  critic,  hail! 
In  this  thy  day,  good  writing  must  prerail: 
Ojur  bards  fróm  yon  will  lience  be  what  tbey 

shoa'd, 
Please  and  impro^e  us,  make  ns  wise  and  good. 

Thus  blessM  with  wealth,    his  genius  c^h 
pursues, 
In  building,  plantiog,  painting,  or  the  Mose. 
O  envy'd  power!— But  you'11  object  and  my, 
*'  How  few  employ  it  in  this  «nivied  way  ? 
With  all  his  beapsdid  Cbre.«i<ss  ^er  do  good  }^ 
No:  Bot  tbey  gire  him  power,  if  oooe  be  woa^: 
'Tis  not  in  riches  to  create  the  win, 
MiserSf  in  spite  of  wealth,  are  miaers  still. 
Is  it  for  gold  the  lawless  rillain  apoOs? 
Tis  for  the  same  the\ionest  lab'rer  toils. 
Does  wealth  to  stoth,  to  Imtory  perrert } 
Wealth  too  escites  to  iodustry,  to  art: 
Many,  no  doubt,  thro*  power  of  wealth  oppress, 
But  some,  whom  Heaven  reward,  delight  to  blent 
Then  blame  not  gold,  that  men  areproud  orTsin, 
Slothfol  or  coTetoną;  but  blame  the  mao. 
Wben  right  afleetions  rule  a  generons  beart, 
Gold  may  refine,  but  seldom  aili  perrert. 


A  LADY'S  SALOTATION  TO  HER  GARDEN. 


34y 


THE  PETITION. 

Tn  Tirions  tuppliants  which  addrON 

Tbeir  pray^irs  to  Hearen  on  bendsd  kiieMy 

AU  bope  ftKke  for  kappineu, 
Yet  each  petition  disa^reea. 

Faney,  not  jitdgment,  constitiites  tbeir  Wm; 

The  wise,  no  doubt,  will  fay  tłie  atme  of  thii. 

Ye  gocb,  if  yoa  remember  right» 

Soóaeighteeo  years  ago, 
A  ibriB  vas  madę  di^indy  bright, 

Aod  eent  for  ns  t*  admire  bdow : 
I  fint  diitioguiihVl  ber  from  all  the  i«ft^ 
Aod  hope  yob'!!  therefore  tbink  my  tttle  bes^ 

1  atk  not  heapfl  of  ihming  gold. 

No,  if  tbe  gods  rouc^Mfo 
My  loogiDg  anas  niay  ber  infoldy 

Pnp  rieb,  I^m  rich  enougb ! 
Riches  at  best  can  haidty  give  content; 
Butharing  ber,  wbat  is  tbere  I  can  want? 

I  ask  not,  with  a  pompoui  train 

Of  bonoon,  all  tb'  world  t*.OQtiMraTC; 

The  title  I  tnnSń.  wiih  to  gain, 
Itf^Her  most  AiT>rite  slave: 

Tobowtober,  a  greater  blias  wou'd  be 

Thtn  kings  and  princes  bowiog  down  to  me. 

To  nde  the  world  with  power  nipreme^ 

Let  meaner  souls  aspire; 
To  laia  tbe  soT'reignty  firom  them 

I  stoop  not  to  deaire: 
Oiie  me  to  reign  gole  monarch  in  her  breott^ 
Łst  petty  princet  for  the  world  conteft 

Ut  libertines,  who  take  delight 

In  riot  and  eseese, 
Thos  waste  the  day,  thus  spend  the  night, 

Whilgt  I  to  joyi  nblimer  preai: 
ClMp'd  in  ber  snuwy  arms  tuch  bliss  Td  prore, 
As  net  er  yet  was  found,  or  felt  in  lorę. 

In  ibort,  I  aek  yon  not  to  li^e 

A  tedioos  leng th  of  days ; 
Ołd  affe  can  little  pieasnre  givc^ 

Wben  bealth  and  strength  decaya: 
Jjt  but  what  time  1  bave  be  spent  with  hei% 
Spch  moment  will  be  wortb  a  thousand  years. 


AN  EPITHALAMWM. 

Hnn,  hence  all  dnil  cares, 

All  quanel8  and  jars, 
Yefastionftdistarbers  of  pieasnre,  arold! 

Content,  love,  and  joy, 

Shall  tbeir  powers  employ. 
To  blets  the  glad  bridegroom  and  beautifol  bride. 

Anger  shall  ne^er  presome 

To  come  wtthin  this  room; 

)fo  doobt  nor  anxious  fear. 

Nor  jealous  thought  shall  enter  here. 
IH-nature,  ill-manners,  contention,  aod  pride^ 
fSball  ae^er,  (hall  oe^er  the  nnioo  divide> 

O  the  pleasing,  pleasing  raptares, 
.  Besd  in  flymen^s  naptial  chapterst' 


Łova  eommencioK^ 
Joys  dispensing^ 
Beauty  smiling, 
^it  beguiling; 
Kindness  cbarmiog, 
Fancy  warmingj 
Kissing,  toying, 
Melting,  dying; 
O  tim  pleasing,  pleasing  raptiues! 


THE  ADFICE. 


Don  tbott,  my  friend,  desire  to  rise 
To  honoor,  wealth,  and  dignities? 
Virtne*s  patbs,  though  trod  by  few, 
With  constant  steps  do  thon  pnrsue. 
For  as  the  coward-soul  admires 
Tbat  coarage  which  the  brave  inspires| 
And  his  own  qttarrel8  to  defond, 
Oladly  makes  such  a  one  bis  friend; 
So  in  a  world  wbićb  rogues  infest, 
How  19  an  bonest  man  cares8*d ! 
The  villains  from  each  otfaer  fly. 
And  on  his  yirtue  safo  rely  K 


A  LAMENTABLE  CASE. 

SirBMmtD  TO  THE  BATH  PHY^CIANI* 

Yb  (am'd  physicians  of  this  place, 
Hear  Strephon*s  and  poor  Chloe*8  cąse. 

Nor  think  tbat  1  am  joking ; 
When  dś  woaM,  he  canoot  oomply, 
When  hg  woQ'd  drink,  the's  not  a*dry  ; 

Aod  is  not  this  proFoking? 

At  night,  when  Strephon  comes  to  rest, 
Chloe  reoeiTfS  him  On  her  breast, 

With  fondly  folding  arms : 
Down,  down  he  bangs  his  drooping  head« 
Falls  fost  asleep,  and  lies  as  dead, 

Neglectiąg  sdl  her  cbarms. 

ReTiying  when  the  mom  fetums, 

With  rising  flamcs  young  Strephon  bnrns. 

And  foin,  wou'd  fain  be  dąiog: 
But  Chloe  now,  asleep  or  sick, 
Has  no  great  reliah  for  the  trick. 

And  sadiy  baulks  his  wooing* 

O  cmel  and  disasf  roos  case, 
When  in  the  critical  ambraoe 

Tbat  only  one  is  burniog! 
Dear  docton»  aet  this  matter  right^ 
Qlwt  Strephon  spirits  OTer  night, 

Or  Chloe  in  the  moming. 


A  LADTS  SALUTATION 

TO  BBR  GARDEN  lE  THE  COUETRT. 

Wbłcowe,  foir  scenę;  wcicome,  thou  lov*d  retrea^ 
From  tbe  vain  hurry  of  the  bnstling  great. 

1  This  is  only  tbe  first  few  rerses  of  a  Tery  long 
and  doli  poem  io  The  Muse  in  Livery,  which 
the  author  did  not  think  proper  to  republish. 
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DODSŁEyS  rOEMS. 


Herę  let  me  walk,  or  id  thit  fragniat  bower, 
WiappM  in  calm  thought  improre  eacb  iieeting 

hour. 
My  soul,  whiie  Nature's  beaiitiet  feast  minc  eyes, 
To  Nature's  6od  conteinplative  sfaall  ńse. 

What  are  ye  now,  yeglittering,  Taiu  delights, 
Whtch  waste  our  days,  apd  rob  usof  our  nights? 
"Wtiat  your  alluremenU?  wbat  yoarfaitcy'd  joys? 
Dress,  equipage,  and  show,  and  pomp,  aini  noise. 
Aias!  how  tasteless  tliese,  how  lovv,  ho  w  mean, 
To  the  calm  pleasures  of  this  rural  scenę  ? 

Come  then,  ye  shades,  beaeath  your  bending 
anni 
Enclose  thc  fond  admirer  of  your  oharms; 
Come  then,  ye  bowers,  receive  your  joyfat  guett, 
G lad  to  retire,  and  in  retirement  blestj 
Come,  ye  fair  flowrrs,  and  open  ev*ry  kweet; 
Come,  Iłttle  birds,  your  warbling  s^ngsrepeat, 
And  oh  descend  to  swceten  all  the  nrst, 
Soft  smiling  peace,  io  white-rob*d  Yirtue  drcst; 
Conteut  unenvtuus,  ease  witb  freedom  joiD*d, 
And  ccntemplatiun  calm,  with  truth  refin*<l : 
Deif^n  but  in  this  fair  scenę  with  me  to  dwell, 
Ali  uoiM!  and  nousense,  pomp  and  show,  farewell. 

And  sce!  oh  see !  the  hrav'n«boru  train  appear! 
Fłx  tliCu,  my  beart;  tby  happiuess  is  berę. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE. 

Bfkeath  the  myrtle*s  secret  sbade, 

Wf  en  DMia  blc^t  my  eyes; 
Al  fii  «t  I  view'd  tbe  lovely  maid 

In  silent  soft  surprtse. 
lYith  trembling  voice,  and  anxioua  mind, 

I  soflly  whi8per*d  love; 
She  bliishM  a  bmile  so  sweetly  kiud, 

Did  a  1  mv  fcars  remove. 
Her  lovdy  yielding  łorm  I  prest. 

Sweet  madd<-uing  kisses  stule; 
And  suon  ber  swimmiiig  eyes  confeil 

Thf  wishf*  of  hersouh 
In  wiłd  tumultuous  blii»9, 1  ery, 

"  O  Delia,  jiow  be  kind  V' 
She  press*d  me  ciose,  and  witb  a  sigll^ 

To  meiting  joys  resign'd. 


SOKC 


Maii's  a  poor  deluded  bubble, 

Wand*ring  in  a  mist  of  lies, 
Seeitig  false,  or  seeing  doubie, 

Who  uouM  trust  to  such  weak  eyetf 
Y%t  presuming  un  his  senses, 

Oli  he  guf  8  most  wofłd*rous  wist: 
Doubti  of  tiiiih,  believcs  pietcnces; 

Lost  iu  errour,  Uves  and  dieti 


AN  El  IGRAM, 

OCCAfłOKrn  BY  THE  WORII  "ONE  PRIOR,'*  IW 
THE  sFr^ihD  TOŁUME  OF  BISROP  BORNET^i 
NlHTCrRl. 

OvE  Pr  o« !— and  is  tbis,  this  all  the  famę 
11k  p<h  t  fioni  th'  historian  can  claim ! 
>C«. ;  rr'or'.>  \«'ise  )K)stmty  shall  quote, 
WUen  'tis  forgot  one  Burnet  evcr  wrot«. 


JŚN  EPIGRAM. 


Cribs  SyWia  to  a  reverend  dean, 
**  What  reason  can  be  given, 

Since  marriage  is  a  holy  thing, 
That  there  are  nonę  in  Heaven  ?** 

"  There  are  no  women,"  he  reply^d; 

She  qoick  retnrns  tbe  jest— 
*'  Women  there  are,  but  Pm  afirald 

They  cannot  find  a  priesU* 


THE  KINGS  OF  EUROPĘ, 

A  JEIT. 

Wht  pray,  of  late,  do  Europę^  kings 

No  jester  iu  tbeir  couits  odmit  ? 
They're  grown  such  stately  soteron  thioga^ 
•  To  bear  a  joke  they  tbink  not  it. 

But  tho'  each  court  a  jester  lacka. 
To  laogh  at  mooarchs  to  tbeir  foce: 

All  maokind  behind  their  backs 
Supply  the  hoaest  jesteT's  place* 


MELPOMENĘ: 

Oft  THE  REOIORt  OP  TBRROOR  AKD  PITT. 

AK  ODE. 

QuEEif  of  tbe  buman  heart !  at  wbow  oomsiaBl 

The  Bwelling  ttdcs  of  migbty  passion  rifce; 
Melpomenę,  support  my  veiit'rous  hand, 
And  aid  tby  suppliant  in  his  bold  empriie; 
From  tbe  gay  scenea  of  pride 
Do  thou  his  fbotsteps  guide 
To  Nature's  awfbl  courts,  where  nnrst  of  y<n«, 
Young  Shakspeare,  Pancy's  child,  wat  taaght  bb 
.Tarioos  lorę. 

So  roay  his  fiiYonrM  eye  euplore  the  sonree, 
To  few   re«eal'dy  whenoe    himaB  sonoal 
chana : 
So  may  his  norobers,  with  pathetic  force. 
Bid  terrour  skake  us,  or  compatńon  wanBf 
As  different  strains  control 
The  movements  of  tbe  sou! ; 
Adjust  its  passions,  faarmonize  its  tonę; 
To  fieel  for  otber'8  woe,  or  nobly  bear  its  owo. 

• 

Deep  in  tłie  corert  of  a  sbadowy  groye,  [pisy; 
*Mid  broken  rocks  where  dasbing  cnneots 
Dear  to  the  pensiTC  pleasures,  dear  to  lore, 
And  Damon^s  Muse,  that  breatbes  ber  mdt* 
This  ardent  pray  er  was  madę:  [ing  Isy, 
When  lo !  tbe  secret  abade, 
As  conscious  of  some  heavenly  presence^  shook- 
Sttengtb,   firmness,   reaaon,  aU— m'  aatonishol 
fottl  forsook. 

Ab !  wbither  goddess!  wbither  am  I  bonie? 

To  what  wikl  region^s  necromantic  shore? 

Tbese  panics  whence?  and  why  my  bosom  tora 

With  sudden  terrours  neTerfeitbefbre? 

Darkness  inwraps  me  round; 

WhUe  from  tb«  vast  profound 


MELPOMENĘ. 
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^iMgii^ipectMS  draadfol  shapet  urame, 
^  gl«amiBg  op  my  tigUt,  add  horrour  to  Łbe 
gloom* 

Ot!  wb«t  18  he  whcwe  6erce  inclignant  eye, 

Denouncing  ▼epgeance,  kindtes  into  flame? 
l^how  bdisterous  fury  blows  a  storm  so  high, 
jUwitbiUthunder  sbakes  bis  lab*rŁogfj:ame. 
What  can  sucb  roge  provote? 
'  Hit  words  their  passage  cboko: 
His.eager  steps  oor  tiine  nor  Łruce  alłow, 
>9d  dreadful  dangers  wait  tbe  menaoe  of  bis  bn>tv. 

protect  me,  jroddess !  wbence  that  fearful  sbriek 

Of  comternation?  asgrim  Dcath  bad  laid 
His  icy  fińtrera  on  eome  goilty  cbeek,    [may*d : 
4ąd  all  tbe  powers  of  manbood  sbrunk  dia- 
Ab  sec !  besmeur^d  witb  gore 
,Revenge  stands  tbreatening  o'er 
A  pale  delloquent,  wbose  retorted  eyes 
h  Ttin  for  ptŁy  cali— tbe  wretcbed  victim  dies. 

Not  long  tbe  space— abaodon'd  tó  despair, 

Witb  eyes  arbast,  or  hopeless  fix*d  ou  earth, 
This  slave  of  passion  rends  bis  Bcatter*d  bair, 
Beata  bis  sad  breast,  and  execrates  bis  birth: 
Whiłe  tom  witbin  be  feels 
The  pangs  of  whips  and  wbeels ; 
Aodseca,  or  fancies,  all  tbe  fiends  below, 
Bfftj^iying  bis  fri^htcid  sonl  to  lealma  of  endleta 
woe. 

Before  my  wonderimt  aense  newphantoms  dance, 
And  stamplbeir  horrid  shapes  opon  my  forain— 
A  włetch  witb  jealons  brow,  and  eyes  askance, 
Feeds  all  in  secret  on  bis  bosom  paiu. 
Fond  Iove,  fierce  bate  assail; 
Aitemate  tbey  prcTail:  [ronspire, 

While  conscious  pride  and  sbame  witb  mgc 
And  ntęe  tbe  lateot  aparks  to  flames  of  torturing 
flre. 

Tiic  storm  proeeeds— bis  cbangeiul  risage  tracę : 
f  rom  ragę  to  inadness  every  feoture  breaks.. 
Agrowing  phrAnzy  grins  upon  bis  fiice, 
Aad  io  bis  frigbtful  ttare  distmction  apeaks: 
His  strew-inyesŁed  bead 
•Proclaims  all  reason  fled; 
And  not  a  teaf  bedeirs  ihose  vacant  eyea— 
Basoaga  and  sbouta  succeed,  aud  laugbtar-mio- 
gled  sigfaa. 


Yet,  yct  again ! — a  mnrdercr'8  band  appears 

Grasping  a  poiuŁod  dagger  stainM  witb  blood! 
flis  look  malignant  chills  witb  boding  fears, 
That  check  tbe  current  of  life'8  ebbing  flood, 
Id  midnigbt*s  darkf  st  clouds 
Tbe  dreary  w'&cr£ant  shrouds 
Rts  fdoBstep— os  Hwere  to  darkness  giTen 
To  dior  tbe  watcbful  eye  of  all-pervading  HeaTen. 

-  And  bark !    ab  mcrcy !    wbence  that  hollow 
sound?  [hair?, 

Why  witb  strange  horrour  starts  my  bristling 
£anh  opens  widc,  and  from  unballow'd  gróund 
A  pallid  gbost  slowHrising  steals  ou  air. 
Tq  wfaere  a  inangled  coi-se 
*ExposM  witbout  remorse 
lies  sbroudless,  tinentomb^d,    he  pointa  tbe 
.     ...        away— 
fanka  to  tbe  ptoarling  woUT  exuUaot  o^cr  bia  piey . 


<*  Waa  itfor4hW»'*batfriaa,  <'^th  ktndly  sbawer 

Of  daily  ^i^  tbe  traitor  I  carewM  ? 
For  this,  array'd  bim  iu  the  robę  of  power, 
And  lodg*d  my  myal  secreta  in  bia  breaat? 
O  kindness  ill  repaid! 
To  l>are  tbe  murdering  blade 
Againatmy  life !— roayHeav'n  his  guilt  explore» 
And  to  my  aufFering  race  their  aplendid  rigbts  ra« 
atore.*' 

He  said,  andstalkM  away.— Ab,  goddeas !  ceaaa 

Tbna  with  terriKc  forms  to  rack  my  brain; 
Tbese  horrid  phantoms  sbake  the  throne  of 
lieace, 
And  reason  calls  berboasted  powers  in  Tain; 
Then  change  tby  magie  urand, 
Thy  dreadfol  troops  disband, 
And  gentler  shapes,  and  softer  seenes  dtsciose. 
To  melt  the  fccliog  heart,  yet  sootbe  its  tendereat 
woe«. 

The  fenrent  prayer  was  beard. — Witb  hideona 
Her  ebongatesof  darkness  open  flew;  [sound, 
A  dawning  twilight  cheers  the  dread  profouad  j 
Tbe  train  of  terrour  yanishes  from  riew. 
Morę  mild  enchantmcnts  rise; 
New  (cenes  saliite  my  eyes, 
Groresy  fountatos,  bowers,  and  teotples  grace 
Łbe  plain,  [plain. 

And  tnrtlea  coo  around,  and  nightingalea  cgm- 

And  every  myrtle  bower  and  cypreaa  groTe, 
And  every  solemn  tempie  teema  with  life; 
Herę  glows  the  acene  with  fond  but  baplcas  lorej 
Tbere  witb  the  deeper  woea  of  humaii  strife. 
In  groups  around  the  Jawn, 
By  ^esh  disasters  drawn, 
The  sad  sp^tators  seem  transfixM  in  woe; 
And  pityingsighs  are  beard,  and  heart-felt  sorrowi 
flow. 

Behold  that  beanteons  maid !  ber  languid  bead 

Bends  like  a  drooping  lity  charg^d  with  rains 
With  flooda  of  tears  sbc  bathes  a  lo^er  dead, 
In  braTC  assertion  of  ber  bonour  słain.  % 

Her  bosom  heayes  with  sighs; 
To  Heaven  she  lifts  ber  eyes, 
With  grief  beyond  tbe  power  of  words  opprest, 
Sinks  on  the  lifelcss  corse,  and  diea  upon  his  breaat, 

How  strong  the  bands  of  fricndsliip  ?  yet,  alas ! 

Behindyonmouldpringtowerwithivycrown*d, 
Of  two,  the  foremost  in  her  sacred  ciftss, 

One,  from  his  friend,  recei^es  the  fatal  wound! 
What  could  such  fury  move ! 
Ah  what,  but  ill-starrM  love  ? 
Tbe  same  fair  objecteach  fond  beart  enthrella, 
And  be,  the  favour'd  youtb,  ber  baplcss  victim 
falls. 

Can  ought  so  deeply  sway  tbe  generous  mind 

To  mutual  truth,  aa  female  trust  in  łove? 
Tbcn  what  relief  sball  yon  fair  moumer  find, 
Scom'd  by  ihe  man  who  sbould  ber  plainta 
ramove? 

By  fair,  bnt  ialae  pretence^        ^ 
She  loat  ber  innocence; 
And  that  su^eet  babę,  the  fruit  of  treachenHVar^ 
Glaspt  in  her  arma  eapires,  and  breaks  the  pa- 
reafs  beart. 
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t>ODSL£Y'Ś  P<mSS. 


Ah !  who  to  pdfeiip  or  gramfenr  would  aspire? 

Kinca  ane  not  rais*d  aboyemiafortuae^s  frown : 
That  form  so  graceful  eTen  in  mean  attire, 
Sway'd  once  a  soeptre,  once  sustaia^d  a  crowo. 
From  fiłial  ragę  and  strifc. 
To  screra  his  clodng  life, 
He  ąuits  his  tbrone,  a  iather*i  sorrow  feels, 
And  ja  the  łap  of  want  his  patient  head  ooDCealf . 

M<^  yet  reniaiD'd — but  1o !  the  pensire  qaeen 

Appeara  confest  before  my  dazzled  alght; 
Crace  in  her  step8»  and  softaeas  io  her  mień, 
Tb^face  of  sorrow  miogled  with  ddight. 
Not  such  her  nobler  firame, 
When  ]dndling  into  flame. 
And  bold  in  ?irtue*8  canse,  her  zeal  aspirei 
To  waken  guilty  pangs,  or  breathe  heroic  flt«t. 

AwM  into  silence,  my  rapt  soni  attends— 
.    The  power,  with  eyes  complaoent,  law  my 
A nd,  as  with  grief  ineffable  sbe  bends,        [fear; 
Tbese  accents  vibrate  on  my  listentng  ear. 
**  Aspirin)^  son  of  art, 
Know,  tho*  thy  feeling  heart 
Glow  with  these  woodertto  tby  fancy  shown, 
Still  may  the  Ddiad  god  tby  powerlesi  toils  dia- 
own. 

**  A  thousand  tender  aoenes  of  soft  dittrcM 

May  swell  thy  breast  with  lympathetic  woet; 
A  thousand  tnch  dread  fortOM  on  fancy  pres, 
As  frdm  my  dreary  ireahns  of  dariuness  rosę ; 
Whence  Sbakspeare*s  cbiUiagfean, 
Wbence  Otway's  melting  tfars^j* 
Tliat  awftil  gloom,  this  melanchaly  plain, 
.  *rhe  types  of  every  tbeme  that  ioits  the  tragic 
strain. 

*'  But  dnst  thou  Worship  Natnre  nigbt  and  mom, 

Ana  jlł  due  honour  to  ber  precepts  pay  ? 
Canst  thou  the  lure  of  affectation  scom, 
Pleas^d  in  the  simpler  paths  of  tmth  to  stray  ? 
Hast  thou  the  Oraces  fair 
Invok*d  with  ardent  prayer? 
Tis  they  attire,  as  Natare  mott  impart, 
The  senttmeut  sublime,  the  langoage  of  the  heart 

* 

"  Then,  if  creative  Oenins  pour  his  my. 

Wami  with  in^iiring  influence  on  thy  breast; 
Taste,  judgment,  fancy,  if  thou  canst  display^ 
And  thedeep  source  of  passion  stand  confest: 
Tben  may  the  Itstening  train, 
Affected,  feel  tby  sti;ain| 
Feel  grief  or  terrour,  ragę  or  pity  move; 
Cbange  with  the  tarying  soenes,  and  every  scenę 
approve.** 

Humbled  before  ber  sight,  and  bending  Iow, 
1  kissM  the  borders  of  her  crimson  Ve8t; 
Bager  to  speak,  1  folt  my  bosom  glow. 
But  fear  upon  my  lip  her  seal  iiiiprMt. 
While  awe>stnick  thus  I  stood, 
The  bowers,  the  lawn,  the  wood, 
The  form  celestial,  fading  on  my  sight, 
DisBolv*d  in  liquid  air*  and  fleeting  glealns  of  light. 


ON  HIS  FIRST  ARRITAL  AT  THE 
LEASOWS,  1/754. 
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How  shall  I  fix  my  wandhrii^g  eye?  wbere  iind 
The  source  of  this  encbantmentT  Dwells  it  in 


The  woods?  or  wates  there  not  a  magie  winf* 
0*er  the  transincent  waters?  -Surę,  nnseen, 
Some  favounng  power  directs  |fae  happy  lines 
That  sketch  these  beauties;  swells  the  rising  btIU| 
And  scoops  the  dales  to  Natare's  ffaiest  Uxm%i 
Yague,  undetermin'd,  infinite:  uotaoght 
By  linę  or  compass,  yet  supremely  lair.** 
So  flpake  Philemon,  as  with  nptitf*d  gazę 
He  travers'd  Damon*s  iarm.    From  distant  pfauof 
He  sought  his  friend's  abode;  nor  had  the  £uBe 
Of  that  new-form*d  Arcadia  reach^d  his  eor. 

And  thus  the  swain,  aS  o'er  each  bill  and  dal^' 
Tbro*  lawn  or  thicket  he  purroed  his  way: 
*'  What  is  it  gilds  the  Terdure  of  these  meads  - 
With  Knesmore  bright  than  fiuicy  paints  the  ftnrers 
Of  Paradise?  what  Naiad's  guiding  band 
Leads,  thro*  the  broider^d  viile,  these  lacki  riUs, 
That  murmuring  as  they  flew,  bear  metody 
Along  their  banks;  and  thro*  the  Toral  shadcs, 
ImproTe  the  musie  of  the  woodland  choir? 
What  pensiTe  Dryad  rais^d  yon  solemn  grove| 
Where  minds  contemplative,  at  doae  of  day 
Retiring,  muse  o*er  Nature's  Tanous  works^    ■ 
Her  wooders  yeoerate,  or  her  sweets  enjoy  ?•« 
What  foom  for  doubt?  some  rural  deity, 
Presidingy  scatters  o'er  th^  uoequal  lawns, 
In  beanteous  wtldneas,  yon  fair-spreading  trees! 
And  miiagling  woods  and  waters,  hills  and  da|e^ 
And  betds  aad  bleating  flockś,  domestic  fowt, 
And  thoae  that  swim  the  lakę,  sees  rising  round  ' 
Morę  pleasing  landscapes  than  in  Tempe's  Tsle 
Pen^tts  wateied.    Yes,  some  syliran  god 
Spreads  wide  the  Taried  prospect;  waves  tbe  woods, 
Ufts  the  proud  hills,  and  d^ars  the  ahining  lakess 
While,  fiom  the  congregated  waters  pour^d, 
The  bursting  toirent  tumbles  down  the  ste^ 
In  foamiag&ry;  fieroe,  irregular, 
Wiid,  intemipted,  croes>d  with  rocks  and  roott 
And  interwoTen  trees;  till,  soon  absori>*d, 
Ah  open  caTCm  all  its  lage  entombs. 
So  vanish  human  giories !  such  the  pomp 
Of  swettłng  Warriors,  of  ambittons  kings, 
Who  fret  uid  strat  their  hour  upon  the  stage 
Of  bosy  Itfe,  and  tben  ara  heard  no  morę  1 

"  Yes,  'tis  enchantment  a]l-««nd  see,  the  ^eOsg 
The  powerftil  infrantations,  magie  verse^ 
Inscrib*d  on  every  tree,  alcore,  or  um. — 
SpeUs!«->lncBiit«tions!— ab,  my  tuneful  fnebdl 
lluneare  tbe  numbers !  thine  the  woiid'nms wodt! 
Yes,  great  magician !  now  1  read  thee  righl. 
And  lightly  weigb  all  sorcery,  but  thine. 
No  Naiad's  leading  step  oonducts  the  rilli 
Nor  sylTan  god  presiding  skirts  the  lawn 
In  beanteoos  wiidnesa,  with  fair  spreading  tteefi 
Nor  niagic  wand  bas  cti>camscrib'd  the  scenę. 
Tis  thine  own  taste,  thy  gaaius,  that  preside^ 
Nor  needs  there  other  deity,  nor  needs      [swaia. 
Morę  potent  spells  than  they.^^-^-^No  morę  th* 
For  Io,  his  Oamon,  o*er  the  tiifted  lawn 
AdTandng,  leads  him  to  the  sociid  dome. 


AGRICUŁTURE. 


A  I*0B1C. 


To   bis   royal  highaess  the  prinee  of  Wala^ 
this  atlempt  to  deUneate  sndi  objecu  of  pablie 
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tirtni,  as  best  may  de8erVe  tbc  attention  of  a 
Britśh  prince,  i»,  witb  the  profoundest  respcct, 
most  bumbly  inscribcd,  by  bis  royal  highncss'8 
most  deroted,  most  obedient,  and  most  bumble 
senrsut, 

THE  AirrHOB. 


PREFACR. 


IF  the  writer  of  the  fonowi  ng  piece  coutó  bope 
toproduce  any  thing  in  poetry,  worthy  the  pub- 
lic  attention ;  it  would  giTO  bim  particular  plea^ 
nire  to  lay  the  foundation  of  his  claim  to  such  a 
distinctjoD  in  the  happy  execntioii  of  this  work. 
But  he  fcars  it  will  be  thougbt,  that  the  projected 
buildiog  is  too  great  for  the  abilities  of  the  arcbi- 
tect;  and  that  be  is  not  furnished  with  a  variety 
of  materials  sufficient  for  the  proper  finishing  and 
embdlishment  of  such  a  structure.  And  when  it 
is  fiirther  confessed,  that  he  hath  entered  on  this 
deiiga  witbout  tbe  aasisUncet  of  leaming,  and 
that  his  timc  for  the  ezecntion  of  ńt  was  either 
snatched  from  the  hours  of  business,  or  stolen  fmtn 
tbose  of  rest;  the  mind  in  either  cape  not  łikely  to 
be  in  the  happiest  disposition  for  poetry  •  his  pro- 
spect  of  suocess  will  grow  stUI  morę  douded,  and 
the  presamption  against  him  mutt  gather  addi- 
tional  itrength. 

X  Under  these  and  many  other  dtndrantages, 
whichhefeels  and  laments;  consciousof  all  his 
defictencies,  and  liow  anequal  be  is  to  the  task  óf 
erecnting  tbit  plan,  eren  up  to  his  own  ideas ; 
what  shall  he  pl€«d  in  excuse  for  his  temerity  in 
persisting  thnt  ikr  to  proaecnte  the  a^tempt  ?  All 
he  can  say  is,  that  he  hath  taken  sofcne  pains  to 
fiirnishhimselfwith  materials  for  the  work;  that 
he  hath  consulted  men  as  weU  as  books,  for  the 
knowledge  of  his  subjects,  in  wbich  be  hopcs  he 
hath  not  been  guilty  of  many  mistakes ;  that  it 
hath  not  been  an  hasty  performance ;  nor  is  it 
at  Jast  obtruded  on  the  public,  witboot  the  ap- 
probations  of  BeverBl  persons,  whose  jndgments, 
wen;  it  not  probaMe  they  may  hare  receiTod  a 
bias  from  the'  partiality  of  fricndsbip,  he  conid 
bave  no  leason  to  doaht.  But  that  he  may  know 
with  certaioty  whether  this  is  not  the  case,  to  the 
pobłie  he  subniiits  it;  willing  to  receive  from 
thence  his  detenninatton  to  prosecute  or  suppress 
the  remainder  of  bis  pian^  If  he  here  receiyes 
a  chcck,  be  will  quietly  aeqoiesce  ią  the  generał 
opinion;  and  mcutsubmit  to  beinduded  among 
thoKe  who  haTe  mistaken  their  talent.  Bat  as  the 
difBcalties  he  had  to  struggle  with  would  i  o  case 
of  sttTcess  haTe  increased  his  reputation,'  behopes 
if  he  hath  fiJled  they  will  soften  his  disgrace. 

*  The  authoT^s  original  design  wos  to  have  ^t- 
ten  a  poem,  intitled,  Public  Yirtue,  in  three  books, 
1.  Agricnltnre.  2.  Commerce.  3.  Arts.  Tbe  first 
book  was  all  he  ever  esecuted. 


CANTO  THE  FIRST. 

•  * 

ARGUMENT. 

The  propositłon.    Address  to  the  prince  of  Wales. 
lotocation  to  tbe  Genius  of  Britaiii.     Hu»- 
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bandry  to  be  encouraged,  as  it  is  the  source  of 
wealth  and  plebty.  Advice  to  landlords  not 
to  oppress  the  fiimier.  The  fanneT*s  three 
great  Tirtnes.  His  Instruments  of  husbandry. 
H  is  senrants.  Description  of  a  country  statute. 
Episode  of  the  feir  milkmaid.  The  form-yard 
described.  The  pleasures  of  a  rural  life.  Ad- 
dress to  the  great  to  study  Agriculture.  An 
allegóry,  attekilpting  to  explaia  the  theory  (rf 
vegetation. 

Op  cultitre,  and  the  rarious  fruits  of  earth; 
Of  social  ccrmmerce;  of  tbe  nobler  arts, 
MTbich  polish  and  adoru  the  life  of  man: 
Objects  demanding  the  supremę  regard 
Of  that  exalted  monarch,  who  sustains 
Tbe  sceptre  of  command  o'er  Britain's  son^; 
Tlie  Muse,  disdaining  idle  themes,  attempts 
To  sing.    O  thou,  Britannia's  rising  bope! 
The  fayottrite  of  her  wisbes!  tbon,  O  prince. 
On  whom  her  fondest  eypećtations  wait* 
Accept  the  Terse;  and,  to  the  humblest  Toice 
That  sings  of  public  Tirtue,  lend  an  ear. 

Genius  of  Britain!  porę  Intelligence ! . 
Guardian,  appoioted  by  the  One  Supremę, 
With  influential  energy  benign, 
To  guide  the  weal  of  this  distinguishM  isle; 
Oh  wake  the  breast  of  her  aspiring  son, 
In  form  his  numbers,  aid  his  boi  d  design, 
Who,  in  a  daring  flight,  presumes  to  mark 
The  giorious  track  her  mouarchs  should  pursoe. 

From  cultivation,  fix)m  the  useful  toils 
Of  the  laborious  hind,  the  streams  of  wealth 
Andplenty  flow.  Deignthen,  illostrious  youtb! 
To  bring  th'  obsenring  eye,  the  liberał  band, 
And  with  a  spirit  congenial  to  your  birth, 
Regard  his  rarious  labours  thro'  the  year : 
So  shall  the  labourer  smiie,  and  you  imprOve 
The  happy  country  you  are  bom  to  rule. 

Tbe,  ycar  declining,  now  hath  left  the  fields 
Divc8ted  of  their  honours:  the  strong  gicbe, 
£xhausted,  waits  the  culture  of  the  plough. 
To  renoyate  her  powers.    'Tis  now,  intent 
On  honest  gain,  the  cautious  husbandman 
Snrreys  the  country  round,  solicitous 
To  fix  his  habitation  on  a  soil 
Propitious  to  his  bopes,  and  to  his  cares. 

O  ye,  whom  Fortune  in  her  silken  robę 
Inwraps  benign;  whom  Plenty^s  bdunteous  band 
Hath  favourM  with  distinetion:  Oh  look  down, 
With  smiles  indulgent,  on  his  newdesigns; 
Assist  his  useful  works,  facilitate 
His  honest  aims,  nor  in  exaction*8  gi'ipe        [toils 
Eothrall  th'  endeąvouriDg  swain.    Think  not  his 
Werę  meant  alone  to  foster  you  in  ease 
And  pamper^d  indolence :  nor  ;;nidg«>  tbe  meed, 
Which  Heaven  in  mercy  gires  to  cheer  the  band, 
The  labouring  band  of  useful  industr)\ 
Be  yours  the  joy  to  propac^te  concent; 
With  bounteous  Heav'n  co-operate,  and  r^tward 
The  poorman'8toil,  M-h^^noeall  yourriches  bprinr. 
'  As  in  a  garden,  theenlivenłng  air 
U  aWd  with  odours,  drawn  from  Łhose  fhir  flowers 
Which  by  its  influence  ńsć:  so  in  his  breast 
Benevolent  who  <rives  t*'?  s^^rina  to  thrire, 
R«'fiected  lite  the  !Ovs  bis  yjrtues  lent. 

Bu*"  come,  yoi-^  farmer,  thoiiirh  by  fortni**  fix*d 
On  fieldfi  luKi^iant^  wjj*»re  the  fruilful  soil 
OiTcshbour  h  ipe;  wh^re  shfltering  shadej arise, 
Thick  feucesguard,  and  bubbling  fountaiiLs  fluWj' 
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Where  arabie  and  pasture  duły  mix; 

Yet,  ere  thy  toils  be^o,  attend  the  Mose, 

And  catch  the  moial  lessons  of  her  toog. 

Be  frugal  and  be  blest;  frugality 

Win  give  thee  competence ;  tby  gnins  are  smali, 

Too  smali  to  bear  -profusion'8  wasteful  hand. 

Make  Łemperance  thy  companion,  bo  shall  health 

Sit  on  thy  brow,  inTigorating  thy  frame 

To  evcry  usef4)  work.    And  if  to  these 

Thou  happily  shalt  join  one  Tirtue  morę, 

The  tove  of  industry,  the  glowing  joy 

Felt  from  each  new  improvement;  then  fair  Peace» 

With  modest  Neatness,  in  her  decent  garb, 

Shall  walk  aróund  tby  dwetling:  while  tbe  great, 

Tir^d  wilh  the  va«t  ftitigne  of  indolence, 

FilPd  with  disease  by  luxury  and  sloth, 

Iinpatient  curśe  the  dilatory  day, 

And  look  with  envy  on  thy  happier  atate. 

Prepar'd  with  these  plaln  Tirtues,  now  the  swain 
With  courage  enten  on  his  rura!  works. 
First  he  providcs  the  needful  łmplements. 
Of  these,  the  honour^d  plough  clalms  chief  regard^ 
Hence  bread  to  man,  who  heretofore  on  mast 
Fed  with  his  fellow-brute,  1n  woods  and  wilds, 
Bimself  ancultur*d  as  tbe  soil  he  trod. 
The  spiked  harrow  next,  to  break  the  clods. 
And  spread  the  suriace  of  the  new-plough'd  field : 
Nor  is  the  roller*s  friendly  aid  unsought, 
Hoes  be  provides,  with  various  arms  prepar^d, 
T'  encounter  all  the  numerous  host  of  weeds, 
Which  rise  malignant,  menacing  his  hopes. 
The  swecptngscythe^s  keen  edge  he  whets  for  grjgiss, 
And  turns  the  crooked  sickle  for  his  com. 
The  fork  to  spread,  the  gathering  rake  to  8ave 
With  providential  care  he  treasures  up. 
His  stroug  capacious  wain,  the  duli  slow  ox 
t)raes  on,  dcep  loaden,  grinding  the  rough  ruts : 
While  with  his  lighter  team,  the  sprightly  horse 
Mores  to  the  musie  of  his  tinkling  belłs. 
Nor  will  his  foresight  lack  the  whirling  flail, 
Wbose  battering  strokes  force  from  the  loosenM 

8heaves 
Their  hiddcn  stores  profnie;  which  now  dcmand 
Tbe  quick  rotation  of  the  winnowing  fan, 
With  blasts  successive,  waftiug  far  away 
The  woithlcss  ohafF,  to  elear  the  golden  g^in. 

And  now  compelPd  to  hire  assistant  strength, 
Away  he  hastę ns  to  some  neighbouring  town, 
Where  willing  Senritude,  for  mutual  wanta 
Of  hand  and  farmer,  holds  her  annual  feast^ 
*Tis  herc  the  toiling  hand  of  industry 
Employinent  Hceks.    The  skilful  ploughman,  lord 
And  leader  of  the  rustic  band;  who  claims 
His  boy  attendant,  conscious  of  his  worth 
And  dignity  superior;  boasting  skill 
To  guide  with  steadincss  the  slidiiig  share. 
To  scatter  with  an  equal  hand  the  seed, 
And  with  a  master  scythc  to  head  the  train 
When  the  rip    meadow  asks  the  mower*s  hand. 
Herę  too  the  thresher,  brandisbing  his  flail, 
Bespeaks  a  master,  whose  fuli  barns  demand 
A  labouńng  arm,  now  ready  to  give  up 
Tlieir  treasure,  and  cxchangc  their  hoaitled  grain 
For  heaps  of  gold,  the  meed  of  bonest  toil. 
The  sun-burnt  shephcrd  too,  his  slouching  bat 

*  This  is  called  in  the  country  a  statutc;  and  is 
hcld  annually  at  most  market  towns  in  England, 
whrre  scrv-ant8of  all  kinds  resort  io  quest  of  place* 
aad  employmeut. 
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DistinguisbM  well  with  (leecy  locks,  ezpects 

Observance;  skiird  in  wool,  and  lessonMdeep 

In  all  diseases  of  the  bleating  flock. 

Mlxt  with  the  rustic  throng,  sce  ruddy  maids, 

Some  taught  with  dexrrou8  hand  totwirl  thewbeel, 

Ór  stroke  the  swelling  udder;  aome  espert 

To  raise  from  Ieaven*d  wheat  the  kneaded  loaf ; 

To  mash  the  malted  barley,  and  ertrart 

Its  flarour^d  strength ;  or  with  a  housewife^  care, 

To  keep  the  decent  babitation  neat. 

But  now  let  loose  to  rereiry  and  sport, 

In  clamorous  mirth,  indelicata  and  rade,     [foks 

The  boisterous  swains,  and  hoyden  nympbs,  pro* 

Outrageous  merriment. — Yet  not  alike 

Is  every  swain,  nor  every  syWan  raaid; 

As  Yerulam  tbe  pleasing  tale  records. 

When  Patty,  lorely  Patty,  grac*d  the  cmwd, 

Pride  of  tlte  neighbouring  plains.   Who  hath  not 

heard 
Of  Patty,  the  fiurmilkmaid?  Beautifiil 
As  an  Arcadian  nymph,  upon  her  brow 
Sat  virgin  Modesty,  while  in  ber  eyes 
Young  Senąibility  began  to  play 
With  Innocence.    Her  waviDg  locks  feU  down 
On  either  side  ber  £sce  in  careless  corłs, 
Shadiog  the  tender  blushes  in  ber  cheek. 
Her  breath  was  sweeter  than  the  momiog  gale, 
Stolen  from  the  rosę  or  violet'8  dewy  leaves. 
Her  ivory  teeth  appear*d  in  even  rows, 
Tbro'  łips  of  liying  coral.    When  she  spoke 
Her  features  wore  inielligence:  berwords 
Werę  soft,  with  such  a  nnile  acoompany'd, 
As  lighted  in  ber  foce  resiaUess  channs. 
Her  polishM  neck  rosę  rouuding  from  her  breut, 
With  pleasing  elegance ;— That  lorely  brRast!-* 
Ah !  Fancy,  dwell  not  there,  lest  ga^  Desire, 
Who  smiiiug  hovers  o*er  th*  encbantiog  płace, 
Tempt  tby  wild  thoughts  to  dangerou«  extasy. 
Her  shape  was  moulded  by  the  hand  of  Base; 
Exact  proportion  barmomz*d  ber  frame; 
While  O  race,  foUowiog  ber  steps,  with  secret  ait 
Stole  into  all  her  motions.    Thus  tbe  walkM 
In  sweet  simplicity;  a  8now-whi)te  pail 
Hung  on  her  arm,  tbe  symbol  of  her  skill 
In  that  fair  province  of  the  rural  state, 
The  dairy;  source  of  morę  delicious  bowls 
Than  Bacchus  from  his  choicest  Tintage  boasts. 
How  great  the  power  of  beauty!  The  mdi 
swains 
Grew  ci  vii  at  ber  sight ;  and  gaping  crowds 
Wrapt  in  astonishment,  with  traniport  gazę, 
Wbispcring  her  praises  in  each  other^s  ear. 
As  when  a  gentle  breeze,  borne  tbro*  the  grortf 
With  quick  vibratJon  shakes  the  trembliogieafc^ 
And  hushing  murmurs  run  irom  tree  to  tree; 
So  ran  a  spreading  whisper  tbro'  tbe  crowd. 
Young  Thyrsis  bearing,  tum*d  aside  his  head. 
And  soon  the  pleasing  wonder  caught  his  eye* 
Fuli  in  the  prime  of  youth,  the  joyfiil  heir 
Of  numerous  acres,  a  large  freehold  &rm, 
Tliyrsis  as  yet  from  beauty  felt  no  pain, 
Had  seen  no  Tirgin  he  couid  wish  to  make 
His  wedded  partner.    Now  his  beatiug  beart 
Feols  new  emotion ;  now  his  fixed  eye 
With  fervent  rapture  dwelling  on  her  cbarms, 
Drinks  in  delicious  draughts  of  new-bora  łoTe. 
No  rest  the  night,  no  peace  the  following  day 
Brought  to  bis  stmggling  heart:   ber  beaateooi 
Her  foir  perfections  playing  on  his  mind,     [fon^ 
With  pleasing  anguisb  torturę  bim.    la  ^a 
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He  Ańren  to  teftr  her  ima^e  from  his  breast; 
£ach  liUle  grace,  each  dear  hewitcbing  look, 
Retttrns  triumphant,  breakin^  his  resolyes. 
And  binding  ah  his  soul  a  slaye  to  loire. 

Ali !  linie  did  he  know,  alas,  the  while, 
Poor  Patty'8  tender  hcart,  in  mutual  pain, 
LoDg,  ionc  for  hiin  had  heavM  the  sccret  sigh. 
For  bim  she  drest,  for  him  the  pleasing  art<ł 
Sbe  studiody  and  for  him  she  wish'd  to  ]ive. 
But  ber  Iow  fbrtunes,  nursiug  sad  d«spair, 
Cbeck*d  the  young  hope;  nor  durst  her  modest 

eyes 
lodolge  the  smalłest  glances  of  her  flame, 
Lett  cnrious  malice,  like  a  watchfiil  spy, 
Shonld  catch  the  secret,  and  irith  taunts  revea1. 

Judge  tfaen  the  sweet  siirprise  when  she  at 
Icngth 
Beheld  him,  all  irresolatc,  approach; 
And  j^ently  taking  her  fair  trembling  hand, 
Breathe  these  soft  words  into  her  lintening  ear: 
*  O  Patty !  dearest  maid !  whose  beauteous  form 
Dwellf  in  my  breast,  and  charms  my  soul  to  love, 
Accept  my  yows;  accept  a  faithful  heart, 
Wbłch  from  this  hour  derotes  itself  to  thee: 
Wealth  bas  no  relish,  life  can  gire  no  joy, 
If  yoa  foibid  my  hopes  to  cali  you  minę." 
Ab!  wbotbe  sudden  tumult  can  describe 
Of  itrugRling  passlonS  rising  in  her  breast? 
Hope,  fear,  confusion,  modesty,  and  love 
Oppress  ber  iabouring  80ul:«i^he  strore  to  speak. 
Bot  tbe  fiiint  accents  died  upon  her  tongue; 
Her  fiears  prevented  utterance.— At  length — 
"  Gin  Thyrsis  mock  my  poverty?  can  he 
Be  10  unkind?  O  no!  yct  I,  alas, 
Too  humble  even  to  hope^— No  morę  she  said; 
But  gentJy,  as  if  half  unwiliing,  stdle 
Ber  band  f^om  his;  and,  witb  sweet  modesty, 
Cistiog  a  look  of  diffidence  and  fear. 
To  hide  her  blushcs,  silently  withdrew. 
BotTbynis  read,  witb  raptnre,  in  her  eyea 
The  boguage  of  her  soul.    He  followM,  vroo% 
And  won  ber  for  his  wife.     His  lowing  bcrdi 
Soon  cail  her  mistress;  soon  their  milky  ttreams 
Coagnlated,  rise  in  ctrcling  piles 
Of  harden^d  cnrd  ;  and  all  the  dairies  round. 
To  her  sweet  butter  yiełd  superior  preise. 

But  tara,  my  Muse,  nor  let  th'  alluńng  form 
Of  beauty  jead  too  far  thy  devious  steps. 
See  where  the  farmer,  with  a  master^s  eye^ 
Sunreyshislittlekingdom,  andexulU 
In  iov'reign  independeuce.     At  a  word. 
His  feathery  subjects  in  obedience  flock  * 
Around  his  fiseding  hand,  who  in  return 
Yield  a  delicions  tribute  to  his  board, 
And  o*cr  his  couch  their  downy  plumage  spread. 
Thepeacock  here  expands  his  eyeful  plumes, 
A  gitttering  pageant,  to  the  mid-day  Sun: 
h  tbe  stiff  awkwardness  of  foolish  pride, 
The  Bwelling  turk'ey  apes  his  stately  step, 
Andcalls  the  bristling  feathers  round  his  head. 
There  tbe  loud  herald  of  the  morning  struts 
Before  bis  cackling  dames,  the  passi^e  slares 
Of  his  pnmiiscuous  plcasnre.    0*er  the  pond, 
See  the  grcy  gander,  with  his  fiemale  train, 
Bending  their  lolty  necks;  and  gabbiing  ducki, 
R^icingon  the  surface,clap  tbcir  wings; 
Whilstwheeling  roirad,  in  airy  wanton  Bights, 
TJjegloisy  pigeons  chasc  their  8portive  loves, 
Ot  10  soft  cooings  tell  thefr  amorous  Ule. 
^ere  stacks  of  hay,  tbcre  pyramids  of  com, 


Promise  the  fiitnre  market  large  supplies: 
While  with  an  eye  of  triumpb  he  sunreys 
His  piles  of  wood,  and  laoghs  at  Wintei^s  frown« 
In  silent  mmination,  see  the  kine, 
Beneath  tbe  walnut*s  shade,  patiently  wait 
To  pour  into  his  pails  their  milky  stores. 
While  pent  from  mischief,  far  from  sipłit  remorM, 
The  bristly  herd,  within  their  fatt^ning  styes, 
Remind  him  to  prepare,  in  many  a  row, 
The  gaily-blooming  pca,  the  fragrant  bean, 
And  broad-leav'd  cabbage,  for  the  ploughmań*s 
ftast. 

These  his  amusements,  his  employment  these; 
Which  still  arising  in  succes8ive  chanie, 
Give  to  each  varied  hour  a  new  detight 
Peace  and  contentment  with  their  gnardian  wingt 
Enclose  his  nightly  slumbers.    Rosy  health, 
When  the  gay  lark*8  sweet  matinwakes  the  mom, 
Treads  in  his  dewy  foot-stcps  round  the  field; 
And  chcerfulness  attcnds  his  closing  day. 
No  racking  jealousy,  nor  sullen  hate, 
Nor  fear,  nor  envy,  discumpo^e  his  breast. 
His  only  enemtes  the  prowling  fox, 
Whoee  nightly  murders  thin  the  bleating  fold; 
The  hardy  badger;  the  rapacious  kitę, 
With  eye  małignant  on  the  iittle  brood, 
Sailing  around  portentous;  the  rank  stote 
Thirsting,  ah,  savage  thirst !  for  harmless  blood; 
The  com-devouring  partridge;  timorous  hare; 
Th'  amphibious  otter  bold;  the  weasel  sly, 
Pilfering  the  yo!k  from  its  enclosing  sbell; 
And  moles,  a  dirty  undermining  race. 
These  all  his  foes,  and  these,  alas,  compar^d 
With  man  to  man,  an  inoffensire  train. 
*Gainst  these,  assistod  by  th'  cntanglingnet, 
Th*  expIosivc  thunder  of  the  leveird  tubę, 
Or  toils  unwearyM  of  his  social  frtend 
The  faithful  dog,  he  irages  niral  war. 
And  health  and  pleasure  in  the  8portivQ  fiekl 
Obtaining,  he  forgiyes  their  Tenial  crimcs. 

Q  happy  he !  happiest  of  mortal  men ! 
Who  far  remoT*d  from  slarery  as  from  pride, 
Fears  no  man's  frown,  nor  cringing  waits  to  catch 
The  gracious  nothing  of  a  great  man*s  nod : 
Where  the  lac'd  beggar  bustles  for  a  bribe, 
The  purchase  of  his  honour;  where  deceit, 
And  fraud,  and  circumrention,  drest  in  smileir, 
Hołd  sliameful  commerce;  and  beneath  the  maak 
<')f  friendship  and  sincerity,  betray. 
Him,  nor  the  stately  mansion's  gilded  pride, 
Rich  with  whate'er  the  imitative  arts, 
Painting  or  sculpture,  yield  to  charm  the  eye; 
Nor  shining  heaps  of  massy  plate,  enwrought 
With  cuiious,  costly  workmanship,  alłure. 
Tempted  nor  with  the  pride  nor  pomp  of  power. 
Nor  pageants  of  ambition,  nor  the  mines 
Of  grasping  av'rice,  nor  the  poł90n'd  sweets 
Of  pamper'd  luxury,  he  plants  his  foot 
With  firmncss  on  his  old  patemal  fielćls, 
And  stands  unshaken.  There  swf  et  prospects  rist 
Of  meadows  smiling  in  their  flow'ry  pride, 
Oreen  hills  and  dales,  and  cottages  enibower'd, 
The  Bcenes  of  innocence  and  ca'm  delight. 
There  the  wild  metody  of  warbling  birds, 
And   cool    rcfreshing   groTes,   and    murmuring 

springs, 
Invite  to  sacred  thought,  and  lift  the  mind 
From  Iow  pursuits  to  meditate  the  God ! 

Tura  then,  at  length,  O  tum,  ye  sons  of  wealth. 
And  ye  wbo  sęek,  tbro'  life*s  bewildering  mazc, 
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To  tread  the  paths  of  happtneM,  O  turn ! 
And  tracę  herfootsteps  in  tbe  niral  walk; 
In  those  fair  scenes  of  wonder  and  delight, 
Wbere,  to  tbe  buman  eye,  Omnipotence 
Unfoldsi  tbe  map  of  Naturę,  and  displays 
Tbe  matcbless  beauty  of  created  things. 
Tum  to  tbe  arts,  tbe  useful  pleasing  arts 
Of  cultivation ;  and  those  fields  improve 
Your  erring  fatbcrs  have  too  lon?  de8pis*d. 
Leave  not  to  ignorance,  and  low-bred  hinds, 
That  noblest  science,  which  in  ancient  time 
The  miiłds  of  sages  and  of  kings  cmployM, 
Solicitous  to  learn  tbe  wayi  of  God, 
And  read  bis  works  in  Agriculture'8  schooL 

Tben  hear  tbe  Muse,  now  entering,  band  in  band 
Witb  sweet  Pbilosophy,  tbe  secret  bowers 
Of  deep  mysterious  Naturę;  tbere  t'  explore 
Tbe  causes  of  fecundity,  and  how 
The  yarious  elements,  earth,  water,  air, 
And  ńre  united;  tbe  enliiening ray 
Diurnal;  tbe  prolific  dews  of  night; 
Witb  all  tbe  rolling  seaaons  of  tbe  ycar; 
In  vcjcetation*s  work  their  powcr  combine. 

Whłther,  O  wbither  dost  tbou  lead  my  steps, 
Divine  Philosopby  ?  What  scenes  are  tbese, 
Wbich  strike  my  wondering  senses  ?  Lo !  entbronM 
ITpon  a  solid  rock  great  Naturę  sits ; 
Her  cyes  to  Hearen  directed,  as  from  thence 
Receiying  inspiration*    Round  ber  bead 
A  mingled  wreath  of  fhiits  and  flowers  entwines. 
Her  robę,  witb  every  motion  cbanging  hue, 
Flows  down  in  plenteous  fbldings,  and  conceals 
Her  secret  footsteps  from  tbe  eyes  of  men. 
List !  list!  what  hormony,  what  heavenly  sounds 
Enchant  my  rayishM  ear?  'Tis  ancient  Pan', 
|Vho  ou  his  8even-fold  pipę,  to  tbe  rapt  soul 
Convey8  tbe  fancied  musie  of  tbe  spberes. 
8ee  by  bis  strains  tbe  elements  inspir'd, 
7oin  in  mysterious  work;  their  motions  led 
^y  active  fire  4,  i  o  windings  intricate, 
But  not  perplext,  nor  vague.    And  who  are  they  ? 
What  pair  obeying  in  altemate  rounds 
The  tunefiil  melody?  Majestic  one, 
And  grave,  lifting  ber  awfiil  forehead,  rooTes 
In  shadowy  silence,  borne  on  raven  wiugs, 
Wbich,  waving  to  tbe  measur'd  sounds,  beat  time 
A  VRil  obscures  ber  face;  a  sable  stole, 
Bedeck^d  witb  sparklińg  gems,  conceals  her  form; 
And  wreaths  of  bending  poppy  crown  her  brow. 
The  other,  raisM  on  swan-like  spreading  plumes, 
Glides  gayly  on ;  a  milk-wbite  robę  inrests 
Hifl  frame  transparent;  in  his  azure  cyes 
Dwclls  brightness;  while  arouud  his  radiant  hcad, 
A  sbining  glory  paints  his  flying  robę, 
Witb  all  tbe  colours  of  tbe  wafry  bow. 

Proceeding  now,  In  more  majestic  steps, 
Tbe  Tarying  Seasons  join  tbe  mystic  train. 

•  Mythologists  bave  thonght  the  universal  na- 
turę of  things  to  be  signified  by  this  god;  and 
t^at  his  pipę,  composed  of  scven  i^eds,  was  the 
symbol  of  the  teven  plancts,  wbich  tłiey  say  ma\e 
tjie  harmony  of  the  spberes. 

♦  Accordingto  Dr.  Bocrhaave  and  other  modem 
philosophers,  all  the  motion  in  naturę  arises  from 
Are;  and  takiug  that  away  all  things  would  be- 
oome  fixt  and  immovabIe:  fiaids  would  become 
lolłd;  a  mau  would  hardcn  into  a  statuę;  and 
the  very  air  would.  coberc  into  a  firm  and  rigid 
mass. 


In  all  the  blooming  hiies  of  Aorid  yoath^ 
Gay  ^ring  adyances  smiling:  on  her  ho4 
A  flow*ry  cbaplet,  mixt  witb  rerdaut  bndsy 
Sheds  aromatic  fragrance  thro*  tlie  air ; 
While  little  Zepbyrs,  breathing  wantoa  gald^ 
Before  ber  flutter,  tuming  back  to  gazę, 
With  looks  enamotti^d,  on  her  loyely  face. 
Summer  succeeds,  crown*d  with  the  bearded  cafk 
Of  ripening  harrest;  in  ber  band  she  bears 
A  sbining  sickle  ;  on  her  glowing  cheek 
The  fcnrent  beat  paints  deep  a  rosy  blush : 
Her  tbin  light  garment,  waving  with  the  wio^ 
Flows  loosely  from  ber  bosom,  and  rc\'eals 
To  the  pleasM  eye  the  beauties  of  ber  fonn. 
Tben  fbllows  Autumn,  bearing  in  ber  lap 
Tbe  blushing  fruits,  wbich  Summer's  sulŁry  brcstk 
Had  meUow'd  to  ber  band.    A  clustering  wreatb 
Of  purple  grapes,  half  bid  with  spreading  icarc^ 
Adoms  her  brow.    Her  dew-besprinkled  locks 
Begin  to  fali,  her  bending  ahoulders  sink. 
And  actiye  yigour  leayes  her  sober  stept. 
Winter  creeps  on,  shriyeird  witb  cbilling  coU; 
Bald  his  wbite  crown,  upon  bis  siher  beard 
Shines  tbe  hoar  frost,  and  icicles  depcnd. 
Rigid  and  stem  his  melaucholy  face; 
Shiyering  be  walks,  hit  joints  benummM  andstiff^ 
And  wraps  in  northem  furrs  his  wither^d  tnmk. 
And  now,  great  Naturę,  pointingto  the  traio 
Her  Heaycn-directed  hand,  they  all  combine, 
In  mea8ttr*d  Agures,  and  mysterious  rounds, 
To  weaye  the  mazy  dance ;  while  to  the  somid 
Of  P|in*s  immortal  pipę,  the  goddess  join*d 
Her  yoice  barmonious ;  and  the  listening  Muse^ 
Admiring,  caught  the  wonders  of  her  themei. 

"  To  God,  Supremę  Creator!  great  and  good* 
All-wise,  almighty  Parent  of  the  Worid! 
In  churał  symphonies  of  praise  and  loye, 
Let  all  the  powers  of  Naturę  raise  tbe  songi 

'  The  wafry  signs  forsaking,  see,  the  Soa, 
Great  lather  of  the  yegetable  tribes, 
Darts  from  tbe  Ram  his.all-enlivening  rsy. 
When  now  the  genial  warmtb  Earth*8  yiddisl 

breast 
•Unfolds.    Her  latent  salts,  sulphureous  oils, 
And  air,  and  water  mixt;  attract,  repel, 
And  raise  proliflc  ferment.     Lo !  at  length 
The  vitil  prineiple  begins  to  wake: 
Th*  emulgent  fibres,  stretching  round  the  root, 
Seck  their  terrestrial  nurture ;  wbich,  convej'4 
In  limpid  currents  thro'  th»  ascending  tubeś, 
And  strain*d  and  filter'd  in  their  secret  cells; 
To  its  own  naturę  every  different  plant 
Assimilating,  changes.    Awful  Heayen! 
How  wond*rous  is  tby  work !  To  thee!  to  thee! 
Mysterious  power  belongs!  Summcrt  fieroe  hes( 
Increasing,  rariBes  the  ductile  juicc. 
See,  from  the  root,  and  from  the  bark  imbib'd, 
Th>  clastic  air  impels  the  rising  sap. 
Swift  tbro»  the  stara,  thro»  every  branchmg  sim, 
And  smailcr  sboot,  the  yiyid  moisture  iowi, 
Protniding  from  their  bnds  the  opeuin?  leatw: 
Whence,  as  ordain'd,.th'  expiring  air  flows  out 
In  copioiis  cxhałation8 ;  and  from  whence 
Its  noblest  principles  tbe  plant  inhales. 

5  The  pbilosophy  of  this  hymn  is  bailt  on  tUI 
czperimenUl  foundation,  laid  by  the  leamed  aod 
ingenioiu  Dr.  Halei,  iu  lus  Yegetable  Stalici. 
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(^See!  see!  theshootingTerdarespreadsaround! 
Te  90DB  of  men,  with  rapture  view  the  scenę ! 
Od  hill  tnd  dale,  on  meadow,  field,  and  grove, 
Cloth'd  in  soft-mingling  shades  from  light  to  dark, 
Tbe  wandering  eyc  deligbted  roves  untir^d. 
Thehawthorn*8  whitening  bush,  Pomona's  blooms^ 
And  Fiora^s  peacil  o*er  the  enamellM  green, 
The  rarying  scenes  enrich.    Hence  every  gale 
Breathes  odonrs,  every  Zephyr  from  his  wings 
Waftiog  new  fragrancc;  borne  from  trees,  from 

shnibs. 
Borne  from  the  y^llow  cowslip,  vio1et  blue, 
From  deep  camations,  from  the  blushing  rosę, 
From  erery  flower  and  aromatic  herb 
In  gratefulmixtures.    Hence  ambrosial  fruits 
Yield  tbeir  delicioua  flayours.    The  sweet  grapę, 
The  malberry^s  cooling  jutce,  the  luscious  plum, 
Tłie  healthful  apple»  the  dłssolving  peach,    . 
And  thy  rich  nectar,  many-flavour'd  pine. 
These  are  the  gracious  gifts,  O  forour^d  man; 
These,  these,  to  thee  the  gracious  gifts  of  Ueav*n, 
A  worid  of  beauty,  wonder,  and  delight  I* 

"  To  God,  Supremę  Creator !  great  aod  g»od ! 
AU-wise,  almighty  Parent  of  the  World ! 
lo  chorał  symphonjes  of  praise  and  love, 
j^  all  the  powers  of  Naturę  close  the  strain.'* 


CANTO  II. 

ARGUMKNT* 


pf  diffierent  soils,  and  their  culture.  Mr.  TuIPs 
principles  and  practice.  Of  the  principles  and 
practiceof  the  Middleses  gardeners.  Of  various 
manares,  and  other  methods  of  improTing  lauds. 
Of  hedgingand  ditchiog.  Of  plant! ng  tlmber 
trees.  Of  draining  wet,  and  flooding,  dry  łands. 
Of  gardening,  and  the  gardens  of  Epicnms. 

DncENDiNG  now  from  these  superior  themes, 
O  Muse,  in  notes  familiar,  teach  the  swaia 
The  hidden  properties  of  every  glebę. 
And  what  the  difTerent  culture  each  requires. 
The  naturalist,  to  sand,  or  loam,  or  clay, 
Redoces  all  the  varying  w^ils,  which  clothe 
The  bosom  of  tbis  eartb  with  beauty.    Sand, 
Hot,  opeń,  loose,  admits  the  genial  ray 
With  freedom,  and  with  greedincss  imbibes 
The  fidling  moisture:  hence  the  cmbrio  seeds, 
Iodg*d  iu  its  fiery  womb,  push  into  life 
With  early  hastę,  and  burry'd  to  their  prime, 
(Their  vital  juices  spent)  too  soon  decay. 
Correct  this  errour  of  the  ardent  soil, 
With  cool  manure :  let  stiflf  cohesiye  clay 
GiTe  the  loose  glebę  consistence,  and  firm  strength: 
So  shall  thy  labouring  steers,  when  harvest  calls, 
fiending  their  patient  shoulders  to  the  yoke, 
BiaS  borne  in  copious  loads  the  yellow  graio. 

Has  fortunę  fix*d  thy  lot  to  toil  in  clay? 
Despair  not,  nor  repine:  the  stubborn  soil 
Shall  yield  to  cnltivation,  and  reward 
The  band  of  diligence.     Herę  głve  the  plough 
Ko  rest    Break,  pound  the  clods,  and  with  vrann 
Relieve  the  sterile  coldness  of  the  ground,  [dungs 
ChilW  with  obstructed  water.    Add  to  these 
The  sharpest  sand,  to  open  and  unbind 
The  close-cohering  mass;  so  shall  new  pores 
Admit  the  aolar  beam*s.enHvening  beat, 
The  nitroos  particles  of  air  receive. 
And  yield  a  passage  to  the  soaking.rain. 
Hence  fermentatiou,  hence  proliftc  powcr. 


And  hence  the  fibrous  roots  in  quest  of  food, 
Find  unobstructed  entrance,  room  to  spread. 
And  richer  juices  feed  the  swelling  shoots: 
So  the  s'ti'x>ng.  field  shall  to  the  reaper^s  haud 
Produce  a  plenteous  crop  of  wa  vi  ng  wheaU 

But  blest  with  ease,  io  plenty  shall  ho  live, 
Whom  Heav'n's  kind  band,  indulgenc  to  his  wish, 
Hath  placM  upon  a  loamy  soil.     He  view8 
All  products  of  the  teeming  earth  arise 
In  plenteou9  crops,  nor  scarce  the  needful  nid 
Of  culture  deigns  to  ask.     Him,  nor  the  fears 
Of  scorching  beat,  nor  deluges  of  rain 
Alarm.     His  kindly  fields  sustain  all  change 
Of  seasons,  and  support  a  healthy  seed, 
In  vigour  thro'  the  perils  of  the  year.  [learn  ^ 

But  new  improveraents  curious  would*st  thou 
Hear  thcn  the  lorę  of  fair  Berkeria's  '  son, 
Whose  precepts,  drawn  from  saige  experieuce,  clalm 
Regard.    The  pasture,  and  the  food  of  plants, 
First  let  the  young  agricolist  be  taught : 
Then  how  to  sow,  and  raisc  the  embrio  seeds 
Of  every  different  species.     Nitre,  fire, 
Air,  water,  earth,  their  various  powers  combln« 
In  yegetation;  but  the  genui ne  food 
Of  every  plant  is  earth:  hence  their  increase, 
Their  strength,  and  substance.  Nitre  firstprepare} 
And  separates  the  concreted  parts;  which  then 
The  watery  vehicle  assumes,  and  thro* 
Th*  ascending  tubes,  impeird  by  subtile  air, 
Which  gives  it  motion,  and  that  motion  beat, 
The  fine  Łerrestrial  aliment  convcys. 

Is  earth  the  food  of  plants  ?  their  pasture  then 
Is  earth^s  inverted  surface.     This  the  swain, 
Byceaseless  tillagei  or  the  use  of  dung, 
Must  or  ferment,  or  pulverize,  to  fit 
For  due  reception  of  the  fibrous  roots: 
But  from  the  streams  of  ordure,  from  the  stencb 
Of  putrefaction,  from  stercoreous  fumcs 
Of  rottenness  and  filth,  can  sweetnesa  spring? 
Or  grateful,  or  salubrious  food  to  man  ? 
As  well  might  virgin  innocence  preservo 
Her  purity  from  taiut  amid  the  stews. 
DeHle  not  then  the  fi-eshncss  of  thy  ileld 
With  dung's  polluting  touch;  but  let  the  plough, 
The  hoe,  the  haiTOW,  and  the  roller,  lend 
Their  better  powers,  to  fructify  the  soil; 
Torn  it  to  catch  the  Sun's  prolific  ray, 
Th'  enlivening  breath  of  air,  the  genial  dows. 
And  cvery  infiuence  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
These  shall  enrich  and  fcrtilize  the  glebc. 
And  toil's  unceasing  hand  fuli  well  supply 
Thcdunghiirs  sordid  and  extraneous  aid. 
I      ThuB  taught  the  Sbalbome  swain;  who  first 
with  skill 
Led  through  the  fields  the  many-couUcrM  plough; 
Who  first  his  seed  committed  to  the  ground. 
Shed  from  the  drill  by  slow  revolviug  wheols, 
In  just  proportłon  and  in  even  rows; 
Leaving'twixteach  a  spaeious  interval, 
To  introduce  with  c  ase,  while  yet  the  graln 
Kxpanding  crown 'd  the  intermediato  ridgo. 
His  new  machinę';  formM  to  ęxtcnninata 
The  we<»dy  race,  (intruders  who  devour. 
But  nothing  pay)  to  pulrerize  the  soil, 
Enlaige  and  change  the  pasture 'of  the  ropts, 

»  The  late  Mr.  Tuli,  of  Shalbome  in  Bcr\-shire, 
in  his  Horse-hoeing  Husbandry;  oran  Essay  ou 
the  Principles  of  Yegetation  and  Tillagc. 

*  The  hoc-plough. 
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Aad  to  its  last  perfection  reise  the  crop. 
He  tąught,  alas;,  bat  practis'd  ill  Łhe  lorę 
Of  his  own  precepts. .  Feli  disease,  or  sloth 
Relax4  the  band  of  industry :  bis  farm, 
Hisown  philosophy  disgracing,  brougbt     , 
Discuedit  od  the  doctrines  be  eiilbr«*d. 

Theii  banish  from  thy  fields  the  loiterer  sloth  j 
Nor  Inten  to  the  voice  of  thoughtless  ease. 
Him  sordidness  and  penury  surround, 
Beneatb  whose  lazy  band  the  fitrm^nins  wild; 
Whose  heart  nor  feels  the  joy  improvement  glyes, 
Kor  leaden  eye  the  beauties  tbat  arise 
From  łabour  sees.    Accumułated  filtb 
Annoys  his  crowdec^  steps;  eren  at  bis  door 
A  yeUow  mncus  from  the  dunghill  staods 
In  squaHd  pools;  bis  buildings  unrepair^d, 
To  ruin  rush  precipitate;  bis  5elds 
Disorder  govems,  and  licenttous  weeds 
Spring  up  uocheck'd :  Ihe  nettle  and  the  dock, 
"Wormirood  and  thistles,  in  their  sensons  rise, 
And  deadly  nightsbade  spreads  his  poison  round. 
Ab!  wretched  be!  ifcbance  his  wandering  child. 
By  bunger  prompted,  phick  th'  alluring  fruit ! 
Bennmming  stupor  creeps  upon  his  brain ; 
Wild  griuning  laughter  soon  to  tbis  succeeds; 
Strange  madness  then,  and  death  in  bideous  form. 
Mysterious  Providpnce  <  ab,  wby  conoeal*d 
In  such  a  tempting  form,  sbould  poisons  lurk ; 
Ab,  why  so  near  the  patb  of  innocents,         [wise. 
Sbould  spring  their  bane?    But  thou  alone   art 

Tbus  batb  the  fisithful  Muse  liis  lore  pursuM, 
Who,  trusting  to  the  culture  of  his  plough, 
Itefus'd  the  danghill's  aid.    Yet  listen  not 
To  doubtful  precepts,  with  implicit  faith : 
£xpenence  to  experience  oft  oppo8*d 
Łeayes  truth  nncertain.    See,  what  Tarioas  cropsy 
In  quick  succession,  crown  the  garden'd  fields 
On  Thame^  prolific  bank.    On  cultore'«  hand 
Alone  do  these  horticulists  rely  ? 
Or  do  they  owe  to  ŁondonU  rich  manure 
Those  prodncts  which  its  crowded  markets  fiU? 
Both  lend  their  aid:  and  both  with  art  improy*d, 
Have  spread  the  glory  of  their  gardens  wide, 
A  theme  of  wonder  to  the  distant  swain. 
Hence  the  piaz2a*d  square<,whereerst,embower'd 
In  solemn  sloth,  good  Martin^s  lazy  monks 
Dron*d  out  their  useless  lives  in  pamper*d  ease; 
Kow  boasts,  from  industry's  rough  hand  8upply'd, 
£ach  yarious  escnlent  the  teeming  eartb 
In  every  changińg  season  can  produce. 

Join  tben  with  culture  the  prolific  strength 
Of  such  manure  as  best  inclines  to  aid 
Thy  failing  glebę.    Let  oily  marle  appoint 
Its  unctuous  moisture,  or  the  crumbling  tan 4 
Its  glowing  beat.    Nor  from  the  gazing  herds. 
Nor  bristjy  swine  obscene,  disdain  to  beap 
Their  cooling  ordure.    Nor  the  warmer  dungs 
Of  fiery  pigeons,  of  tbe  stabled  borse, 
Or  folded  flock,  neglect.    From  sprinkled  soot, 
From  asbes  strewM  around,  let  the  damp  soil 
Their  nit*rou8  salts  imbibe.     Sconrthe  deep  ditch 
From  its  black  sediment;  and  from  the  street 


'  Covent- Garden,  which  is  now  a  market  for 
greenś,  roots^  &c.  was  formerly  a  garden  belong- 
ing  to  tbe  monks  of  St.  Martin*s  conTent. 

*  The  bark  of  oa^k,  after  it  batb  been  used  by  the 
tanner.  It  is  freąuently  madę  use  of  for  hot-beds, 
particularly  for  mising  pine>apple8  j  ftod  19  called 
hf  ihe  garden^rSf  tao. 


Its  trampled  mirtures  rake.  Greeli  standing  poolL 
Large  lakes,  or  meadows  rank,  in  rotted  beaps 
Of  unripe  weeds  S,  afford  a  cool  mannre. 
From  ooean'8  ^erge,  if  nottoo  fiir  remoy'd, 
Its  sbelly  sands  oonvey  a  warm  compost, 
From  land  and  wave  commixty  with  richnetsfraoghk 
Tbis  the  sour  glebę  shall  sweeten,  and  for  years, 
Thro*  chilly  clay,  its  vigorous  heat  shall  g)(m , 
But  if  nor  oily  marle,  nor  crumbling  tan, 
Nor  dung  of  cattle,  nor  tbe  trampled  street, 
Nor  weed,  nor  ocean^s  sand,  can  lend  its  atd, 
Tben,  fieirmer,  raise  immediate  from  their  seóh^ 
Thejuicy  stalks  of  largely-spreadingpnlse, 
Beans,  buck-wheat,  sparry,orthe  climbingTetch; 
These  eariy  reapt,  and  bury'd  in  tbe  soil, 
Enrich  tbe  parent  womb  from  whence  they  ipnm^« 
Or  sow  the  bulbous  tumip ;  tbis  shall  yleld 
Sweet  •pasture  to  tbe  flocks  or  lowing  herds, 
And  well  prepare  thy  land  for  futurę  crops. 

Yet  not  alone  to  raise,  but  to  secure  . 

Thy  products  firom  invasion,  and  divide  * 

For  various  use  th*  appropriated  fields, 
Disdain  not  thou  tq  leam.    For  tbis,  the  doe, 
The  turze,  the  hoUy,  to  thy  band  present 
Tbeir  branches,  and  their  difierent  merits  botst 
But  from  the  norsery  thou  with  care  select 
2uick  hawthorn   sets,  weAl  rooted,  smooth  at^ 

straightz 
Then  Iow  as  sinks  thy  ditch  on  either  sida, 
Let  rise  in  beightthe  sloping  bank:  tberepUat 
Thy  futurę  fence,  at  intenralsafoot 
From  each  to  eacb,  in  beds  of  richest  moDld. 
Nor  ends  the  labour  here;  but  to  defend 
Tby  in&nt  shoots  finom  depredation  deep. 
At  proper  distance  drive  stiff  oaken  stakes; 
Which  interwoTe  with  boaghs  and  flezile  twigi, 
Frustrate  the  nibbling  flock,  or  browsing  hen). 
Tbus,  if  from  weeds,  tbat  rob  tbem  of  their  food, 
Or  choke,  by  coYering  from  the  rital  air, 
Tbe  faoe^s  neat  culture  keep  thy  thickeningshoot^ 
Soon  shall  they  rise,  and  to  the  field  afibrd 
A  beauteous,  strong,  impenetrable  tencd 
The  linnet,  goldfincb,  nightingaie,  and  thnish| 
Here,  by  security  łnvited,  build 
Their  Itttle  nests,  and  all  thy  laboars  cbeer 
With  melody;  the  hand  of  lovely  May 
Here  strews  ber  sweetest  blossoms;  and  if  miit 
With  stocks  of  knotted  crab,  ingrafted  ihiits, 
When  Autumn  crowns  the  year, sball  smileaiomid. 

But  from  Iow  sbrubs,  if  thy  ambition  rise 
To  cultivate  the  larger  tree,  attend. 

From  seeds,  or  suckers,  layers,  or  sets,  arise 
Their  various  tribes;  for  now  exp1oded  stands 
The  Tulgar  fable  of  spontaneous  birth. 
To  plant  or  aoimal.    He  then,  wbo,  pleasM, 
In  fancy*s  eye  beholds  his  futurę  race 
Rcjoicing  in  the  sbades  their  grandsiie  gave; 
Or  be  whose  patriot  riews  extend  to  raise, 
In  distant  ages,  Britain*s  naral  power: 
Must  first  prepare,  inclining  to  the  souih, 
A  shelter^d  nursery;  well  from  weeds,  th>in  slinib^ 
Clear^d  by  the  prerious  culture  of  the  plougb, 
From  cattlc  fenc'd,  and  erery  peeling  tooth. 
Then  from  the  summit  of  the  fairest  tree 
His  seed  selected  ripe,  and  sow'd  in  riUs 

*  If  weeds  are  suffered  to  stand  till  they  are  lips 
hefore  they  are  madę  tbis  use  of,  their  seeds  wiB 
fili  tbe  ground,  a^d  it  will  be  difficolt  to  g«t  tliMl 
out  ageip. 
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On  Natiire>s  frnitfbl  Itp :  the  hanrow'!  care 
]oduIgeiit  oover8  fnm  keeu  fnsU  that  pierce, 
Or  Tenniii  who  deroor.    The  wiatry  months 
]n  embrio  dofle  tbe  futurę  forest  lies, 
AadwaiU  for  germinatioa:  bat  in  spring^ 
When  their  green  heftds  first  rise  aboye  the  eartfa, 
And  uk  thy  fostering  band ;  tben  to  their  roots 
Tbe  Ugbt  soil  gently  inove,  and  strew  aroand . 
Old  leaTCf  or  Utter*d  gtraw,  td  screen  Irom  beat 
Tbe  tender  infiints.    Leare  not  to  ▼ile  weeds 
This  fińeodly  office ;  wbose  fake  kindness  choket, 
Or  stanresthe  nursUngs  tbey  pretend  to  sbade. 

Wben  now  four  sommen  have  beheld  tbeiryoutb 
Attended  ia  the  nursery,  then  transplant, 
Tbe  floil  prepar'd,  to  wbere  thy  futurę  grore 
h  destio'd  to  uprear  its  leaiy  head. 
jkvdid  the  eirour  of  impatience.    He 
Wbo,  eager  to  eijoy  the  cooling  shade 
His  hands  sball  raise,  remores  at  Tast  ąspenie 
Tali  trees,  with  envy  and  regret  ahall  see 
His  neighboar'8  iniknt  plants  soon,  soon  outstrip 
*rbe  taidy  loiterers  of  his  dwindliug  oopse. 

Bat  if  thy  emulation*s  generous  pride 
Wouldboast  thelargesttimber  straight  andstrong ! 
Tbick  let  tbe  seedlings  in  their  native  beds 
Stand  anremoT*d ;  so  sball  each  lateral  branch, 
Obstnicted,  send  ita  nourishment  to  raise 
Tbe  towering  atem:    and  tbey  wbose  Yigorous 
£xalts  abore  the  rest  their  lofty  heads,     [bealCh 
Aspiring  still,  shall  spread  their  powerfiil  arms, 
Whik  tbe  weak  puny  race,  ob8Cur'd  below, 
^ckeńing,  die  off,  and  leave  their  rictom  r^om. 

Nor  smali  tbe  praise  the  skilful  planter  claima 
Trom  bis  befriended  country.    Yarious  arta 
Borrow  from  him  materials.    The  soft  beccb, 
And  close-grain^d  bov,  einploy  the  tumer^s  wheel, 
Aod  with  a  thouaand  implements  supply 
Uecbanic  skill.     Their  beauteous  Teins  tbe  yew 
Aad  phyllerea  lend,  to  surface  oW 
The  Gabinet.    Smooth  linden  best  obeys 
The  Carreras  chiael;  best  his  curious  work 
l)i$plays  in  all  ita  nlcest  touchcs.     Birch — 
Ab^whyshould  birch  supply  the  cbair?  sińce  oft 
Itt  crud  twigs  compel  the  smartiog  youth 
To  dread  the  hateful  seat.    Tough-bending  ash 
Gives  to  tbe  hunable  swain  his  useful  prough. 
And  for  the  peer  his  prouder  cbariot  butlds. 
To  weaire  our  baskets  tbe  soft  osier  lends 
His  pliaot  twigs:  slaves  that  nor  shrink  nor  swell, 
Tbe  cooper^s  close-wrought  cask  to  chesnut  owea. 
Tbe  sweet-leav*d  walnufsundulated  grain, 
PolishM  with  care,  adds  to  the  workman*s  art 
Its  Tąrying  beauties.    Tbe  taU  towering  elm^ 
Sooop'd  into  boUow  tubes,  in  secret  streams 
Conreys  for  many  a  mile  the  limpid  wave; 
Or  from  its  height  when  humbled  to  the  ground^ 
Conreys  the  pride  of  mortal  man  to  dust. 
Aad  laBt  tbe  oak,  king  of  Britannia's  woods, 
And  gnardian  of  ber  isle !  wbose  sons  robust, 
The  best  supporters  of  incumbent  weight, 
Their  beams  and  pillars  to  tbe  builder  giye, 
Of  strengtb  immense:  or  in  the  bounding  deep 
The  loose  foundations  lay  of  iloatiog  walls, 
Impregnably  secure.    But  suok,  but  falleu 
Froai  all  your  ancient  grandcur,  O  ye  groves ! 
Beneatb  wbose  lofty  venenible  boughs 
Tbe  Druid  erst  his  solemn  rites  perform'd, 
Aud  taught  to  distant  realms  bis  sacred  lorę, 
Wbere  are  your  beauties  fied  ?  Wherebut  to  scrre 
Your  thanklcss  country,  who  unblushing  sees 
H«r  oaked  forests  longing  for  your  sbade. 


The  task,  the  glorioas  ta&k»  for  ^ee  mDain)^ 

0  prince  belov'd !  for  thee,  morę  nobly  bora 
Than  for  thyself  alone,  tbe  patriot  work 
Yet  unattempted  waits.    O  let  not  pass 
The  fair  occasion  to  remotest  time 

Thy  name  with  praiae,  with  bonour  to  transoiit! 
So  shall  thy  coantry*s  rising  fleets  to  thee 
Owe  futurę  trinmphs;  ao  ber  naval  strengtb^ 
Supported  firom  within,  shall  fix  thy  daim 
To  ocean*s  soTereignty ;  and  to  thy  porta^ 
In  every  climate  of  the  peopled  Earth, 
Bear  commeroe;  fearlesa,  nnresisted,  aafo. 
Let  then  the  great  ambition  fire  thy  breaat. 
For  this,  thy  natire  land;  replace  the  lost 
Inhabitaots  of  ber  deaerted  plains. 
Let  Thome  once  morę  on  Windsor^s  lofty  liiKs 
Sunrey  young  forests  planted  by  thy  band. 
Let  fair  Sabrina's  ikx>d  agam  bebold 
The  Spanianf  s  terrour  ^  rise  renewM.    And  Trent 
From  Sherwood*s  ample  plains,  with  pride  coDTey 
The  bulwarks  of  ber  country  to  tbe  mam. 

O  native  Sherwood !  happy  were  thy  bard» 
Might  tbcse  his  rural  notes,  tó  futore  time 
Boast  of  tali  groTes,  that,  nodding  o*er  tby  płaiiy 
Rosę  to  their  tuneful  ntelody.    But,  ah ! 
Beneath  the  feeble  eflbrts  of  a  Muse 
Untutor^d  by  the  lorę  of  Greece  or  Rocne; 
A  stranger  to  the  fair  Castalian  springs, 
Whence  happier  poets  inspiration  draw, 
And  the  sweet  naagic  of  persnasiTe  song» 
Tbe  weak  presumption,  tbe  fond  bope  expiret. 
Yet  surę  some  sacred  impulse  stirs  my  breait! 

1  feel,  1  feel,  an  heaTenly  gnesŁ  within ! 
And  all-obedient  to  the  ruling  god, 

The  pleasing  task  which  be  inspires,  pmrsae. 

And  hence,  disdaining  Iow  and  trivial  tbinga^ 
W  by  should  I  tell  of  him  whose  obrions  art. 
To  drain  the  Iow  damp  meadow»  aloping  siaka 
A  hoilow  trencb,  which,  arch^d  at  half  its  depth» 
Cover'd  with  filtering  brusb-wood,  forze  or  brooo^ 
And  8urfoc'd  o'er  with  earth,  in  secret  streama 
Drawa  its  collected  moisture  from  the  glebę  ? 
Orwby  ofhim,  who  o'cr  his  sandy  fielda, 
Too  dry  to  bear  tbe  Sun*s  meridian  beam, 
Callś   from   the  neighbooring    kilU  obaeąniooa. 

springs, 
Which,  led  in  winding  cnrrents  thro*  the  mead^ 
Cool  the  bot  soil,  refresh  the  thirsty  plain, 
While  witber'd  plants  reriying  smile  around  } 
But  sing,  O  Muse!  the  swain,  tbe  happy  awaioi 
Wbom  taste  and  naturę  leading  o^er  his  ficlds, 
Conduct  to  erery  raral  beanty.    See! 
Before  his  footsteps  winds  the  waring  walk, 
Herę  gently  rising,  tbere  descending  slow 
Thro'  the  tali  grove,  or  near  the  water*s  brińk, 
Wheie  aowers  besprinkled  paint  the  sbdrłngbank^ 
And  weeping  willows  bend  to  kisa  the  stream. 
Now  wandering  o'er  the  lawn  be  iove8,  and  now 
Beneath  the  hawthom's  secret  shade  reclines : 
Wheie  purple  riolets  haog  their  bashfbl  heads, 
Wbere  ycUow  cowslips,  and  the  Mnsbing  płnk^ 
Their  mingled  sweets,  and  lovely  b«es  combtiie. 

Herę,  shełter^d  from  the  north,  his  ripening  fhiita 
Display  their  sweet  temptations  from  the  wall» 
Or  from  the  gay  espalier:  while  below» 

^  The  oAcers  on  board  tbe  Spanisb  ileet  in  1588» 
called  the  Invinoib1e  Armada.had  it  in  their  orders, 
if  tbey  couM  not  subdue  the  island,  at  least  to 
destroy  the  forest  of  Dean,  which  łs  in  tbe  -  '-*- 
boorbood  of  tbe  river  Serem. 
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His  various  esculents,  from  glowing  beds 
Give  tłie  fair  promise  of  delicious  feasts. 

There  from  his  forming  hand  new  scenes  arise, 
The  fair  creation  of  his  fancy*8  eye. 
Lo!  bosom'd  in  the  solem n  sbady  grore. 
Whose  revercnd  branches  wave  on  yonder  hill, 
He  views  the  moss-grown  temple's  ruinM  tower, 
Cover*d  with  creeping  ivy*s  cluster'd  Ieaves; 
The  mansion  seeming  ot'  some  rural  god, 
Whom  Nature'B  choris>tei*8,  in  untaugbt  hymns 
Of  wild  yet  sweetesŁ  haraioiiy,  adore. 
From  the  bold  brow  of  that  nspiring  steep, 
Where  hang  the  nibbling  flociis,  and  view  below 
Thcir  downward  shadows  in  the  glassy  wave, 
What  pleasing  iańdscaiHJS  spread  before  his  eye! 
Of  scattcr'd  villagcs,  and  winding  strcams, 
And  meadowsgreen,  andwoods, and distantapires, 
£>eeming,  above  the  bfue  horizon^s  boand, 
To  prop  the  canopy  of  Heaven:    Now  lost 
Amidst  a  glooming  wildcrness  of  shrabs, 
Tfte  goldcn  orange,  arbute  ever  gretn, 
The  early-blooming  almond,  feathery  pine. 
Fair  opulus'^,  to  Spripg,  to  Autuinn  dear, 
And  the  sweet  shades  of  varyłng  verdure,  canght 
From  soft  acacia's  gently-u'aving  branch, 
Heedlcss  he  wanders:  while  the  grateful  scents 
Of  sweet-briar,  roses,  honcysuckles  wild. 
Regale  the  smcll;  and  to  th*  cnchanted  eye 
Mezereon^s  pijrple,  laumstinus*  wbite. 
And  pale  laburnum's  pendent  flowcrs  display 
Theirdifferentbeauties.  0'crthesmooth-shorngrass 
His  liniicring  footsteps  leisurcly  proceed, 
In  meditation  deep: — AVhcn,  bark!  the  sound 
Of  distantwatersteals  upon  his  car; 
And  sudden  opens  to  his  paui^iiig  eye 
The  rapiA  rough  cascade,  from  the  rude  rock 
Down  dasUing  in  a  streain  of  lucid  foam: 
Then  glidesaway,  meandring  o'er  the  lawn, 
A  li(^uid  surface;  shining  seen  afar, 
At  intervals,  beneath  the  shadowy  trees; 
Till  lost  and  buried  in  the  distant  grove. 
W  rapt  iuto  sacred  musing,  he  rcclines 
Beneath  the  covert  of  embowering  shades; 
AikI,  paiutjng  to  his  niind  the  bustling  scenes 
Of  pride  and  bold  ambition,  pities  kings. 

Genius  of  gardens ;  Natare's  fairest  child! 
Thon,  who,  inspirM  by  the  directing  mind 
Of  Heaven,  didst  plan  the  scenes  of  Paradise; 
Thou  at  whose  hidding  rosc  th'  Hesperian  bowers 
Of  ancient  famę,  the  fair  Aonian  mount, 
Castaliau  springs,  and  ail  th*  enchauting  groves 
Of  Tempc's  vale:  Oh  where  hast  thou  been  bid? 
For  ages  where  have  stray*d  thy  steps  unknoM'n  ? 
Welcome  at  length,  tbriee  wtlcome  to  the  shore 
Of  Btitai(i's  beauteous  i  siej  where  verdant  plains, 
"Where  hiłls  and  dales,  and  woods  aud  waters  join 
To  aid  thy  peiicil,  fuvour  thy  designs, 
And  give  thy  varying  laudscapes  every  charm. 
Drivc  then  Batavia'ł»  ^  monsters  from  our  shades ; 
Nor  Ict  unhailow'd  shears  profane  the  form, 
Which  Heaven's  own  hand,  with  symmetrydivine, 
Hath  given  to  all  the  ytgetable  tribes. 
Banisb  the  rrgular  defonnity 
Of  plans  by  Hne  and  compass,  niles  abhorr'd 
In  Nature*s  frte  plantalions;  and  rrstore 
Its  pleasing  wilduess  to  the  garden  walk; 

TThe  Gdder  rosę. 
'      "The  taste  for  straight  lines,  regular  platfofms, 
and  clipt  trees,  was  imported  from  iloliand  at  tiie 
RcvtiIution. 


The  calm  serene  recess  of  Łhoughtiul  tauti 
Id  meditation'8  atlent  sacred  hour. 

And  lo !  tbe  progress  of  thy  steps  appean 
In  fair  improvements  scatterM  round  tbe  land. 
'Earliest  in  Chiswick^s  beauteous  migiel  ieen-: 
There  thy  firstiavourite,  in  the  happy  ahade 
To  Naturę  introduc'd,  tbe  goddess  woo^d* 
And  in  sweet  rapture  there  enjoy*d  ber  cbamis* 
In  Richmond*s  venerable  woods  and  wilds^ 
The  calm  retreat,  where  wearied  mąjestj, 
Unbending  from  his  cares  for  Britain's  peace, 
Steals  a  few  moments  to  indulge  his  own. 
On  Oatland'8  brow,  where  grandeur  sits  enthn»*dy 
Smiling  on  beauty.    In  the  loyely  vale 
Of  Esher,  wbere  the  mole  gtkles  lingering,  loath 
To  leave  sucb  scenes  of  sweet  simplicity. 
In  Woburn^s^  omamented  fields,  where  gay 
Yariety,  where  mingled  lights  and  shades,  [break, 
Where  lawns  and  gro\'es,  and  openiiig  prospect* 
With  sweet  surprise,  upon  the  wandering  eye. 
On  Hagley^B  hills,  irregułar  and  wild, 
Where  thro*  romantic  scenes  of  hanging  woods. 
And  yallies  green,  and  rocks,  and  hołiow  dales, 
Wbile  echo  talks,  and  nymphs  and  dryads  play, 
ThouroY^stenamour^d;  leadingbythe  hand 
Its  master,  who,  inspir*d  wKh  all  thy  art, 
Adds  beauties  to  what  Naturę  plann'd  so  fiiir. 

Hail,  sweet  retirement!  wisdom^s  peacelul  seat! 
Where  lifted  from  the  crowd,  and  calmly  phc^ 
Beyond  the  deafening  roar  of  human  strife, 
Th*  Athenian  ^^  sagę  his  happy  foUowcrs  taught, 
That   pleasure   sprang  from   virtue.      Gncioos 
How  worthy  tbj'  dirine  beneficence,        [Hearen! 
Tbis  fair  establish^d  troth !  ye  blisdul  bowers, 
Ye  Yocal  grores  whose  echoes  caught  his  lore, 

0  might  1  hear,  thro*  time^s  long  tract  conreyM, 
The  morał  lessons  taught  beneath  your  shades! 
And  lo,  transported  to  the  sacred  scenes, 
Such  the  divine  enchantment  of  the  Mose, 

1  see  the  sagę;  I  hear,  I  hear  his  Toiee. 

"  The  end  of  life  is  happiness;  'the  means 
That  end  to  gain,  fair  virtue  giyesalone. 
From  the  vain  phantoms  of  delusivc  fear, 
Or  strong  desire^s  intemp^rance,  spring  the  moes 
Which  human  life  embitter.    Oh,  my  sons,  [fear 
From  errour^s  darkening  clouds,  from  groundkn 
Enfeebling  all  her  powers,  with  early  skill, 
Clear  the  bewilder^d  mind.    Let  fortitude 
Establish  in  your  breasts  her  steadiast  throne^ 
So  shall  the  stings  of  evil  ńx  no  woand: 
Nor  dread  of  poverty,  nor  pain,  nor  grief. 
Nor  life^s  disasters,  nor  the  fear  ofdeatb, 
Shake  the  just  purpose  of  your  steody  souls. 
The  golden  cuib  of  temp^rance  ncxt  prepare. 
To  rein  th'  impetuous  sallies  of  desire. 
He  who  the  kindling  sparks  of  anger  checks, 
Shall  ne'er  with  firuitless  tears  in  vain  lament 
Its  flame's  destructivc  ragę.    Who  from  the  vale 
Ambition*s  dangerous  pinacle  surreys; 
Safe  from  the  blast  which  shakes  the  towerhig  pDe^ 
Enjoys  secure  repose,  nor  dreads  the  storm 
Whcn  public  clamours  rise.    Who  cautions  turaa 
From  Icwd  temptation  smiling  in  the  eye 
Of  waiitonness,  hath  burst  the  golden  bands 
Of  futurę  anguish ;  hath  redeem*d  his  frame    . 
From  early  feebleness,  and  dire  disease. 

9  .Mr.  Southcote^s, 

'*  Epicurus;  who  on  account  of  teaching  in  his 
garden,  was  called  the  Garden  Philosopber;  and 
his  disciples,  the  PbiIo:>ophers  of  the  Gaidea» 
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Wbo  lete  fhe  griping  hand  ot  aT*rice  pinch 

To  narrow  sdfiBbn«8i  tbe  social  heart; 

£xdQdef  iair  friencUhip,  cbarity,  and  love, 

fmn  tbeir  diTioe  exertioj)s  in  his  breast. 

And  SBC,  my  friendg,  this  garden*a  little  bouad, 

So  (mail  tbe  wanta  of  naturę,  well  snpplies 

Oar  boaid  wiUi  plenty ;  rootś,  or  wholesome  pulse, 

Or  beri»,  or  flavoar'd  fruita :  and  frqm  tbe  atream 

Tbe  band  of  moderation  flUa  a  cup. 

To  thirat  delicious.    Hence  nor  feyera  ńse, 

Kor  wrfeitB,  nor  tbe  boilinsc  blood,  inflam'd 

With  turbid  violence,  tbe  Teina  distend. 

Bear  tben,  and  weigb  tbe  moment  of  my  worda. 

Wbo  thus  tbe  aenaual  appetitea  reatrain, 

Kojoy  tbe  beavenly  Yenus  "  of  tbeae  abadea, 

Cdestjal  pleasure;  tranąail  and  aecure, 

FroiD  paiD,  diaeaae,  and  anxiooa  troublea  free^ 


CANTO   UL     • 

AKOUMENT. 

Dfhay-making.  A  method  of  preaenńng  bay  from 
being  mow-bamt,  or  taking  fire.  Of  banreat, 
and  the  barrest-home.  The  praisea  of  England 
vith  regard  to  ita  various  products.  Applea. 
Hopa.  Hemp.  Flax.  Coals.  Fullers-earth. 
Stone.  Łead.  Tin.  Iron.  Dyers  ber  ba.  £a- 
mlents.  Mcdicinals.  Transitions  from  tbe 
caltiTation  of  tbe  earth  to  the  care  of  sbeep, 
cattle  and  boraea.  Of  foeding  sheep.  Of  tbeir 
dłseaees.  Sheep-sbearing.  Of  improving  tbe 
breed.  Of  tbe  dairy  and  its  producta.  Of 
boiaeg.  Tbe  dranght^borao  road-borae— ban- 
ter-Hace-borae—i^nd  war-borae.  Concluding 
vith  an  addreaa  to  the  prince  to  prefer  tbe  arta 
of  peaoe  to  thoee  of  war« 

Wriu  thus  at  eaae,  beneatb  embelliah*d  abadea, 
We  rove  dcligbted;  lo  !  the  ripening  mead 
Calls  forth  tbe  labouring  binds.    In  slauting  rowa, 
With  sŁill-approacbingstep,  and  levell'd  atroke, 
The  early  mower,  bending  o*er  bis  8C3rthe, 
lays  Iow  tbe  sleuder  grasa ;  cmblem  of  man, 
Falling  beneatb  the  ruthłeas  band  of  Time. 
Tben  foltows  blithe,  eąuipt  with  fork  and  rake, 
In  liglit  array,  the  train  of  nymphs  and  awain?. 
Wideo'er  the  field,  tbeir  Ubour  seeming  sport, 
Tbey  toss  the  withering  herbage.    Light  it  flies, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  Zephyr;  wbose  soft  gaie, 
Nowwbile  th' ascending  Sun*8bright  bcamesbales 
The  grateful  sweetuess  of  the  new-mown  bay, 
Breathing  refreshment,  ians  tbe  toiling  swain. 
And  soon,  tbe  jocund  dale  and  echoing  bill 
Resound  with  merriment.    The  simple  jest, 
The  tilbge  tale  of  scandal,  and  the  taunts 
Of  rade  unpolishM  wit,  raisc  sudden  bursts 
or  iaughter  from  beneatb  tbe  spreading  oak, 
Where  throwń  at  ease,  and  sbcIterM  from  the  Sun, 
The  plain  repast,  and  wholesome  bev'nige  cheer 
Tbeir  spirits.     Light  as  air  tbey  spring,  renew'd> 
To  social  labour:  soon  tbe  ponderoua  wain 
Mores  slowly  onward  with  its  fragrant  load, 
Ąnd  swells  tbe  barn  capacious:  or,  to  crown 
Tbeir  toil,  large  tapering  pyramids  tbey  build, 
The  magazines  of  plenty,  to  ensure 
From  Włnter's  want  the  flocks,  and  lowing  herds. 
But  do  the  threat*ning  clouds  precipitate 

^^He  placed  in  his  garden  a  statuę  of  tbe  Venna 
Celeitis,  which.probably  be  might  intend  should 
be  symbolical  of  bis  doctrioe. 


Tby  work,  and  burry  to  tbe  field  tby  team, 

£re  the  Sun*s  beat,  or  penetratiog  wind, 

Hatb  drawn  its  moisture  from  the  fading  grass? 

Or  hatb  tbe  burating  shower  tby  labours  drenchM 

With  sudden  inundation  ?  Ab,  with  care 

Accumulate  tby  load,  or  in  the  mow, 

Or  on  the  rising  rick.     Tbe  smotbcr*d  dampS| 

Ferraenting,  glow  within;  and  latent  sparks 

At  length  engender*d,  kindle  by  degrees, 

Till,  wide  and  wider  spreading,  they  admit 

Tbe  fatal  blast,  wbicb  instantly  oonsumes^ 

In  flamcs  resłstlesa,  tby  collected  slore. 

This  dire  disaster  to  avoid,  prepare 

A  hollow  basket,  or  tbe  coQcave  round 

Of  some  capacioua  yessel ;  to  its  sidea 

Af!ix  a  triple  cord:  tben  let  tbe  swains. 

Fuli  in  tbe  centrę  of  tby  purpos*d  heap, 

Place  the  obtrusivc  barrier;  rising  still 

As  tbey  advance,  by  its  united  bands, 

Tbe  wide  machinę.    Thus  leaving  in  the  mids^ 

An  empty  spacc,  the  coolling  air  draws  in, 

And  from  the  flame,  or  from  offcnsiTe  tainta 

Pemicioys  to  thy  cattle,  sares  tbeir  food. 

And  now  the  ruler  of  tbe  golden  day, 
From  the  fierce  Lion  glows  with  beat  intense; 
Whilc  Ceres  on  the  ripening  field  looks  down 
In  smiles  benign.    Now  with  enraptur*d  eye, 
The  end  of  all  his  toil,  and  its  reward, 
Tlie  farmer  ^iews.    Ab,  gracious  Heaven !  attend 
His  ferrent  prayer ;  restrain  tbe  temp«at'8  ragę, 
The  dreadful  bligbt  disarm ;  nor  in  one  blast 
The  products  of  the  labouring  year  destroy ! 
Yet raili  is  Heaven*8  indulgence;  for  when  now, 
In  ready  ranks  th'  impatient  reapers  stand, 
Arm'd  with  tbe  scythe  or  sickle :— -echoes  shrill 
Of  winding  borns,  the  shouts  and  hallooings  lood 
Of  huntsmen,  and  the  ery  of  opening  bounds^ 
Float  in  the  gale  meiodious,  butinvade 
His  frighted  sense  with  dread.   Near  and  morę  ncar 
l*b*  unwelcome  soundsapproacb;  and  sudden  o*er 
His  fencc  tbe  tali  stagbounds:  in  close  pursnit 
Tbe  hunter  train,  on  many  a  noble  steed, 
Undaunted  follow ;  wbile  tbe  eager  pack 
Burstunrcsisted  thro'  the  yielding  hedge. 
In  YtLitip  unheard,  tbe  wretched  bind  exclaim8: 
Tbe  ruin  of  his  crop  in  vain  łaments : 
Deaf  to  hią  cries.  they  trarerse  the  ripe  field 
In  cruel  exultation;  trampling  down 
Beneath  tbeir  fect,  in  one  short  momenfa  sport, 
The  peace,  the  comfort  of  his  futurę  year. 
Unfecling  wealth  !  ab,  when  wilt  thou  forbear 
Thy  insults,  thy  injustice  to  tbe  poor? 
Wben  taste  the  biiss  of  nursing  in  thy  breast 
Tbe  sweet  sensationa  of  humanity? 

Yet  all  arc  not  desLroyers:  some  unspoiPd 
By  fortunę  still  preserze  a  feeling  heart. 
And  see  the  yellow  fields,  with  labourers  8prea49 
Resign  tbeir  treasurefi  to  tbe  reaper^s  band, 
Herę  standa  in  con\ely  order  on  the  plain. 
And  cluster'd  sbeavcs,  the  king  of  golden  com^ 
Unbenided  wbeat,  support  of  human  life:     . 
Thcre  rises  in  round  hcaps  the  maltster^s  hope^ 
Gratn  which  the  reapcr^s  care  solicita  best 
By  tempting  prumlscs  of  potent  beer, 
The  joy,  the  meed  of  thirst-creating  toil ; 
Tbe  poor  man's  cbimmy  fare*  tbe  sickle  reapa; 

^  Rye,  of  wbicb  is  madę  a  coarae  clammy  kind 
of  bread,  used  by  tbe  poorer  people  in  many  parta 
of  England  on  acconut  of  ita  cbeapneą*. 
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The  steed^s  li^t  prOTender  obeys  the  scythe. 

Labour  and  mirtb  united,  glow  beneath 

The  mid-day  Sun ;  the  laughing  hinds  rejoice; 

Their  mastt!i'*8  heart  is  open*d,  and  his  eye 

Looks  with  iiiciulgence  on  the  gleaning  poor. 

At  ien^tb,  adoniM  witb  boughs  and  garlandsgayy 

Nod.s  the  last  load  along  the  sboutiug  field. 

Kow  to  the  God  of  harvest  in  a  song 

Tho  grateful  farmer  pays  accepted  thanks, 

With  joy  unfcignM:  while  to  his  ravish'd  ear 

Tlic  giatulations  of  assisting  swains 

Are  musie.     His  exulting  soul  expandf : 

He  prcsses  every  aiding  hand;  he  bids 

The  plentcous  feast,  beneath  some  spreading  tree 

.Load  the  larga  board;  and  circolates  the  bowl, 

The  copious  bQjivl,  uDmeasur'd,  unrestrain^d, 

A  free  libation  to  th'  immortal  gods, 

Who  crown  with  plenty  the  prolific  soil. 

Haii,  favour'd  island!  happy  region,  hall! 
Whose  temperate  skies,  mild  air,  and  gcnial  dews, 
Knrich  the  ft;rtile  glebę;  blessinjr  thy  sóns 
With  Yarious  productsi  to  the  life  ofman 
Indulgent.    Thine  Pomoną's  choicest  gift, 
The  tasteful  apple,  rich  with  racy  juice, 
Theme  of  thy  envy'd  song,  Silurian  bard; 
Affording  to  the  swains,  in  sparkling  cups, 
Delicious  bev*rage.    Thine  on  Cantium^s  hillsy 
The  flow'ry  hop,  whose  tendriłs  climbing  round 
The  tali  aspiring  pole,  bear  their  light  heads 
Aloft,  in  pendent  clusters;  which  in  mait*s 
Fermenting  tuns  infus'd,  to  mellow  age 
!Preserves  the  potent  draught.  Thine  too  the  plant. 
To  whose  tough  stringy  stalks  thy  num'rous  fleets 
Owe  their  strong  cordager  with  her  sisteV  stem, 
Her  fairer  sistcr,  whence  Minerva*8^  tribe, 
T*  enfold  in  soflncss  beauty^s  loveIy  limbs, 
Present  their  woven  texture;  and  from  whence, 
A  second  birth,  grows  the  papyrean  leaf^, 
A  tablet  firm,  on  which  the  painter-bard 
Delineates  thought,  and  to  the  wondering  eye 
Embodies  vocaI  air,  and  groups  the  sound. 

With    Tarious   blessings    teems    thy   firuitful 
womb. 
Ix> !  from  the  depth  of  many  a  yawning  minę 
Thy  fossil  treasures  rise.    The  blasing  hearths» 
From  deep  sulphureous  pits,  consumeless  stores 
Of  fiiel  boast.    Thy  oil-imbibing  earth^i 
The  faller's  mili  assisting,  safedefies 
AU  foTcign  rivals  in  the  cIothier's  arŁ 
The  builder^s  stone  tby  numerous  qQarries  hide; 
With  limę,  its  close  concomitant.    The  hills, 
The  ))arren  hills  of  Derby»s  wildest  peak, 
In  leadabound;  soft,  fusile,  malleable; 
Whose  ample  shects  thy  venerable  domes, 
From  rough  inclement  storms  of  \ii'ind  and  rain, 
In  safety  clothc.     Devoniu's  anclent  mines, 
Whose  treasures  tempted  first  PhoBnicia*s  sons 
To  conrt  thy  cummerce,  still  exhau8tless,  yield 
The  yalued  ore,  from  whence,  Britannia,  thou 

'  Minerva  is  said  to  have  inyented  the  art  of 
wearing. 

'  The  leaf  of  the  Egyptian  plant,  papynis,  was 
ancientlyu.sed  forwritingupon;  from  whence  is  de- 
rived  the  present name  of  our  materiał  calledpaper. 

**  Fullers  earth  is  fbund  in  no  other  country; 
and  as  it  is  of  so  great  use  in  the  manufacturing 
of  cloth,  the  exportation  of  it  is  prohibited.  Dr. 
Woodwardsays  this  ibssil  is  of  morę  yalue  to  £ng- 
land  thao  the  mines  of  Peru  wodld  be. 


Thine  hopour^d  nąpie^  deriv*$t.    Kor  waafst  fhoi 
Of  that  all-useful  metal,  the  support  [stoie 

Of  ev'ry  art  mechanic.     lience  arise 
In  Dean's  large  forest  numerous  glowmg  kilm, 
Tbe  rough  rude  ore  calcining ;  whence  cO!Dvey'd 
To  tbe  nerce  fumace,  its  intenser  beat 
Melts  the  hard mass;  which  flows,  an iron stntn^ 
On  sandy  beds  below :  and  stiffening  there, 
A  ponderous  lupnp^  but  to  the  hammer  tam'd, 
Takes  from  the  forge,  in  bars,  its  (|pal  form. 

But  the  glad  Muse,  from  subterraneaD  caTei 
Emerging,  views  with  wonder  and  delight, 
What  numerott»product8  still  rematn  unsonir. 
With   fish  abound  thy  streams;  tby  sbelUriag 

woods 
To  fowi  give  friendly  covert;  and  thy  plaioi 
TIic  cloTen-footed  race,  in  Yarious  hcrds, 
Kange  undisturb'd.    Fair  Flora^s  swcct^  bnds 
BIow  on  thy  be^uteousbosom;  and  herfniit« 
Pomona  pours  in  plenty  on  thy  lap. 

Thou, to  the  dyer^s  tin^ini?  caidilron  giv'st 
The  yellow-stainiug  weed,  luttola^; 
The  glastum  brown'',  with  which  tby  nakedsoos 
In  ancient  time  their  hardy  limbs  distainM; 
Nor  the  rich  rubia  8  does  thine  band  a^itbhold. 

G  ratcful  and  salutary  spring  the  plants 
Which  crown  thy  numerous  gardens,  and  i&Tita 
To  hcalth  and  temperance,  in  the  simple  meal, 
Uustain'd  with  murder,  undelird  with  bloiod, 
UnpoisouM  with  rich  sauces,  to  proYoke 
Th'  unwilling  appetite  to  gluttony. 
For  this,  the  bulbous  esculents  their  roots 
With  sweetness  fili;  for  this,  witb  coolingjoice 
The  green  herb  spreads  its  leaves;  and  opening 

budsy 
Andilowers,  andseeds,  with  yarious  flayours  tei&|^ 
Th'  ensanguin'd  palate  firom  its  sa^age  feast. 

Nor  liath  tbe  god  of  phyi>ic  and  of  day 
Forgot  to  shed  kind  influence  on  thy  plants 
Medicinal.    Lo !  from  his  beaming  rays 
Their  various  energies  to  every  herb 
Impartcd  fiow.    He  the  salubrious  leaf 
Of  cordial  sagę,  the  purple-flowering  hea4 
Of  fragrant  lareudc^r,  enlivening  mint, 
Valeriau's  fetid  smell,  endows  benign 
With  their  cephalic  yirtues.     He  tbe  root 
Of  broad  angelica,  and  tui\ed  flowcr 
Of  creeping  chamomile,  impregnates  deep 

'The  learned  antiquary,  Bocbart,  is  of  opinioa 
that  thePbcEnicians,  coming  to  buy  tin  in  the  island 
of  Albion,  gave  it  the  name  of  Barat>Anac,tbati$t 
the  land  or  country  of  tin:  which  being  softeoed 
by  the  Grecks  into  Britannia,  was  adupted  by  the 
Romans.  This  etymology  seems  to  be  confirmed 
by  the  Grecians  calling  the  isles  of  Scilly,  Cassi- 
terides,  which  signifies  in  Greek,  the  same  as 
Barat-Anacin  Phcenician.  Rapia. 

6  Weld,  commouly  called  dyer*s  weed, 

•^  Woad. 

8  Madder,  which  is  used  by  tbe  dyers  for  making 
the  most  solid  and  richest  red ;  and  as  Mottimcr 
obsenres,  was  thought  so  valuab1e  in  kiug  Charles 
the  First^s  time,  that  it  was  madę  a  patent  coo- 
modity.  But  the  cultivation  of  it  bath  sińce  beea 
so  strangely  neglected,  that  we  now  purebase  from 
the  Dutch  the  greatest  parfrof  what  we  use,  to  the 
amount,  as  Mr.  Miliar,  in  his  Gardener*s  Dicti- 
onary,  says  he  bath  been  iniormed,  of  near  Łbirty 
tbousaud  pounds  a  year. 
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WHb  powen  carmhiatiye.    In  every  brake 
Wonnwood  and  centaury,  their  bitter  juice. 
To  akl  di;estion's  siekły  powera,  refine. 
The  cmootb  altba:a9  its  luJsamic  wave 
Indatgent  pours.     Rryofeo*!  strengpŁbening  root 
Sdrtoaodfl  thy  sea>girt  isle,  restorative, 
fair  qaeen  of  love,  to  thy  enfeebled  sons. 
Hypericum  ^^,  beneath  each  shelfring  basb, 
Its  healing  Tirtae  modestly  conceals. 
Tby  friendly  soil  to  liquorice  imparti 
Its  dulcet  moistuie,  whence  tbe  labouring  lungs 
Of  pułting  asthma  find  a  surę  relief. 
Tbe  scarlet  poppy,  on  tb^  painted  fields, 
Sows  his  somniforous  bead,  inviting  soon 
To  peaoefiil  slumber  the  di^o^der'd  mind. 
Lo,  fttMn  thy  bauin's  exhilarating  leaf, 
The  moping  fieod,  black  Melancholy,  flies; 
^nd  baroiog  Febris,  with  its  lenient  flood 
Coob  her  hot  entrails;  or  embathes  ber  limbs 
la  sudorific  streams,  tbat  cleansing  dow      [boast 
I^rom  saffron'8  friendly  spring.     Thou  too  can'8t 
ilie  blessed  thistle  **,  whose  rejectiv«  power 
Kelieres  tbe  loaded  Yiscera;  and  to  thee 
The  rosę,  tbe  violet,  their  emollieut  leaves 
On  every  busb,  on  every  bank,  display. 

These  are  thy  products,  fair  Britannia,  these 
The  copious  blessings,  wbich  thy  envied  sona, 
Dirided  and  distinguish^d  from  the  world, 
Secure  and  free,  beneath  j ust  lawa,  enjoy. 
Nor  dread  the  rarage  of  destructire  war; 
Kor  black  contagion's  pestilential  breath ;  ^towns, 
Korreoding  £arth'8  convuIaions, — ^fields,  flocks, 
SwałlowM  abmpt,  in  ruin'afrightful  jaws; 
Nor  wone,  far  worae  than  all,  the  iron  band 
Oflawlesspowcr,  8tretch'd  o'er  precarious  wealth, 
laads,  liberty,  and  life,  the  wanton  prey 
Of  its  enoruKMia  unresisting  gripe. 

Bat  farther  now  in  vegetation*s  patha, 
Thro'  calturM  6elda,  and  woods,  and  waTing  crops, 
Tbe  wearied  Muae  forjbears  to  wind  her  watk. 
To  flocks  and  berds  ber  futurę  strains  aspire. 
And  let  tbe  listening  binda  instmcted  hear 
Tbe  cloiing  precepts  of  her  labonr^d  song. 

U>!  on  the  side  of  yonder  alanting  hill, 
BcDcatb  a  spreading  oak*8  broad  foliagc,  sita 
The  sbepherd  swain,  and  patient  by  bis  side 
His  watcbfol  dog ;  while  round  the  nibbling  flocks 
Sprcad  their  widc  fleecea  o^er  the  verdant  Blope, 
A  laodacape  pleasing  to  the  painter^s  eye. 
Mark  bis  maternal  cai'e.    Tbe  tender  race, 
Of  beat  impatient,  as  of  pincbing  cold 
Afraid,  be  shelters  from  tbe  rising  Sun, 
Beneath  the  inountain^s  western  side;  and  when 
Tbe  erening  beam  aboota  eastward,  tnming  seeks 
Tli*  alteniatp  umbrage.    Now  to  tbe  sweetest  food 
Of  fallow  fielda  he  leads,  and  nightly  folda, 
T*enricb  th*  eshausted  soil:  defending  safe 
From  inurd*roua  tbieres,  and  from  the  prowling  fox, 
Their  helpless  innocence.     His  skilful  eye 
Studions  explore8  the  latent  lUs  which  prey 
Upon  the  bleating  nation.    The  foul  mange 
lofectious,  their  impatient  foot,  by  o(t 
Kepeated  scratchings,  will  betray.    This  callf 
For  hit  immediate  aid,  the  apreading  taint 
To  stop.    Tobacco,  in  tbe  briny  wave 
lafu8'd,  afibida  a  waah  of  80vereign  use 

9  Marsb-mallows.  >*  St  Jobn^s  wort 
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;  To  beal  the  dire  diaeu e.    The  wriggling  tali 
Surę  indication  giv6s,  that,  bred  beneath, 
DeTOuring  Termin  lurk:  these,  or  with  dust 
Or  deaden'd  limę  besprinkled  thick,  £aU  off 
In  smotbcr^d  crowds.    Diseases  nuinerous 
Assanlt  the  barmless  race;  but  chief  tbe  6end 
Wbich  taints  with  rotteness  their  inward  frame. 
And  sweeps  tbem  from  the  plain  in  putrid  heapa, 
A  nuisaiice  to  tbe  smell.     This,  this  d^mands 
His  watchful  care.    If  he  percei^ea  tli^  fleece 
In  patches  lost;  if  the  dejecŁed  eye 
Looks  pale  and  langr^d;  if  the  rosy  guma 
Change  to  a  yellow  foulnesa;  and  tbe  breath» 
Panting  and  sbort,  emita  a  aickly  stench ; 
Warn^d  by  the  fatal  symptoma,  be  remorea 
To  rising  grounds  and  dry,  the  tainted  Aock; 
The  best  expedient  to  reatore  that  health 
Which  the  fuli  pasture,  or  the  Iow  damp  mdor 
Endanger^d.    But  if  bure  and  barren  hills, 
Or  dry  and  sandy  plains,  too  br  remov'd, 
Deny  their  aid,  he  speedily  prepares 
Rue*s  bitter  juice,  with  brine  and  brimstone  m:xt, 
A  powerful  remedy;  which  from  an  bom 
Injccted^  stops  tbe  dangerous  malady. 

Refulgcnt  summer  now  his  hot  domain 
Hath  carricd  to  the  tropie,  aitd  begins 
His  backward  journey%    Now  beneath  the  Sun 
Mellowing  their  ileeces  for  th*  impending  ahears^ 
The  woolly  people  in  fuli  clothing  awcat: 
When  the  smooth  current  of  a  limpid  brook 
The  shepherd  seeks,  and  plunging  in  its  wavca 
Tbe  frighted  innocents,  their  whitcning  robes 
In  the  elear  stream  grow  pure.     Emerś^ing  hence^ 
On  ]itter'd  straw  the  bleating  flocks  recline; 
Ti  11  głowi  ng  beat  aball  dry,  and  breathing  dewt 
Perspiring  soft,  again  thro'  all  the  flcece 
Diflusc  their  oily  iatness.    Then  the  swain  - 
Prepares  th'  elasŁic  sbeara,  and  gently  down 
The  patient  creature  lays;  divesting  soon 
Its  Iłghten^d  limba  of  their  encumbering  load. 

O  morę  than  minesof  gold,  than  'liamonds  Ur 
Morę  precious,  morę  important  is  tbe  fleece! 
This,  this  the  solid  base  on  which  the  sons 
Of  commerce  bnild,  exalted  to  the  sky, 
Thestructure  of  their  grandeur,  wealŁh,  and  power! 
Hence  in  the  earliest  childhood  of  her  stab^, 
Ere  yet  her  merchants  spread  the  British  sail. 
To  Earth  deScending  in  a  radiant  cloud, 
Britannia  seizM  th'  invaluabie  spoil. 
To  oceau'8  verge  exułting  swift  she  flew ; 
There,  on  the  bosom  of  the  boundiug  wave, 
Rais'd  on  berpearly  car,  fair  Commerce  ro4e 
Subłime,  the  goddeaa  of  the  watry  world. 
On  every  coast,  in  erery  clime  aJur^d. 
High  waving  in  her  band  the  wooUy  prizet 
Britannia  hail'd  and  beckon^d  to  her  shore 
The  power  benign*    Invłted  by  the  fieecc, 
From  whence  ber  penetrating  eycs  foresaw 
Wbatnyghty  honours  to  ber  name  shonld  rise, 
She  beam'd  a  gmcioua  amile,  Th'  obedient  winda, 
Rein'd  by  her  band,  conducted  to  the  beach 
Her  sumptuoua  car.    But  morę  convenient«placo 
The  Mnse  shall  find,  to  aing  the  friendly  league, 
Which  here  commenc*d,  to  times  remotestage, 
Shall  bear  the  glory  of  the  British  sail. 

Cautious  and  fearful  aome  in  carly  spring 
Recruit  their  flocks;  as  then  the  wintry  storm^ 
Their  tender  frame  hath  prov'd.  But  he  whose  alin 
Ambitious  ahould  aspire  to  mend  thę  brc^jd, 
In  firuitful  autumn  atocka  the  blcatio^  field 
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With  tmxom  ewes,  that^  to  thefr  soft  det irei 
Indnlgent,  he  may  gi^e  tbe  noblest  rams. 
Yet  not  too  early  to  tbe  geoial  sport 
Invite  tbe  modest  ewe ;  let  MicbaeFs  feast 
Commemorate  tbe  deed,  lest  tbe  cold  band 
Of  Winter  pincb  too  bard  the  new-yean'd  larnb* 

How  nice,  bow  delicate  appears  bis  choice, 
When  fixmg  on  tbe  sire  to  raisc  bis  flock? 
Hisihape,  his  marks,  bow  curious  he  8urvevs? 
His  body  lavge  and  deep,  his  buttocks  broad 
Gire  indication  of  internal  strengtb : 
Be  short  bis  legs,  yet  active;  smali  his  bead; 
So  shall  Lucina's  paint  less  pungent  prove. 
And  less  tbe  hazard  of  the  tecming  ewe: 
I/)ng  be  his  taił,  and  large  his  wool-git)wn  ear; 
Tbick,  shining,  white,  his  fleeoe ;  his  hazel  eye 
Large,  bold,  and  cheerful ;  and  his  horus,  if  horns 
You  choose,  not  straight,  bat  curvmg  round  and 

round 
On  eiiber  side  his  bead.    These  the  sole  arm9 
His  inoffensiye  iniidness  bears;  not  madę 
Fursbedding  blood,  nor  hostile  war:  yet  these, 
When  love,alI-powerful,  swellsbtsbreast,  and  pours 
Into  bis  heart  ne^y  courage,  these  be  aims 
With  meditated  fury  at  his  foe. 

In  glowingcoiours,  here  tbe  tcmpted  Muse 
Might  paint  the  rushin^  conflict,  w  hen  provok'd, 
The  rival  rams,  opposing  front  to  front, 
Spriog  forth  with  despcrate  madness  to  the  figbt. 
But  as:  deterr'd  by  tbe  su])erior  bard, 
Wha^e  steps,  at  awful  distance,  I  revere. 
Nor  dare  to  tread ;  so  by  the  thundcring  strife 
Of  his  roajestic  fathers  of  the  herd, 
My  feebłer  combatants  appallM  retreat. 

At  leisnre  npw;  O  let  me  once  a«;ain 
Once,  ere  I  leave  the  cultivated  fields, 
]My  favoarite  Patty,  in  ht-r  dairy*8  pride, 
Revisit;  and  the  generous  steods  which  grace 
The  pasturps  of  herswain,  w(-ll-pleas'd,  sunrey. 
Tbelowing  kinc,  see,  at  their  customM  hour, 
Wait  the  return ing  pail.    The  roby  maid, 
Crouching  beneath  their  sirle,  in  copious  streams 
Kxbaust6  tbe  swelling  udder.    Yesscls  large 
And  broad,  by  tbe  sweet  hand  of  neatness  c!ean*d, 
Mean  wbile,  in  dccent  order  raug*d  appear, 
The  milky  treasure,  stroi  n'd  thro^  fiitering  lawn, 
ntended  to  receive.    At  early  day, 
Sweet  slumber  shaken  irom  her  opeuing  lids. 
My  loyelj'  Patty  to  her  dairy  hies: 
Therefrom  the  surface  ofexpandetl  1mhv1s 
She  skims  the  floating  cream,  and  to  lier  chum 
Commits  the  rich  consistf  nce  ^  nor  disdains, 
Though  soft  her  hand,  tho'  delicate  ber  frame, 
To  urge  the  niral  toil ;  fond  to  obtain 
The  country-hou9cwiłc*8  humbte  name  and  praise. 
ContinuM  agitatiou  separatcs  soon 
The  unptuous  particles ;  with  gentler  strokcs 
And  artful,  soon  they  coalesce:  at  length, 
Cool  water  pouWng  from  the  linipid  spring 
Into  a  smooth-glaz'd  ve6sel,  deep  and  wide, 
She  gathere  tbe  loose  fragmentsto  an  beap; 
Whtcb  in  the  cleanstng  ware  welUwrougbt,  an4 
To  one  consistent  golden  mass,  reccivc8     [pressM 
The  sprinkled  seasoning,  and  of  paU,  or  pounds, 
The  fair  impreesion,  the  neat  shapc  as^sumes. 

Is  cheese  her  care?  warm  from  theteat  she  pours 
The  milky  flood.     Au  acid  juice  infusM, 
Trooi  tbe  dried  stomach  drawn  of  suckling  calf, 
Coagulates  the  wbole.     Immf  diate  now 
kUr  spreadiqg  baadf  bear  doi^n  tł.egathcring  curd, 


Which  bard  and  harder  gRNrs;  till,  elear  an^fti^ 

The  green  whey  rises  teparate.    Happy  smuM* 

O  how  I  envy  ye  the  losclous  dranght, 

The  soft  salubrious  beverage !  To  a  vat, 

The  size  and  fashion  whtch  her  taste  approtes, 

She  bears  the  snow-white  beaps,  berfutarecbeóei 

And  the  strong  press  establisbes  its  fonn. 

But  nicer  cates,  her  dairy^  boasted  farę, 
The  jeUy*d  cream  or  custard,  daintiest  food, 
Or  cheesecake,  or  the  oooltng  syllabub. 
For  Thyrsis  she  prepares;  wbo  from  the  field 
Retuming,  with  the  kiss  of  love  sincere, 
Salutes  ber  rosy  lip.    A  tender  look, 
Meantime,and  cheerful  smiles,  biswelcomespeilb 
Down  to  their  fnigal  board  contentment  sits, 
And  calls  it  feast  ing.     Prattlinp:  infanta  dear 
Engagc  their  fond  regard,  and  cloeer  tie 
The  band  of  nuptial  \owe.    Tbey,  happy,  feet 
Each  otber*s  bliss,  and  botb  in  different  spheres 
Employ*d,  nor  seek  nor  wish  that  cbeating  chanie 
Yariety,  which  idiers  to  their  aid 
Cali  in,  to  make  the  length  of  lazy  life 
Drag  on  less  bearily.     Domestic  cares, 
Her  children  and  ber  dairy,  well  divide 
Th*  appropriated  bours,  and  duty  makes 
Employment  pleasure.    He,  dcJighted,  givef 
Eąch  busy  setison  of  the  rolling  year. 
To  raisc,  to  feed,  t*  improve  the  generous  bon^ 
And  fit  for  various  use  bis  strength  or  speed.  ^ 

Duli,  patient,  beary,  of  lai^g^  limbs  robust, 
Whom  ncither  beauty  marks,  nor  spirits  fire; 
Him,  to  the  8ervile  toil  of  draggiug  slow 
Tbe  burtbenM  carriage;  or  to  drudge  beneath 
A  pondcrous  load  impos*d,  his  justice  doomi. 
Yet,  straining  in  th*  cnormous  cars  which  crowd 
Thy  bustling  strects,  Augusta,  qneen  of  trade, 
What  noble  bcasts  are  seen  ?  sweatiog  beneath 
Their  toil,  and  trcmbling  at  the  driYer^s  whipi 
UTg*d  with  malicious  fury  on  the  parts 
Where  feeling  ]ives  most  sensible  of  pain. 
Feli  tyran ts,  hołd!  forbear  your  hell-bora  rsge! 
See  ye  not  every  sinew,  cvery  nerve  [Musi 

Stretch*d  e\'en  to  borsting?    Yillatns!— but  thś 
:3uick  from  the  sarage  rufAans  turns  her  eye, 
Frowning  indignant.    Steeds  of  bandier  kiod, 
And  cool,  tho*  sprightly,  to  tbe  trayellM  road 
He  destines ;  surę  of  foot,  of  stcady  pace, 
Active,  and  perseTcring,  uncoropeird, 
The  tedions  length  of  many  a  tM»tcn  mile. 

But  not  alone  to  these  inferior  tribes 
Th'  ambitious  swain  confines  his  generons  breed. 
Hark !  in  his  Gelds,  when  now  the  distantsoundi 
Of  winding  horns,  and  dogs,  and  huntsmen*s  shout, 
Awake  the  scnse,  his  kindling  hunter  neighs: 
2uick  start  his  ears  erect,  his  beating  heart 
£xults,  bis  light  limbs  bound,  be  bears  aloft, 
RaisM  by  tumultuous  joy,  his  tossing  bead; 
And  all  impatient  for  the  well-known  sport, 
Leaps  the  tali  fence,  and  listening  to  the  ery, 
Pursucs  with  voluntary  speed  the  chase. 
Sec !  o*er  the  plain  he  sweeps,  nor  bedgenorditćh 
ObstructiJ  his  eagcr  flight;  nor  straining  hitis. 
Nor  headlong  steeps  deter  the  vigoroa8  steed: 
Till  join*d  at  length,  associatc  of  tbe  sport, 
He  mingles  with  thctrain,  stops  as  they  stop» 
Pursucs  as  they  pnrsue,  and  all  tbe  wild 
Eiili^ening  raptures  of  the  Geld  enjoys. 

Easy  in  mution,  pcrfect  in  bis  form. 
His  boast(d  lineage  drawn  from  steeds  of  blooOf 
He  tłie  fleet  courser,  too,  exultiąg  tho«^ 
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And  pointt  with  pride  hii  beanties.    Neatly  set 
Hif  liTdy  head,  mnd  glowing  in  his  eye 
Tnie  spiritUres.    His  nostiil  wide,  inbales 
With  eaae  the  ambient  air.    His  body  firm 
Androand,  upright  his  joiDts,his  borny  hoofii 
Smali,  shioiDg,  light;  and  large  his  ample  reacb. 
HisIiinb9,tbo'slender,brac'dwithsineiiry8trength, 
Decłarehis  winged  speed.    His  temper  mild, 
Yet  high  his  mettled  heart.    Hence  in  the  race, 
Ali  emnlofis,  he  hears  the  clashing  whips, 
He  fieels  the  animating  shouts;  ezerts 
With  eagemess  his  utmost  powers;  and  strains, 
And  springs,  and  flies,  to  reach  thedestin'd  goal. 

But  lo!  the  boast,  the  glory  of  his  stalls. 
His  wanior  steed  appears.    What  comely  pride, 
What  dignity,  what  grace,  attend  on  all 
His  motłons?  See!  ezulting  in  his  strength, 
He  paws  the  ground  impatient    On  his  brow 
Courage  enthroned  sita,  and  aoimates 
Hii  fełriess  eye.    He  bends  his  arched  erest ; 
His  mane,  loose-flowing,  ruffles  in  the  wind, 
Clothing  bis  cbest  with  fiiry.     Proud,  he  snorts, 
Chsmps  on  the  fbaming  bit,  and  piancing  high, 
Disdaiafol  seems  to  tread  the  soidid  earth, 
Yet  hears  he  and  obeys  his  master^s  voice, 
Ali  gentleness,  and  Heels,  with  conscious  pride, 
Hii  dappled  neck  clapp'd  with  a  cheering  hand: 
Botwhen  the  battle'8  martia]  sounds  invaide 
His  ear,  when  drums  and  trampets  loud  proclaim 
The  nishing  onset;  when  thick  smoke,  when  fire 
Borst  thundering  from  the  cannon'8  awful  mouth; 
Tben  all-inspirM  he  kindles  into  flame ! 
Jotrepid,  neigbs  aloud;  and,  panting,  seems 


Impatientto  express  his  gwellingjoys 
Unutterable.    On  danger's  brink  he  standu, 
And  mocks  at  fear.    Tben  springing  with  delight^ 
Plunges  into  the  wild  confiision.    Terrour  flles 
fiefore  his  dreadful  front;  and  in  his  rear 
Destraction  marka  ber  bioody  progress.    Snch, 
Such  was  the  steed  thou,  Cumberland,  bestrod*st^ 
Wben  black  Rebellion  fell  beneath  thy  hand, 
Romę  and  her  papai  tyranny  subdu^d. 
On  great  Cull()den's  memorable  field. 
Such  thine,  unconąuer^d  Marlborough,  when  thtf 

throne 
Of  Lewis  totter'd,  and  thy  glittering  steel 
On  Błenheim*s  płain  immortal  trophies  reap'd. 
And  such,  O  prince!  great  patron  of  my  theme, 
Should  e'er  insidious  France  again  presume 
On  Europe*s  freedom,  such»  tho*  alf  averse 
To  slaugfatering  war,  thy  country  shall  present 
To  bear  her  bero  to  the  martial  płain, 
Arm>d  with  the  sword  of  justice.    Other  canse 
Ne'er  shall  ambition's  sophistry  persoade 
Thine  honoor  to  espouse.     Britannia's  peaoe; 
Her  sacred  rights;  her  just,  her  equal  laws; 
These,  these  alone,  to  cherisb  or  defeiid, 
Shall  raise  Łby  youŁhful  arm,  and  wake  to  war^ 
To  dreadful  war,  the  British  lion's  ragę. 

But  milder  stars  on  thy  illustrious  birth 
Tbeir  kindest  influence  shed.    Beneath  the  smil^ 
Of  thy  indulgence,  the  protected  arts 
Lifting  tbeir  graceful  heads;  her  enry>d  sail 
F^ir  commerce  spreading  to  remotest  climes ; 
And  plenty  rising  from  th'  encourag^d  plough^ 
Shall  feed,  enricb,  adom,  the  happy  land. 
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This  extraordinai7  yonng  man  was  bom  on  the  20th  of  Norember  1752#  Hjs 
father  was  originally  a  writing  usher  to  a  school  in  Bristol,  afterwards  a  singing 
man  in  the  cathedral,  and  lastly  master  of  the  free-school  in  Pyle-street  in  the  same 
city.  He  died  about  three  months  before  this  son  was  bom. — It  is  not  quite  un-* 
important,  although  in  any  other  case  it  might  seem  ridiculous,  to  add  that 
<mr  poet  was  descended  from  a.long  lino  of  ancestors  who  held  theofiice  ofs€xton 
of  St  Mary  Redcliffe:  for  it  was  in  the  muniment  room  of  this  church  that  the 
materiais  were  fóundfrom  which  he  constructed  that  system  of  imposture  which  haa 
rendered  his  nan^e  celebrated,  and  liis  history  interesting. 

At  five  years  of  age  he  was  sent  to  the  school  in  Pyle-street,  then  superintended. 
by  a  Mr.  Love,  but  here  he  improved  so  little  that  his  mother  took  him 
buck.  While  under  his  care  his  childish  attention  is  said  to  have  been  engaged 
by  the  illuminuted  capitals  of  an  old  musical  manuscript  in  French,  which  circum-^ 
ttance  encouraged  her  to  initiate  him  in  the  alphabet,  and  she  afterward  taught 
him  to  read  from  an  old  black-letter  Testament  or  Bibie.  That  a  person  of  her 
rank  in  life  should  be  able  to  read  the  black-letter  is  somewhat  extraordiii^ry,  but 
the  fact  rests  upon  her  authority,  and  has  been  considered  as  an  introduction  to 
thatfondness  for  antiąuibies  for  which  he  was  afterwards  distinguished*. 

His  next  remove  was  to  Colston*s  charity  school,  at  the  age  of  eight  years, 
where  he  was  taught  reading,  writing,  and  arithmetic,  at  the  daily  ratę  of  nine 
hoars  in  sumnier  and  seren  in  winter.  Such  at  least  was  the  prescribed  discrpline 
of  the  school,  although  far  morę  tedious  than  a  boy  of  his  capacity  reąuired.  One 
bf  his  masters,  Phillips,  whom  he  has  celebrated  in  an  elt*gy,  was  a  frequent 
writer  of  yerses  in  the  magazines,  and  was  the  mean  of  exciting  a  dogree  of 
t>oetical  emulation  among  his  scholars,  but  to  this  Chattcrton  appeared  for  some 
time  quite  indifferent.  About  his  tenth  year  he  began  to  read  from  inclination, ' 
wmethn^s  hiring  his  books  from  a  circulating  library,  and  sometimes  borrowing 
them  from  his  friends ;  and  before  he  was  twelve,  nad  gone  through  aborut  seveuty 

*  Lord  Orford  derires  his  taste  from  an  inc-dcnt  somewhat  later/  '*  I  firmly  bclieye  that  the  iJrst 
imprcssjon  madę  on  so  warm  and  fcrtilt  an  imajpoatioa  was  tbe  si|^ht  of  somc  eld  liarchia^otsat  BristoLV 
©rfbid'g  Works,  roi.  iy.  p.  932, 
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Tolumes,  principally  history  and  dirinity.  Before  this  time  be  had  composed  some 
yerses,  particularly  those  intitled  Apostatę  Will,  which  although  they  bear  no 
comparison  with  what  he  afterwards  produced,  discorer  at  that  early  age  a 
disposition  to  personal  satire,  and  a  consciousness  of  supeńor  sense.  It  would  be 
morę  reraar kable,  were  it  tnie,  tbat  while  at  this  school  he  is  sald  to  haye  shown 
to  his  master  Phillips  one  of  those  manuscripts  which  he  pretended  had  beea 
found  in  a  chest  in  Redcliffe  church,  but  as  neither  Phillips  nor  another  person  to 
whom  this  treasure  was  exhibited,  cóuld  read  it,  the  commencement  of  his  Row- 
leian  impostures  must  be  postponed  to  a  f a  turę  period. 

At  school  he  had  gathered  some  knowledge  of  musie,  drawing,  and  aritbmeticy 
and  with  this  stock  he  was  bound  apprentice  July  176/9  to  Mr.  John  Lambert, 
an  attorney  at  Bristol,  for  seren  years.  His  apprenticeship  seems  to.  have  been  of 
the  lower  order,  and  his  situation  morę  resembling  tbat  of  a  servant  than  a  pupil. 
His  chief  employmen^  was  to  copy  precedents,  which  frequently  did  not  require 
morę  than  two  hours  in  a  day.  The  rest  of ,  his  time  was  probably  filled  up  by 
the  desultory  course  of  reading  which  he  had  begun  at  school,  and  which  ter- 
minated  chiefiy  in  the  study  of  the  old  Englisb  phraseology,  heraldry,  and  miscel- 
laneous  andąuities:  of  the  two  last  he  acquired,  not  a  profound  kuowledge,  but 
enough  to  enable  him  to.  create  fictions  capable  of  deceiviug  those  who  had  less. 
His  generał  conduct  during'  his  apprenticeship  was  decent  and  reg^lar.  On  one 
occasion  only  Mr.  Lambert  thought  him  deserving  of  correction  for  wńting  aa 
abusiye  letter  in  a  feigned  band  to  his  old  schoolmaster.  So  soon  did  this  young 
man  learn  the  art  of  deceit,  which  he  was  now  preparing  to  practise  upon  a  morę 
extensive  scalę* 

In  the  beginning  of  October  1768,  the  completion  of  the  new  bridge  at  Bristol 
suggested  to  him  a  fit  opportunity  for  playing  off  the  first  of  his  public  deceptions. 
•This  was  an  account  of  the  ceremonies  on  opening  the  old  bridge,  said  to  be  taken 
from  an  ancient  manuscript,  a  copy  of  which  he  sent  to  Farley*s  Bristol  Jcunia], 
in  a  short  letter  signed  Dunhelmus  Bristoliensis.  Such  a  memoir,  at  so  critical  a 
time,  naturally  excited  attention ;  and  Farley,  who  was  called  upon  to  g^ve  up  the 
author,  after  much  inquiry,  discovered  that  Chatterton  had  sent  it.  Chattertoa 
was  conseąuently  interrogated,  probably  without  much  ceremony»  where  he  had 
obtaine^  it.  And  here  his  unhappy  disposition  showed  itself  in  a  manner  higbly 
affecting  in  one  so  young,  for  he  had  not  yet  reached  his  sixteenth  year,  and 
according  to  all  that  can  be  gathered,  had  not  been  corrupted  either  by  precept  or 
example.  '"  To  the  threats,"  we  are  told,  "  of  those  who  treated  him  (agreeably 
to  his  appearance)  as  a  child,  he  retumed  nothing  but  haughtiness,  and  a  refusd 
to  gitre  any  account.  By  milder  usage  he  was  somewhat  softened,  and  appeared 
inclined  to  give  all  the  information  in  his  power." 

The  effect,  however,  of  this  mild  usage  was,  that  instead  of  all  or  any  part  of  the 
information  in  his  power,  he  tried  two  different  falsehoods :  the  first,  **  that  he  was 
employed  to  transcribe  the  contents  of  certain  ancient  manuscripts  by  a  gentle- 
man, who  had  also  engaged  him 'to  fumish  complimentary  rerses  inscribed  toa 
lady  with  whom  thąt  gentleman  was  in  loveJ'  But  as  this  story  was  to  rest  od 
proofs  which  he  could  not  produce,  he  next  asserted,  <^  that  he  had  receiyed  the 
paper  in  ąuestion,  together  with  many  other  manuscripts,  from  his  father,  who  had 
found  them  in  a  large  chcst  in  the  upper  jroom  orer  tbQ  cbapel,  on  the  north  side 
of  Redcliffe  church,** 
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As  tbis  last  story  Is  the  foandatioD    of  the    whole    controyeny  respecting 

ChattertoDy , it  will  be.necessary  to  give  the  circumstances  as  related  in  bis  life^ 

written  for  the  Biographia  Britaanica,  And  prefixed  to  the  recent  edition  of 

bitworks. 

**  Over  the  north  porch  of  St«  Mary  Redcliffe  church,  which  was  fonnded,  or  at 
least  lebuilt,  by  Mr«  W.  Canynge*  (an  eininent  merchant  of  Bristol  in  the  fifteenth 
centory,  and  in  the  reign  of  ?£dward  the  Fourth)  there  is  a  kiod  of  muniment 
room*  in  which  were  deposited  six  or  seven  ehests*  one  of  which  in  particular  was 
called  Mn  Canynge's  tófre;  this  chest»  it  is  said,  was  secured  by  six  keys,  two  of 
which  were  intrusted  to  thfe  minister  and  procurator  of  the  church,  two  to  the 
mKfor,  and  one  te  each  of  the  church-wardens.     In  process  of  tiine»  howeyer,  the 
fil  keys  appear  to  have  been  last:  and  about  the  year  1727,  a  notion  prerailed 
tfaat  some  title  deeds»  and  dther  writings  of  valuey  were  contained  in  Mr» 
Canynge's  cofre*     In  conseąueace  of  this  opinion,  an  order  of  vestry  was  inade» 
that  the  chest  should  be  opened  under  the  inspection  of  an  attomey:  anil  that 
thoee  writings  which  appeared  of  consequence  should  be  remoyed  to  the  ąputh 
porch  of  the  church«    The  locks  were  therefore  forced,  and  not  only  the  princlpal 
chest,  but  the  others,  whicb  were  alsp  supposed  to  contain  writings,  were  all 
bit)ke  open.     The  deeds  immediateły  relating  to  the  church  were  remoyed,  and 
tbe  otber  manuscripts  were  left  exposed  as  of  no  yalue*  Considerable  depredations 
bid,  from  time  to  time,  beeu  committed  upon  them,  by  different  persons:  but  the 
most  insatiate  of  these  pluuderers  was  the  father  of  Chattertou.    His  uncle  being 
iexton  of  St«  Mary  Redcli£fe  gaye  him  free  access  to  the  church.     He  carried  off, 
ffom  time  to  time,  parcels  of  the  parchments^  and  one  time  aloue,  with  the 
ańiftance  of  his  boys,  is  known  to  haye  filled  a  largę  basket  with  them.     They 
were  deposited  in  a  cupboard  in  the  school,  and  employed  for  diiferent  purposes^ 
Sttcb  as  the  coyering  of  copy-books,  &c.  in  particular  Mr.  Gibbs,  the  minister  of 
the  parish,  haying  presented  the  boys  with  twenty   Bibles,   Mr*  Chatterton, 
in  order  to  presenre  these  books  from  being  damaged,  coyered  them  with  some  of 
the  parchments.     At  his  death,  the  widpw  being  under  a  necessity  of  remoyiug, 
carńed  the  remainder  of  them  to  her  own  habitation.     Of  the  discoyery  of  their 
Y&lne  by  the  younger  Chatterton,  the  account  of  Mr.  Smith,  a  yęry  intimate 
acąoaintance,  which  he  gaye  to  Dr.  Glynn  of  Cambridge,  is  too  interesting  to  be 
omitted.    When  young  Chatterton  was   first  a^ticled  to  Mr.  Lambert,  he  used 
freqaently  to  come  home  to  his  mother,  by  way  of  a  short  yisit.     There,  one  day, 
his  eye  was  caught  by  one  of  these  parchments,  which  had  been  conyerted  into  a 
thread-paper.     He  found  not  only  the  writing  to  be  yery  old,  the  characters  yery 
different  from  common  characters,  but  that  the  subject  therein  treated  was  dif- 
ferent from  common  subjects.     Being  naturally  of  an  inąuisitiye  and  curious  tum^ 
be  was  yery  much  struck  with  their  appearance,  and,  as  might  be  expected,  begaa 
to  qiiestion  his  mother  what  those  thread-papers  were,  how  she  got  them,  and 
whence  they  came.     Upon  further  inąuiry,  he  was  lęd  to  a  fuli   discoyery  of 
all  the  parchments  which  remained :  the  bulk  of .  them  consisted  of  poetical  and 
other  compositions,  by  Mr.  Canynge,  and  a  particular  friend  of  bis,  Thomas 
Bowley,  whom  Chatterton  at  first  called  a  monk,  and  afte.rwards  a  secular  priest 
of  the  fifteenth  century.  Such^  at  least,  appears  to  be  the  account  which  Chatter« 

^OL.  XV.  "  B  ft 
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ien  thou^ht  próp^r  to  give,  aud  which  he  wished  to  be  believed*  Itift^indoed, 
confirnted  by  the  testimoay  of  hid  moth^r  and  tiśter.  Mrą.  Chatterton  informel  i 
frietid  of  the  deań  df  £xeter  (Dr%  Millea)  that  on  her  remoTal  froai  Pyle-sticet, 
she  emptied  the  cupboard  of  its  contents,  partly  iiito  a  large  long  deal  box,  wfaeit 
łief  hnsband  used  to  keep  his  clothes,  and  partly  into  a^quaire  oak  bozbf  asmaller 
h\ze:  canying  both  with  their  contents  to  her  lodgings,  where,  accotding  to  Imt 
feccount,  they  contiiiued  iieglected  and  undiBturbtfi,  till  her  son  first  discoYCRd 
their  yalae:  who  having  eiatnined  thdr  contents,  told  his  t&other  *  that  he  htl 
Found  a  treas«ire,  and  was  so  glad  nothihg  could  be  li^ę  it.'  That  he  thti 
k*emored  all  these  parchments  out  of  the  large  long  deal  bok,  in  which  hift  (Srtłier 
fised  to  keep  his  clothes»  into  the  sąaare  oak  box:  that  he  Was  perpetdaUf 
łansacking  every  corner  of  thć  house  for  mofe  parchments,  and,  from  timeti 
tknę,  carried  away  those  he  had  already  found  by  pockets  fuli:  that  one  di^ 
happening  to  see  Clarke*s  Ilistory  of  the  Bibie  eovered  with  one  of  those  parcia 
idnents,  he  swore  a  great  oath,  and  strtpping  the  book,  put  the  corer  into  his  p^ke^ 
and  carried  it  away :  at  the  same  time  stripping  a  cómmon  little  Bibie,  but  findin| 
iło  writing  upon  the  cover,  replaced  it  again-Teryleisnrely.  -  Upon  being  iDfonml 
bf  the  manner  in  which  hisTather  had  procured  the  parchments^  be  wtothiiiadf 
to  the  place,  and  picked  up  four  morę.'* 

'  Strch  is  the  story  of  the  discorery  of  the  poems  attributed  to  Rowley,  whid 
Chatterton  evidently  madę  up  from  the  credulity  of  his  inother  and  other  friend^ 
^ho  could  tiot  read  the  parchments  on  which  he  affected  to  set  so  high  a  yahn^ 
and  which  he  afterwards  endeayoured  to  render  of  public  importance  hy  prodadot 
these  wonderfttl  treaśures  of  Canynge*s  coffre, .  In  his  attempt,  already  i^latcd^ 
irespecting  the  old  bridge,  he '  had  not  been  eminently  śuccessful,  owing  to  iHi 
prevarication.  He  now  imparted  some  of  these  manuscripts  to  George  Catcdt,  a 
pewterer  of  Bristol,  who  had  heard  of  the  discorery,  and  desired  tó  be  intT«d«<xd 
to  Chatterton.  The  latter  very  readily  gave  him  the  Briatowe  Tragedy,  Rowley^ 
Epitaph  on  Canyn.;e*8  Ancestor,  and  some  sm&ller  pieces.  Tbese  Catcot  oo** 
munirated  to  Mr.  Barret,  a  surgeon,  who  was  writing  a  bisiory  of  Brtsts),  aod 
'wonld  naturally  be  glad  to  add  to  its  honours  that  of  having  prodiic^  such  a  past 
«LS  Rowley.  In  his  conyersations  with  Barret  and  Catcot  he  appears  to  have  beea 
driren  to  many  prerarieations,  sometimes  owning  that  he  had  destreyed  serefli 
^f  these  Yaluable  manuscripts;  and  at  other  times  asserting  tbat  he  was  ia 
fiossession  of  others  which  he  eould  not  produce.  These  contradictioitó  ma* 
fcave  ehtirely  destroyed  his  evidence  in  any  other  case,  in  the  opiuMMi  of  tbinking 
and  impartial  judges:  but  the  historian  of  Bristol  could  not  ferego  the  bepei  df 
^nrichihg  his  boók  by  origiaals  of  so -great  importance;  and  baving  obtaiaed  frodi 
Chatterton  sereral  fragments,  some  of  considerable  length,  he  actually  piiatel 
them  as  autbentic  in  his  histery,  long  after  the  controrersy  ceased  which  had  <»h 
vinced  the.  learned  world  that  he  had  been  egr^ously  duped. 

In  return  for  these  contributions,  Barret  and  Catcot  supplted  Chattertoa 
toccasionally  with  money,  and  introduced  him  into  company,  At  his  reqaeśt,  iot, 
Mr.  Barret  lent  our  poet  some  medical  authbrs,  and  gave  him  a  few  iMtraćtiMsłi 
surgery;  but  still  his  favourife  studics  were  beraldry  and  English  antigoilies, 
MUdk  hc  pursuićd  with  as  mutsh  aticcesa  as  could  be  eKpected  A^m  one  irki 
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faieir  DO  language  hut  hie  own.  Cąmden*s  Bńtannia  lappean  ter  hare  been  « 
laroarite  book:  and  be  copied  tbe  glossańes  of  Cbaucer  and  others  with  iii« 
defiitigable  peneyerance,  stońng  bis  memoiy  with  antiquated  words.  .£ven 
Bailej^t  Dictionary  bas  been  proved  to  bave  a£forded  him  maiiy  of  tbóse  words 
frińch  the  advocates  for  Rowley  tbougbt  conld  be  known  onły  to  a  writer  of  hit 
pretended  age. 

Duńng  all  these  rarious  panutts,  be  employed  bis  pen  in  essays,  in  prose  an4 
^ene,  chiefly  of  tbe  satirical  kind.  He  appears  to.  bare  read  the  party  palinphletf 
sf  the  day,  and  imbibed  much  of  tbeir  abusive  spińt.  In  1769,  we  tind  him  a  veiy 
coDsiderable  contributor  to  tbe  Town  and  Country  Magazine,  which  began  about 
that  tiaie.  His  ambition  seems  to  bare  been  to  rise  to  eminence  entirely  by  the 
eflbrti  of  his  genius,  either  in  bis  own  cbaracter  or  that  of  some  of  the  heroes 
of  the  RedcliiFe  cbeat,  in  whicb  be  was  perpetually  discoreńng  a  most  convenient 
fariety  of  treasnre,  with  wbieb  to  reward  his  admirers  and  secure  their  patronage. 
Mr.  Bui^m>  anotber  pewterer,  maintains  the  authenticity  of  Rowley 's  poems. 
Chatterton  rewards  him  with  a  pedigree  from  the  time  of  William  the  conqueror9 
aDying  him  to  some  of  the- most  ancient  famtiies  in  the  kingdom,  aud  pcesents  him 
%łth  the  Romaunt  of  the  Cnyghte,  a  poem»  written  by  John  de  Bergham,  one  of 
his  own  ancestors,  abont  four  bundred  and  iiily  years  before.  In  order  to  obtain 
the  good  opinion  of  hisrelationMr.  Stephens  of  Salisbury,  heinforms  htm  that  be  is 
descended  from  Fitzstephen»  grandson  of  the  yenerable  Od,  earl  of  Biois,  and  lord 
of  Holdemesa,  wbo^flonrished  about  the  year  1095.'  In  this  manner  Chatterton 
csntńyed  to  impose  on  men  who  had  no  means  of  appreciating  tbe  value  of  what 
he  communicated,  and  were  willing  to  believe  what,  for  one  reason  or  other»  they 
wished  to  be  trae. 

Bot  tiie  most  remafkable  of  bis  pretended  discoreries.issued  in  an  application  to 
one  who  was  Bot  so  easily  to  be  deceived.  This  was  the  celebrated  Horace  Wai« 
pole,  tbe  late  lord  Orford,  who  had  not  long  before  completed  his  Anecdotes  of 
P^Dters.  In  Marcb  1769*  Chatterton,  with  his  usual  attention  to  tbe  wants  or  pre- 
jndicesof  tbe  persons  on  whom  be  wished  to  impose,  sent  to  Mr.  Walpole  a  letter, 
oflering  to  fnrnish  him  with  accounts  of  a  series  of  great  painters  who  had  fiourished 
at  Bnstol,  and  remitted  also  a  smali  specimen  of  poems  of  the  same  remote  era* 
Mr.  Walpole,  althougbbe could  not,  as  he  iuformsus,  veryreadilyswallow  "a series 
of  great  painters  at  Bristol,"  appears  to  have  been  in  some  measure  pleased  with 
the  offer,  and  discoyered  beanties  in  the  verses  sent.  He  therefore  returned  a  polite 
and  thankfnl  letter,  desiring  further  information.  From  this  letter  Chatterton  ap- 
pears to  have  tbougbt  he  had  madę  a  conąuest,  and,  in  his  answer,  thought  proper 
to  come  ta  the  direct  purpose  of  his  application.  He  informed  his  correspondent  that 
he  was  the  son  of  a  poor  widów,  who  supported  him  with  great  difbculty ;  that  be 
was  an  apprentice  to  an  attomey,  but  had  a  taste  fo^  morę  elegant  studies;  he  af- 
firmed  that  great  treasures  of  ąncient  poetry  had  been  discoyered  at  Bristol,  and 
were  in  tbe  bands  of  a  person  who  had  lent  him  the  specimen  already.traosmitted, 
as  weil  as  a  pastorał  (Elinoure  and  Juga)  whicb  accompanied  this  second  letter. 
He  hinted  also  a  wisb  that  Mr.  Walpole  would  assist  him  in  emergńig  from  sodułl 

*See  an  ingenions  smnmary  of  his  ▼arious  for^eries,  drawn  up  hf  Mr.  Cottle,  in  the  edition  ot 
Chatterton^t  works  lately  publlsh^,  toI.  i.  pt  509.    C. 
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a  profet8ion»  by  procuring  some  place,  ia  which  he  migtit  pursue  the  natunl  bi«s 
of  his  geDius. 

Mr.  Walpole  immediately  submitted  the  poems  to  Gray  and  Maa^n,  who  at 
first  sight  pronounced  them  forgeries;  on  which  he  retumed  Cbatterton  an  answer» 
adyisiDg  him  to  apply  to  the  duties  of  his  profesaion,  as  more.certain  means  of  at- 
taining  the  independence  and  leisure  of  which  he  was  desirous.  This  prodaced  a 
peerish  letter  from  Cbatterton,  desiring  the  manuscńpts  back,  as  they  were  the 
property  of  another ;  and  after  some  delay,  owing  to  Mr.  Walpole^s  taking  a  trip 
to  Parisy  the  poems  were  retumed  in  a  blank  cover.  This  afiront,  as  Chattertoii 
considered  it,  he  never  forgare,  and  at  this  no  man  need  wonder  who  reflects  how 
difficult  it  must  ever  be  for  au  impostor  to  forgive  those  who  have  attempted  to 
detect  him. 

The  only  remarkable  conseąuence  of  this  correspondence  was  the  censiire  Ur« 
Walpole  incurred  from  the  admirers  of  Chatterton,  who,  upon  no  other  aothority 
than  the  circumstances  now  related,  persisted  in  accusing  him  of  barbaroua  naleci 
of  an  extraordinary  geniuswhosolicited  hisprotection,  and  finally  of  being  the  canat 
of  his  sbocking  end*  Mr.  Walpole,  when  he  found  this  calumny  tnmamitted  from 
band  to  band,  and  probably  beliered  by  those  who  did  not  take  the  trouble  t»  in- 
quire  into  the  facts,  drew  up  a  candidnarrative  of  the  whole  correspondence,  whicii, 
he  proYed^  was  broken  off  nearly  two  years  before  Cbatterton  died,  during  which  two 
years  the  latter  had  resided,  with  every  encouragement,  in  London,  and  accordiog 
to  his  own  account,  was  within  the  prospect  of  ease  and  independence  without  th^ 
aid  of  Mr.  Walpole*s  patronage.  Of  this  Mr.  Walpole*s  accusers  could  not  be  ig^ 
norant,  if  they  knew  any  thing  of  Chatterton^s  bistory.  They  must  have  kno^n 
that  Cbatterton  did  not  apply  to  Walpole,  as  a  poet,  but  merely  as  a  young  man 
who  was  transraitting  the  property  of  another,  and  who  had  no  claims  of  his  own,  cx- 
cept  that  he  was  tired  of  a  duli  profession,  and  wished  for  a  place  in  which  he  migł4 
indulge  his  taate  in  wbat  was  morę  lively.  A  patron  must  have  had  many  places 
in  his  gifr,  and  few  applicants,  if  he  could  spare  one  to  a  person  who  profesaed  no 
other  merit  tban  an  inelination  to  exchange  labour  for  ease.  Yet  Walpole  bas 
been  held  forth  to  public  indignation  aa  the  cause  of  Cbatterton^s  deatb.  **  But 
is  it  not  bard  that  a  man  on  whom  a  forgery  bas  been  tried  unsucceasfuUy,  sbould 
for  that  single  reason  be  held  out  to  the  world  as  the  asaassin  of  geniua  ?  If  a  banker 
to  wbom  a  forged  notę  sbould  be  presented,  sbould  refuse  to  accept  it,  and  the 
ingenious  fabricator  sbould  afterwards  fali  a  victim  to  his  own  slight  of  baąd, 
would  you  accuse  the  poor  banker  to  the  public,  and  urge  that  hia  caution 
had  deprived  the  world  of  some  supposititious  deed  of  settlement,  that  would 
have  deceived  the  whole  court  of  chancery,  and  depri?ed  some  great  family  of  iU 
estate'?" 

About  this  time  (\769)  wc^are  told  that  Cbatterton  becamc  an  iniidel,  but  whe- 
tber  this  was  in  consequence  of  any  course  of  reading  into  which  be  had  fallen,  or 
that  he  found  it  convenient  to  get  rid  of  the  obligations  which  stood  in  the  way  of 
his  past  or  futurę  schemes,  it  is  not  very  materiał  to  inąuire.  Yet,  altbough  one  of 
his  adrocates,  ti*e  foremost  to  accuse  Mr.  Walpole  of  neglecting  him,  asserts  tbat 
**  his  profligacy  was  at  least  as  conspicuous  as  bisabilities,'*  it  does  not  appear  tbat 

he  was  morę  profligate  in  the  indulgence  of  the  grosser  passions  tban  other  young 

• 
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WOk  who  Tentare  on  the  gayeties  of  life  at  an  early  age.  While  at  Bristol  he  ha4 
Bot  mized  with  improper  company;  his  few  associates  of  the  female  sqx  were  per- 
•ODB  of  character.  In  London  the  case  might  have  been  otherwise,  but  of  tliis  we 
luive  no  dtrect  proof,  and  he  practised  at  least  one  rule  which  is  no  inconsiderable 
pretenratiTe ;  he  was  remarkably  temperate  in  his  diet.  In  his  writings»  indeed/ 
we  find  some  passages.that  are  morę  licentious  than  could  have  been  expected 
Cram  a  3roang  man  unhacknied  in  the  ways  of  yice^  but  not  morę  so  than  might  be 
tkpected  in  one  who  was  premature  in  every  thing,  and  had  exhau8ted  the  stock 
•f  haman  folly  at  an  age  when  it  is  usually  found  unbroken.  AU  his  deceptions, 
his  preTurications,  his  political  tergiyersation,  &c.  were  such  as  we  should  have 
looked  for  in  men  of  an  advanced  age,  hardened  by  eyil  associations,  and  soured  by 
diaappointed  pride  or  ararice. 

.  One  efiect  of  his  infidelity,  we  are  told,  was  to  render  the  idea  of  suicide  fami- 
litr.  This  he  had  cherished  befbre  he  left  Bristol,  and  when  he  could  not  fairly 
compUun  of  the  world*S'  neglect,  as  he  had  preferred  i\o  higher  pretensions  than 
those  of  a  man  who  has  by  accident  discorered  a  treasure  which  he  knows  not  how 
te  make  current.  Beside  repeatedly  intimating  to  Mr.  Lambert^s  seryanls  tiiat 
he  intended  to  put  an  end  to  his  Hfe,  he  left  a  paper  in  sight  of  some  of  the 
frmily,  specifying  the  day  on  which  he  meant  to  carry  this  purpose  into  exe- 
cation.  The  reason  assigned  for  this  appoiptment  was  the  refusal  of  a  gentleman 
whom  he  had  occasionally  complimented  in  his  poems,  to  supply  him  with  money. 
Ithas  sińce  been  supposed  to  be  merely  an  artifice  to  get  rid  of  his  apprenticeship, 
and  this  certainly  was  the  conseąuence,  .as  Mr.  Lambert  did  not  choose  that  his 
kmne  should  be  honoured  by  such  an  act  of  heroism«  He  had  now  sarred  this 
gentleman  about  two  years  and  ten  months,  during  which  he  learned  so  little  of 
kw  as  to  he  unable  to  draw  up  the  necessary  document  respecting  the  dissolution 
ofhitapprenticeship.  We  hate  seen  how  difFerently  his  time  was  employed,  and 
there  is  reason  to  think  that  he  had  iabricated  the  whole  of  his  Rowleian  poetry 
and  antique  manuscripts  during  his  apprenticeship,  and  before  he  left  Bristol. 

Hit  object  now  was  to  go  to  London,  where  he  had  fuli  confidence  that  his  ta« 

lentft  would  be  duły  honoured.  He  hadwritten  letters  to  sereral  booksellers  of  that 

jńty,  who  encouraged  him  to  reside  among  them*  Some  literary  adventurers  would 

hsTe  entered  on  such  a  plan  with  difiidence ;  and  of  many  who  have  become  au« 

thors  by  profession,  the  greater  part  may  plead  the  excuse  that  they  neither  fore« 

»ir  nor  understood  the  many  mortifications  and  difficultiea  that  are  to  be  sur* 

moanted.    Chatterton,  on  the.  contrary,  set  out  with  the  confidence  of  a  man  who 

has  laid  his  plans  in  such  deep  wisdom  that  he  thinks  it  impossible  they  should 

&iL    He  boasted  to  his  correspondents  of  three  distinct  resources,  one  at  least  of 

which  was  unfortunately  in  his  own  power.    He  first  meant  to  employ  his  pen ;  then 

totammethodist  preacher ;  and  if  both  should  fail,  to  shoot  himself.  As  his  friends< 

i»  not  appear  to  have  taken  any  ateps  to  rectify  his  notions  on  these  schemes,  it  is 

IMobable  that  they  either  did  not  consider  him  as  serious,  or  had  giren  him  up,  aa 

•ne  above  all  adńce,  and  curable  only  by  a  little  esperience,  which  they  were  not 

Jorry.  he  should  8cquire  in  his  own  way,  and  at  his  own  erpense. 

.  His  first  literary  attempts  by  which  he  was  to  reali^e  thedreams  of  presumption, 

were  of  the  political  kind,  chiefly  satires  i^iunst  the  members  and  friends  of  ądmi- 

ństration.     In  March  1770  he  wrote  a  p^eni  called  Kew  Gardensi  part  of  which 
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only  has  been  published,  but  enough  to  show  that  he  had  beeii  tnpplied  fa^ 
patriotic  preceptor  with  the  floating  scandal  of  the  day  agaioft  tbe  Princesi  dow* 
ager  of  Wales,  lord  Bate,  and  other  etatesmen.  It  is  highiy  improbable  that  aboj 
who  had  spent  the  greater  part  of  his  tiibe  sińce  he  left  Sjehopl,  i&  iałmcating,  «r 
deciphering  the  poetry,  heraldry,  and  topography  of  tbe  fourteenth  andifteentk 
centurieit,  should  on  a  sudden  become  intimateleiy  acquainted  with  the  intrignesof 
political  men  and  their  families.  In  all  this,  his  materials  must  hare  been  sappHed 
by  some  persons  who  lived  by  propagating  the  calamniet  of  penonal  and  polilicil 
history »  and  who  would  rejoice  in  the  dauntl^ss  spirit  (^ their  new  asaociate.  Asath« 
poem  of  the  same  description  was  intitled  tbe  Whore  of  Babylon.  Of  both  thoe 
the  reader  may  find  specimens  in  the  preseat  coUectiou :  it  does  notappearthatte 
whole  of  them  were  printed. 

On  his  arnval  in  London,  near  the  end  of  Apńl,  he  receired,  accordiDgtofaiiiMra 
account,  the  most  fiattering  encouragement,  and  ▼arious  employment  was  recas« 
mended  :  Among  other  scbemes  was  a  history  of  London^  whicb  if  he  had  hved  lo 
complete  it,  must  hare  been  asuitaUe  companioato  Mr.  Barrett*8  history  of  fiiis« 
tol.  In  the  mean  time  he  wrote  for  many  of  the  magazines  and  jiewapapen ;  Jol 
principal  contributions  appeared  in  the  Freeholder^s  Magaztne,  the  Town  lad 
Country,  the  Court  and  City,  the  Political  Register,  and  the  Gospel  Ib* 
gazine*.  He  wrote  songs  also  for  the  public  gardens,  and  for  senne  timegitio 
much  money  that  he  thought  himself  comparatively  affloeat,  und  able  to  pranie 
for  his  mother  and  sister,  whose  h«arts  he  gladdened  by  freqiłent  intimatioBaoflii 
progress. 

During  this  career  he  became  acquainted  with  Wilkes,  and  widi  Beckfwd  «ks 
was  then  lord  mayor.  These  patriots,  howerer,  he  soon  dtacorered  were  not  s^icady 
with  their  money  as  with  their  praise  ;  and  as  the  former  appears  to  have  beealŃl 
only  object,  he  had  some  thoughts  of  writing  for  the  ministerial  party,  Aiter  Beck^i 
ford*s  death,  which  he  affected  to  lament  aa  his  ruin,  he  addreBsed  a  letter  to  lord 
North,  signed  Moderator,  complimentingadministnition  forrejecting  thedtyienwa* 
fitrance,  and  one  of  the  same  datę  signed  Probus,  abusing  adminiatration  far  the 
same  measure.  While  this  unprincipled  young  man  was  Uraa  demonstratinglMr 
upsafe  it  would  be  for  any  party  to  trust  him,  his  letters  to  all  his  iriends  caatisind 
to  be  fuli  of  the  brightest  prospects  of  honours  and  wealth.  But  aboat  the  tnmA 
of  July  some  rerolution  appears  to  have  taken  place  in  his  mind  or  his  tśUń 
which  speedily  put  an  end  to  all  his  hopes. 

Of  what  naturę  this  was  remains  yet  a  secret.  Aboat  the  time  uentidmd,  k 
removed  finom  a  house  in  Shoredttch,  where  he  had  hitherto  lived,  to  tbe  borne 
of  a  Mrs.  Angel,  a  sack^maker  in  Brook-street,  Holbom,  where  he  became  |MMr 
and  unhappy,  abandoning  his  literary  pursuita,  and  projecting  to  go  out  la  Africft 
os  a  naval  surgeon*8  matę :  he  had  picked  up  some  knowledge  of  suigery  from  Ma 
Barret,  and  now  requested  that  gentleman^s  recommendation,  which  Mr.  Bancie 
who  knew  his  versatile  tum,  and  how  unfit  in  other  reapects  he  was  fbr  the  silm^ 

■ 

*  "  Tbey  print  the  Gospel  Magazine  liei«.  Tor  a  whim  I  write  in  it.  I  beH«v«  iSbete  m«  not  uy 
tent  to  Bristol :  they  are  bardly  \vorth  tbe  cftrnage,  methodistical  and  umnesning/'  Letter  to  liii4U> 
ter,  May  30,  1770 :  1  hare  not  beeo  able  to  discover  a  roagazine  of  this  title  eariio'  iban  1774;  M 
there  was  one  io  Cbatterton*8  time  caUed  The  Christian  Magazine^  which  may  probabiy  be  jassaC  C 
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tptftł  Apoght  prtpertp  refuse.  If  tbi*  was  the  ionoediate  cause  pi  his  catastro-. 
fkst  whst  are^ we  to  ihink  of  his  lofty  spiriti  It  is  certaiot  bow^yer*  that  he  na 
longer  emplo^red  his  pen,  and  that  the  short  remaioder  of  hjs  days  was  spent  in  a 
«Miflic^  (yetween  pride  aad  poverty«  On  the  day  preceding  his  deaih,  he  refiised, 
^itb  iodigliatioa.  a  kiod  offer  firom  Mr8«  Angel  ta  partake  of  her  dinner,  assuńng^ 
l^r  tbat  łne  wąs  not  hqngry9  although  he  bad  not  eaten  any  thing  £or  two  or  tfaree 
^jfi.  On  the  25th  of.Augttst»  1770,  he  was  found  dead,  in  consequence»  as  ia  ^ 
mpposedy  of  baving  swallowed  arsenie  in  weter,  or  some  prepąratioo  of  opium* 
He  was  baried  in  a  sbell  in  the  burying  ground  belonging  to  Shoe-lane  workhouse*- 
Prerious  to  Uńa  rash  net  he  appea»  to  hare  destrpyed  all  his  manuscńptSy  as  the 
loom,  when  broken  open,  was  found  corered  with  łittle  scraps  of  paper. 

Ithas  been  regrettedtbal  we  know  rery  little  of  the  life  of  this  extrai>rdiaary  yonng 
paB»  whose  w«itings  ha^re  sińce  become  an  objeet  of  so  mach  cuńostty ;  and  greot 
Muprise  has  been  ezpressed  .thait,  from  the  Baany  with  whom  he  appears  to  have 
ktaiacqaAinted»  sBchs  canty  infoimation  has  been  obtained.  For  this,  howerer,  vat 
ibas  leasons  may  be  assignoi  whicb  will  lęssen  the  wonder.  In  the  firat  place  hia 
fyae,  using  that  word  in  its  most  common  applica^ion^  was  confined  priaeipally. 
to  hit  natire  city,  and  there  it  appears  that  his  friends  underralued  his^talent§« 
btt&nBe  they  considered  him  in  no  better  light  than  that  of  an  tinprinoipled  young 
naa,  who  had  accidentally  becoB«  possessed  of  certain  aAcient  manuscripts,  soma 
sf  whieh  he  had  gWen  up,  some  be  had  mutilated,  and  the  rest  he  had  destroyed« 
He  was  with  them  an  iUiterate  charity«boy,  the  runaway  apprentice  or  hackney* 
wnter  of  an  attomey ;  and  after  he  came  to  London,  tliey  appear  to  have  mada 
foy  fsw  inąuińes  after  him,  oongratutating  themselyes  that  they  had  got  rid  of 
a  ask^  impetuoufi,.  headstrong  boy,  who  would  do  some  mischief,  and  disgrace 
kłmself  and  his  relations«  Again,  in  London,  notwithstanding  of  his  boasting  leU 
ttn  tohis  mothar  and  sister,  he  rosę  to  no  high  rafnk  among  the  reputabłe  writeri  ' 
ef  tbe  d|ky,  his  productions  beiug  confined  to  publications  of  the  lower  order,  aH 
•f  wbich  aM  aow  fbi^^otten.  But  there  cannot  be  a  morę  decisire  proof  of  the 
litde  legard  he  attracted  in  London^  than  the  seerecy  and  silence  which  accoin- 
psnied  łus  death*  This  ereat,  although  so  extraordi nery,  for  young  snicidesare 
nudy  not  eomoion,  is  noteven  menttoned  in  any  shape  in  the  Gentleman*s  Ma* 
gazine,  the  London  Magfuńne,  the  Annual  Register,  the  St.  James^s  or  Londoii 
Ghronicles,  nor  in  any  of  the  respectable  publications  of  the  day.  ^-He  died,  a 
eMNUier*s jury  sat upon the body^ andhe  was  buried  among  paupers, so lóng befbre 
im  ac^uaiatance  heard  of  these  circumstanees,  that  it  was  with  some  difficulty  they 
otM  be  traced  with  any  degree  of  authenticity.  And,  lastly,  it  does  not  appear 
duit^any  iąąuisies  jware  madę  intp  his  early  history -for  neariy  seyen  years  after  his 
deatb,  when  the  Poems  of  Rowley  were  first  published^,  and  led  the  way  tb  a  very 
Kiteand  lońg*pratmcted  diacussion  on  their  Inerits/  It  may  .'be  added,  too,  that  , 
they  who  eonteoded  for  the  authenticity  of  the  poems  were  for  sinking  every  cir- 
eaastancethat  coąnld  prove  the  g€^iu»  orChattertbn,  until  Mr:  Thomas  Warton, 
sod  aomeothers,  toók  the  opposite  side  of  tbe  ąuestion,  brought  the  poems  to  the 

'  **  The  Exe(n]tjon  of  Sir  Charles  Bawdin"  preceded  this  by  some  years,  but  does  not  appear  to 
have  attracted  much  notice.  Mr.  Coie,  a  ^ery  acute  aiłtiquary,  suspected  this  poein  to  be  a  for- 
{ctj,  from  the  hero'B  oame  being  Charles^  a  najne  anknowo  iu  tbe  tiiues  of  Heury  VI.  and  ^ward 
IV.  Cole'8  MS3.  in  Brit,  Mus. C. 
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kiternal  evideiice,  and  discorered,  that  bowerer  estraordinary  it  was  for  Cbfkttertea 
to  produce  them  in  the  eighteenth  century,  it  was  impouible  that  Rowley  could 
Jbave  written  them  in  the  fifteenth. 

When  public  attention  was  at  length  called  to  Chatterton's  history  S  his  ad- 
mirers  took  erery  step  to  excite  compassion  in  his  favour.  It  became  the  fashion 
to  report  that  be  was  starred  by  an  insensiUe  age,  or  suffered  by  the  neglect  of 
patrons  to  perish  in  want  of  the  common  necessaries  of  life.  But  of  this  there  is 
DO  satisfactory  evidence*  On  the  contrary  be  appears'  to  have  been  ftilly  em« 
ployed  by  his  Uterary  friends  almost  up  to  the  day  of  his  dteth^  and  from  one  of 
them  be  solicited  money  a  rery  little  before  that  catastrophe,  and  received  it  with 
an  assurance  that  be  should  barb  morę  if  he  wanted  it.  This  benefactor  wai  the 
łatę  Mr.  Hamilton,  senior,  the  proprietor  of  the  Critical  Review»  a  man  of  wdU 
knownliberality  botb  of  mind  and  purse.  One  who  knew  him  welUwhen  in  London, 
and  who  wrote  under  the  inspection  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  gives  it  as  a  probable  eon- 
>|ectare,  that  "  he  wished  to  seal  his  secret  with  his  death.  He  knew  that  he  aod 
Rowley  were  suspected  to  be  the  same ;  his  London  fnends  spoke  of  it  with  little 
•cruple,  and  he  neither  confessed  nor  denied  it.  He  might  fear  somewfaat  finom 
himself ;  might  dread  the  effects  of  increasing  obligations,  and  be  struck  with  hor* 
rour  at  the  thought  of  a  public  detection.  He  sometimes  seemed  wild,  afaetracted* 
and  incoherent :  at  others  he  had  a  settled  gloominess  in  his  countenance,  the  sore 
presage  of  his  fatal  resolution.  In  short  this  was  the  very  temperament  and  eon* 
•tittttion  from  which  we  should,  in  similar  circumstances,  expect  the  same  event. 
He  was  one  of  those  irregular  meteors  which  astonish  the  universe  for  a  moment, 
and  thf»tf  disappear  for  eTerV'  This  is  at  least  •  plausible,  but  the  immediate 
cause  of  his  death  must  perhaps  yet  remain  a  mystery.  He  had  written  so  re« 
qently  to'hią  Bristol  friends  (about  a  month  before)  without  a  syllable  indicating 
discontent  or  despair,  that  it  was  whoUy  unexpected  on  their  part;  but  suicide, 
9t  one  time  or  other,  his  biographers  have  prored,  was  his  fixed  purpose,  and  the 
ezecution  of  it  was  probably  to  depend  on  his  disappointment  in  whaterer  wild  or 
ipapracticable  scheme  he  might  meditate*  He  got  enough  in  London,  by  his  lite* 
rary  labours,  to  supply  the  decent  necessaries  of  life,  but  his  dreams  of  affluence 
were  over,  and  had  probably  left  that  frightful  roid  in  his  mind  at  which  despsir 
^d  disappointed  pride  entered. 

,  The  person  of  Chatterton  is  sald  to  hare  been,  Hke  his  genius,  **  prematnre; 
hą  had  a  manliness  and  dignity  beyond  his  years,  and  there  was  a  somethingaboat 
him  uncommonly  prepossessing.  His  most  remarkable  feature  was  his  eyea, 
which,  thpugh  grey,  were  uncommonly  piercing;  when  he  warmed  in  argument, 
or  otherwisę,  they  sparkled  with  fire;  and  one  eye,  it  is  said,  was  still  morę  it> 
mi^rkable  thfm  Ąię  pther"/* 

As  to  his  geI^i^8,  i%  must  drer  be  the  subject  of  admiration,  whether  be  was  sr 
was  not  the  author  pf  the  poems  ascribed  to  Rowley.  If  we  look  at  the 
poems  avowedly  his  oi^Of  togęther  with  his  productions  in  prose,  where  shsO 

•  Sir  Heii>ert  CreO,  in  s  miscellanemis  pnbltcation,  intitled  Łove  sod  Mtaoesf,  wmt  amopc  tlM 
flrst  who  brought  tbe  particalmrt  of  Cha^eiton^B  Life  ioto  notice.  Ses  his  LeUcis  on  tłiit  lul^cct  is 
ths  Gontleman^s  Maguine,  Yol.  UDLpp.  99j^,^^~C» 

•»  Critical  RcTicw,  VoL  Uli.  p! 

*  Iife,1»y  Dr.Gregory.— C 
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we-  find  tueb  Tarions  and  indubitible  proofB  of  gtmut  at  lo  eaily  «n  age, 
•tmggling  against  so  many  difficuhies?  Let  ns  contemplate  him  as  a  young 
man,  without  clastiical  education,  and  who  knew  nothing  of  lit^rary  societf 
bnt  dnring  the  few  montht  of  his  residence  in  London;  and  if  to  thia  we 
addy  what  haa  been  most  decidedly  proYed,  that  he  was  not  only  the  an* 
thor  of  the  poems  attribnted  to  Rowley,  but  consumed  his  early  days  in  the 
laboriotts  task  of  disguising  them  in  the  garb  of  antiąuityt  perpetually  harassed 
by  suspiciony  and  fearfuU  of  discoyery:  if  likewise  we  reflect  that  the  wholeof 
his  career  closed  befqre  he  had  completed  his  eighteenth  year,  we  must  surelr 
ałlow  that  he  was  one  of  the  most  estraordinary  young  men  of  modem  times,  and 
desenres  to  be  placed  high  among  those  instances  of  premature  talents  recorded 
by  Kleferus  in  his  Bibliotheca  Eruditorum  Proecocium,  and  by  BaiUet  in  his  En* 
fan  (Jelebm. 
'  Still  oar  admiration  should  be  chastened  by  confining  it  to  the  single  point  of 
Chatterton^s  extreme  youth.  If  we  go  farther,  and  consider  Rowley's  poems  vę* 
the  most  perfect  productions  of  any  age;  if,  with  Dean  S£Ues»  we  prefer  him  to 
Homer,  Yirgil,  Spenser  and  Shakespeare,  we  go  beyond  all  bounds  of  sober 
criticittm»  or  rather  we  defy  its  laws.  Wonderful  as  those  poems  are»  when  eonsi- 
dered  as  the  productions  of  a  boy»  many  heayy  deduetions  must  be  madę  from 
them,  if  we  consider  them  as  the  productions  of  a  man,  of  one  who  had  bestowed 
labour  as  well  as  contributed  genius,  and  who  had  leamed  to  polish  and  correct ; 
who  would  not  have  admitted  such  a  number  of  palpable  imitations  and  pla» 
giarisms,  and  would  haye  altered  or  expunged  a  multitude  of  tamę,  prosaic,  and 
bald  lines  and  metres, 

The  generał  character  of  his  works  bas  been  so  fairly  and  elegantly  appreciated 
by  lord  Orford,  that  I  shall  make  no  apology  for  introducing  his  remarks,  espe» 
cially  as  they  occur  only  in  the  last  edition  of  his  works,  «<  His  life,"  says  tbis 
tritic,  "  should  be  compared  with  the  powers  of  his  mind,  the  perfection  of  his 
poetry,  bis  knowledge  of  the  worłd,  which,  though  in  some  respects  erroneous, 
spoke  quick  intuition;  his  humour,  bis  rein  of  satire,  and,  abOve  all,  the  amazing 
number  of  books  he  must  haye  looked  into,  though  chained  down  to  a  laborious 
and  almost  incessant  senrice,  and  confined  to  Bristol,  except,  at  most,  for  the  last 
fiye  months  of  his  life ;  the  rapidity  with  which  he  seized  all  the  topics  of  conyer* 
sation  then  in  yogue,  whether  of  politics,  literaturę  or  fiuhion;  and  when  added 
to  all  this  mass  of  reiiection,  it  is  remembered  that  his  youthfiil  passions  were  in« 
dulged  to  excess,  faith  in  such  a  prodigy  may  well  be  suspended,  and  we  should 
look  for  some  secret  agent  behind  the  curtain,  if  it  were  not  as  difRcult  to  believe 
that  any  man  possessed  such  a  yein  of  genuine  poetry  would  haye  submitted  to 
lie  concealed  while  he  actuated  a  puppet;  or  would  haye  stooped  to  prostitute  bis 
muse  to  so  many  unworthy  functions.  But  nothing  in  Chatterton  can  be  separated 
from  Chatterton,  Hisnoblest  flights,  his  sweetest  strains,  his  grossest  ribaldry, 
and  his  most  common*place  imitations  of  the  productions  of  magazines,  were  all 
the  efferyescenses  of  the  same  ungoyemable  impulse,  which,  cameleon-like,  im« 
bibed  the  cdours  of  all  it  looked  on.  It  was  Ossian,  or  a  Saxon  monk,  or  Gray, 
or  SmoUet,  or  Junius — and  if  it  failed  most  in  what  it  most  aifected  to  be,  a  poet 
of  the  fifteentb  oentury,  it  was  because  it  could  not  imitate  what  had  not  t^^ 
isted,- 
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The'  fiictś  already  rekted  are  pmieif  ally  token  A-oin  tbft  MMUBt  4rńm  «gt 
originally  for  tłie  Biogmphia  Britaaniea,  aid  at  th«  distaacc  of  eighteen  ysan,  prt* 
fixed  ta  a  late  edition  of  his  worka,  witheut  any  addition  ar  alteiation.  Sonetbiig 
fśk  remains  to  be  said  of  his  Tirtues,  which,  if  the  poetical  ettlogioras  that  haT« 
appeared  deterv«  anf  credit,  were  mimy.  '  Except  his  temperance,  howevcr,  aU 
icady  Boticedy  we  fitid  only  that  he  pre$erved  an  affiectionate  attachment  far  hit 
mother  and  sister,  aad  eveo  conceraii^  this  it  would  appear  that  mafe  hasbcea 
said  thaa  ia  consistent.  It  bas  been  asserted  that  be  sent  preseats  to  theai  from 
Loadoci,  wb<eii  in  want  bimself ;  bat  it  is  evideiit  from  his  lętters  that  thcse  were 
UBnecessary  articles  far  persons  i«  their  sitaation,  and  were  not  sent  whea  be  wu 
ia  want*.  Six  weeks  after»  when  he  felt  himself  in  that  state,  he  conHaittedu 
act,  which  affertioii  for  his  r»1a<śons,  sińce  he  despised  aU  higher  considerstisoiy 
ought  to  have  retarded.  His  last  letter  to  his  sister  and  mother,  dated  Jdy  30» . 
is  fuli  of  high-apiritied  hopes,  and  contains  a  promise  to  visit  them  hefon  the 
fint  of  Januaiyy  but  not  a  word  that  can  imply  discontent,  far  łess  an  inteRtioa 
to  pat  an  end  to  his  life.  What  muat  have  been  their  feelinge,  when  the  nw» 
Itniciioly  erent  reaehed  them !  B«t  how  littk  these  poor  womea  were  capabU  sf 
appreeiatińg  his  charaeter,  appears  from  the  very  singular  evidenee  of  bis  sister, 
wfao  affinned  that  he  was  **  a  lover  of  truth  from  the  earliest  dawn  of  reanHi.'' 
The  aflectionate  prefudices  of  a  fond  rełation  may  be  pardoned ;  Imt  it  was  suidf 
inccosistent  to  introdnee  this  in  a  life,  every  part  of  which  proves  his  utter  god- 
tampt  for  truth  at  an  age  when  we  are  taugfat  to  expect  a  di^Msition  opea,  ingc* 
Buoua,  aad  candid. 

With  regard  to  the  controrersy  occasioned  by  the  publications  attribatdl  ta 
Hswley,  it  ia  unaecessary  to  enter  upon  it  in  this  sketch,  which  was  inteaded  merely 
to  pteserr c  the  few  paiticulars  of  his  history  that  can  be  depeaded  on.  Whethcr 
iŁt  object  of  this  controveny  was  not  dispropoitioned  to  the  warasth  it  excit«d, 
and  the  lengtfa  of  time  it  consomed,  the  reader  may  judge  from  a  perusal  ef  tbe 
włiołs  of  Chatterton*8  prodoctiona.  The  principal  advoeates  for  the  CKistenoe  sf 
Sowiey,  smd  the  autiienticity  of  his  poems,  were  Mr.  Bi^ant,  Dean  Miiies,  Dr. 
Giyns,  Air.  Heaiey^S  Dr.  Langhorn  (in  the  Monthly  Review),  and  Mr.  James 
Harris*  Their  oppoaents  were  Mr.  Tyrwhitt,  Horace  Waipole,  the  two  Wartont, 
Dr.  Johnson,  Air.  Steerena,  Dr.  Percy'°  (bisbop  of  Dromore),  Mr.  Gibboa,  Mr* 
Jonea,  Dr.  Farmer,  Mr.  Cdman,  Mr.  Sheridan**,  Dr.  Lort,  Mr.  Astie,  Mr. 
(air  Heiłiert)  Croff^,  Mr.  H^ley'%  Lord  Camden,  Mr.  Gough>o,  Mr.  Mawo, 
the  wńtar  of  theCritioal  Reriew,  Mr.  Badcock  ^in  the  Monthly  Jfleiriew),  tbe 
Reriewera  in  the  Gentleman*s  Magazine,  and  rarious  correspttidents  in  the 
•ame  niscełlany.  To  these  may  be  added  Mr.  Malone^,  who  has  lired  to 
detect  another  forgery  by  a  yery  yonng  impostor,  in  the  history  of  which  tbe 
leader  will  pnobałdy  recollect  many  corresponding  circumatanoea,  but  will  be 
inclined  to  prefer  the  thame  of  Chatterton^  iatal  aa  it  was,  to.  the  ^nhhishiiig 
inpndencc  and  mmatund  fraod  of  one  who  brought  disgraoe  and  imn  oa  a 


panent. 
In  the  year  ISOa,  An  edition  of  Cbatterton*s  works,  fiur  morę  complete  tbaii 

* 

9  See  a  aote  in  the  Biog.  Britannica,  yol.  W.  p.  5S8,  sigoed  O,  irritteo  by  Dr.  Lort,  but  onitud 
in  the  life  latcly  published.— C. 
^  These  genttemen  only  are  tbe  tucriTors  (1807)  of  this  celebrated  dispute.— C 
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tay  that  had  yet  appeared,  was  published  under  the  care  of  Measn,  Soutłiey 
and  Cottle,  for  the  benefit  of  Mrs.  Newton,  Chatterton's  sister,  (sińce  dead) 
tnd  of  her  daaghter.  This  edition  has  been  followed  in  the  present  collection, 
bat  the  coldness  with  which  it  was  received  by  the  public  is  perhaps  a  proof  that 
H  will  not  be  possible  to  perpetuate  the  famę  of  an  author,  who  has  eon- 
cealed  his  best  productions  under  the  garb  of  a  barbarous  language,  which  few 
will  be  at  the  trouble  of  learning.  The  controrersy  is  no  longer  interesting,  and 
perfaape  the  wannth  with  which  so  many  great  names  engaged  io  it  may  hereafter 
be  reckoned  as  surprińng  as  the  object  itselŁ 
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ECL00UB8. 


The  three  fint  Eclogoes  are  printed  from  a  MS. 
fiinuflfaed  bj  Mr.  Catcott,  in  the  hand-writing 
of  Thomas  Chattertoo.  It  is  a  thin  copy-book 
in  4to.  with  the  foUowing  title  in  the  fint  page: 
Ecioguet  and  other  Poems  by  Thomas  Row- 
ley,  with  a  Olossary  and  Annotations  by 
Thomas  Cbatterton.  There  is  oniy  one  otber 
poem  in  this  book,  ra.  the  fragment  of  Godd^ 
«yD«  a  Tragedie. 

The  fbinth  Eclogue  is  raprioted  from  tbe  Town 
aod  Country  Bfagazine  for  May  1769,  p.S73. 
It  is  tbere  entitled,  Elinonre  and  Jnga.  Writ* 
ten  three  hundred  years  ago  by  T.  Rowley,  se- 
calar  priest.  And  it  bas  tbe  following  sub- 
scription:  D.  B.  Bristol,  May  1^69.  Chat- 
tmon  soon  alter  told.  Mr.  Catcott,  that  be 
(Chatterton)  inserted  it  in  tbe  magasine. 


£CŁOOU£  THE  FIRST. 

BOBBETB  AHD  RAUFS, 

WHANNR  Englonde,  smeethynge  fit>m  ber  le- 
^^     thal  wounde,  [awaie, 

FrtNn  ber  galled  necke  dyd  twytte  the  chayne 
Kennynge  ber  legeful  sonnes  falle  all  aroande, 
(Myghtie  theie  fell,  'twas  honoure  ledde  thefraie,) 
Tbanne  inne  a  dale,  bie  ere^s  dark  surcote  graie, 
Twayne  lonelie  sbepsterres  dyd  abrodden  flie 
(Tberostlyng  Uffdotbtbeyr  wbjrtte  bartes  affraie,) 
And  vythe  the  owlette  trembled  and  dyd  crie; 

First  Robertę  Neatherde  bys  aore  boesom  stroke, 
Tben  fellen  on  the  grounde  and  thos  srspoke, 

EOBERTB. 

AhfRanfe!  gif  thos  tbe  bowres  do  commealonge, 
Gif  tboB  wee  flie  in  cbase  of  farther  woe, 
Oureibte  vrylle  foyle,  albeytte  wee  bee  stronge, 
Ne  wylle  oure  pace  swefte  as  our  danger  go. 
To  ourgrete  wronges  wee  ba^e  enheped  moe, 
The  baronnes  warre!  ob !  woe  and  wdl-a-daie! 

>  1  bsTeth  lyif,  bott  bave  escaped  soe 
That  lyff,  ytsel  mie  senses  doe  afTraie 

•  Oh  Raufe,  comme  Ijrste,  and  bear  mie  demie 
tale,  [dale. 

Come  heare  tbe  balefnll  dome  of  Robynne  of  the 

BADFE. 

.  Saie  to'mee  netę;  I  kenne  tbie  woe  in  myne; 
Oh!  rve  a  tale  tbmt  Sabaius  mote  teUe. 


Swote   flouretts,  mantled   sieedoirs,   ibnitot 

dygnę; 
Orarota  fiu-kend  aroande  the  emniets  ceB; 
The  swote  ribible  djmning  yn  the  deli; 
Thejoyons  dannceynge  ynn  tbe  hoastrieooorte; 
Eke  the  higbe  songe  and  ererych  joie  farewcO, 
Farewell  the  Terie  shade  of  iayre  dysporte: 
Impestering  trobble  onn  mie  heade  doe  coaiOMy 
Ne  on  kynde  seyncte  to  waide  the  ayo  eacroas- 

yngedome. 

ROBBRTB. 

Oh!  I  conlde  waile  mie  kynge-eoppe-dacked 

mees, 
Mie  spreedsmge  flockes  of  sbepe  of  lillie  wbite, 
Mie  tendre  applynges  %  and  embodyde  troes, 
Mie  parker^B  grange,  &r  spreedynge  to  the 

•yghte,  [fyghte. 

Mie  cuyen  kyne,  mie  bullockes  stringe  yn 
Mie  gome  emblauncbed  with   the  comfreie 

pUinte,  [lygbte^ 

Mie  flonre  Seyncte  Marie  shotteyng  wythe  the 

Mie  storę  of  ań  tbe  blessynges  Heaven  can  grant. 

I  amm  dureaaed  anto  sonowea  blowe,      [flowe. 

Ihantend  to  tbe  peyne,  wiU  lette  ne  salte  teare 

BAUffK 

Herę  I  wiUe  obaie*  ontylle  dethe  doe  "pere, 
Herę  lyche  a  fonie  empoysoned  leathel  tiee, 
Whyche  sleaetb  eTerichone  that  cometh  nerei* 
Soe  wille  I  fyxed  anto  thys  plaoe  gre. 
I  to  bement  haFeth  moe  oaose  tban  thee; 
Sleene  in  the  warre  mie  boolie  Ibdre  lies; 
Oh !  joieous  I  bys  mortherer  would  slea. 
And  bie  bys  syde  for  aie  encloee  myne  eiea, 
Calked'  from  evrych  joie,  beere  wylle  I  bledei 
Feli  ys  the  CuUys-yatte  of  mie  bartes  castle  steda. 

■  Mr.  Tyrwhitt  asserts  that  this  word  łs  not  to 
be  found  elsewbere. 

*  This  word  is  ezplamed,  as  Chatterton  has  in- 
terpreted  it,  by  Kersey  and  Speght  But  the 
compiler  of  Gloss.  Ur.  has  obserred,  tbat  olunf,  in 
tbe  single  passage  of  Chauoer,  in  which  it  ocoun 
C.  T.  Ter.  19034  Is  a  mispńnt,  and  sbould  be  abtjft, 
as  it  is  printed  in  the  last  edition  from  the  beat 
MSS.  Tbe  inference  is  plain  enough,  from  whence 
the  antbor  of  tbe  poems  got  bis  word  obait,  with 
its  interpretation.    Tyrwbitt. 

3  This  w(ird  appean  to  ba^e  been  formed  upoA 
a  misapprebensłon  of  the  following  articłe  in  Skin« 
ner:  "  Calked,  e^.  cąat,  credo  catt  ap»»    €bat« 


SBf 


CHATTERTON^S  POEMS. 


KOBBRTB. 

OuT«  woes  alychci  alycbe  our  dome  slial  bee. 
Mie  soDDC,  mie  soone  alicyn*,  yston-en  ye; 
Herę  wy  Ile  I  staie,  and  eiid  mie  lyff  with  tbee; 
A  lyff  lyche  myne  a  borden  ys  y^k. 
Kow  from  een  logges  6eddeii  is  selyiiest, 
Mynaterres  alleyn  can  boaste  tbe  hallie  Bejrncte; 
Kow  doeth  Englonde  weare  a  bloudie  dresseS 
And  wyth  ber  cbampyoiines  gore  ber  face  de- 

peyncte; 
Peace  fledde,  disorder  sbewetb  ber  dark  rode, 
Aiid  tboTOw  ayn  dotk  Aity  yn  gannesto  fleyne^ 

with  blondc 


ECLOOUE  THE  SECOND. 

NYGEŁŁB. 

SPRTrn  of  the  bleste,  tbe  pioas  Nygelle  sed, 
Poure  owte  yer  pleamunce  on  mie  fedres  bedde. 

nyebaitle  of  lyons  bartę  to  fjrgbtc  is  pon,  ' 

Uponoe  the  bred.e  sea  doe  tbe  banners  gleme, 
ne  atneiittsed  nationnes  be  aston, 
To  keo  syke  laife  a  Aete,  syke  iyne,  syke  breme. 
Tbe  barkis  heafods  coupc  tbe  lymed  streme; 
Outidefl  synkejTDge  oundes  upon  the  hard  ake 

rieae; 
The  water  sltighomes  wytbe  a  swotye  cierne 
Conteke  thcdynnynge  ayre,  and  reche  tbe  skics. 
Sprytes  of  tbe  bieste,  on  gouldyn  trones  astedde, 
Poare  owte  yer  pleamMce  onn  mie  fadres  bedde. 


Ilie  gole  depeyacted  oares  from  tbe  black  tyde, 
PecofD  with  foDoes  rare,doe  sbemrynge  rysę;  ' 
tJpswalyn^  doe  heie  shewe  ynne  drierie  pryde, 
Łychę  gore  red  estelłs  in  the  eye  merk  skyes; 
The  nomenlepeyncted  shields,  tbe  speres  aryse, 
Alycbe  talie  roshes  on  the  water  syde;  [fiyes; 
Ałenge  from  bark  to  bark  the  bryghte  sheene 
Sweft-kcTtM  dc1yghte«  doe  on  the  water  glyde. 
flprytet  of  the  bleste,  and  ererich  seyncte  ydedde, 
Poure  owte  youre  pleasannce  on  mie  fadres  hedde. 

The  Sartwn  lok^s  owte :  be  doeChe  feere, 
That  EnglondM  brondeoiu  aonnes  do  cotte  tbe 
waie.  [there, 

Łyke  honted  bockes,  theye  reinetb  here  and 
Onknowlachynge  inne  wbatte  place  to  obaie. 

tertOB  did  not  attend  to  the  diiierenoe  between 
casting  out,  aod  castńig  Kip>  i.  e.  casting  up  flgures 
in  calcttlatioo.  That  the  latter  was  Skinner^s 
meaniog  may  be  colłected  from  his  next  article. 
**  Calkcd  for  calcalated.  Cb.  tbe  Prankeleynes 
tale."  It  ń  probable  too,  1  tbink>  tbat  in  both 
artiełes  Skinner  tefers,  by  mistake,  to  a  lioe  of 
tte  Frankeleitts  Tale,  which  in  the  common  edi- 
tions  stands  tbus:— "  Fuli  subtelly  be  had  calked 
•J  tbis,**  wiMire  adhei  k  a  nerę  misprint  for  caku* 
fci,  the  reading  of  the  MSS.    Tyrwłiitt. 

^  Aione  tt  neyii-  used  for  only ;  tołus  ibr  nmats  ; 
mi  for  umęue,  The  distinction  I  betieve  subsists 
in  most  hinguafeH.  U  tbe  Irarned  persons  do  not 
yet  apprebend  it,  I  would  advisie  tbttn  in  the 
foiłowitig  pasmgir  of  Sbakspeare,  '*  Ah!  no— it  is 
afiy  oaly  eon**— 4o  substitute  my  son  abme,  and  to 
jndire  for  themael^es  wbcther  the  difierencc  in  the 
idea  sog^iited  arise^  meivly  from  tbe  difierent 
po^itłon  of  the  words.  Tyrwhitt 
^  5  M^hen  I  will  w«ar  a  garment  all  of  Uood, 

And  stain  my  ikToan  in  a  bloody  mask. 

flbakiprai«>  tttwy  iV.  p^  U 


The  banner  giesters  od  tbe  beme  of  daie; 

Tbe  mittee  crosse  Jemsalim  ys  seene; 

Dhereof  tbe  syghte  yer  corrage  doe  afiraie, 

In  baleftiil  dole  their  foces  be  ywreene. 
Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  and  ererich  seynrte  ydedde^ 
Poare  owte  youre  pleasaunce  on  mie  iadres  hedde. 

The  boUengers  and  cottes,  soe  swyfbe  yn  fyghtc^ 
Upon  the  sydes  of  everich  bark  appete 
Foorthe  to  his  office  lepethe  everycb  knyghte, 
Eftsoones  bys  sąuyer,   with  his   shielde  aad 
spere.  [0:i»e; 

The  jyaynge  shicłdep  doe  sbemre  and  mofce 
The  dosfaeynge  oare  doe  make  gemoted  dynne; 
The  reynyng  foemen,  thynckeynge  gif  to  dar^ 
Boun  the  merk  swerde,  theie  secbe  to  fitai^ 
theie  bijna. 
Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  and  e^eryche  seyncteydedde^ 
F^ure  owte  yer  pleasaunce  onoe  mie  fadres  hedde. 

Now  comm  tbe  wanyngc  Sarasyns  to  fyjrhte; 
Kynge  Rychard,  lyche  a  lyoncei  of  warre, 
In  sbeeuynge  goulde,  lylce   feerie  gronfors'^ 
dygbte, 

'  Mr.  Bryant  bas  a  curions  remark  apon  ttis 
word.  "  It  is  here  said  to  be  derived  from  ę^fm,  a 
fent  and  fer^  a  arrmpiioH  ąf  jtn,  Hence  we  may 
perceire  that  it  is  taken  for  a  coinmon  ignit/o' 
imu ;  the  same  which  the  country  people  stylea 
WUl  qf  iki  mup  and  Jaek-4iriani€m.  Ou  tfais  ac- 
count  tbe  expositor  bas  been  induced  to  dcriYC  it 
from  gnpi  Wiftn,  But  there  is  nothing  in  an  ^^eaar 
fatinu  which  agrees  with  the  dcsrription  h«ra 
giren.  This  meteor,  the  igmsfaiuus,  is  representei 
as  a  vaguey  playful  and  innocent  Hght,  in  -which 
there  is  notbing  terrible  or  alarming.  Besidet 
a  gror{ffre  is  plainly  a  gronnd-Jire  from  grm*  and 
gruu,wbtnu  sieeOlaiVereliiLexiconSueu.  Gotbic. 
It  was  eapressed  A.  S.  jfiutiiS.  sołtmu  firmktm  AL 
grunL  B.  grand.  Seę  Lye^s  Etymolog.  Anir.  More- 
over  from  the  comparison  it  is  erident,  that 
something  is  alluded  tOy  which  was  of  a  very  fear* 
fol  naturę,  and  of  an  uncoouuan  appearaoce. 
Wbaterer  it  may  6ave  been,  we  fiud  it  agaia 
rcfcrred  to,  though  in  different  termfr— 

Lyche  a  battently  Iow  mie  swerde  shaH  brend. 

Goddwyn.  50. 
Now  what  heve  we  similar  by  which  these  de- 
scriptions  can  be  explained?  NoŁhing  that  J  aa 
appriscd  of,  now  a  days.  But  I  think  that  thap 
were  of  old  some  phenuroena,  mentioned  by  tbe 
morę  early  historiaiis  of  this  country,  which  will 
ilhistrate  the  point  greatly.  In  the  Saxon  Chro- 
nicie we  rcad,  that  Id  the  year  1032,  there  weca 
earthąuakes  in  many  parts  of  tbis  kingdom;  and 
tbat  a  sad  mortality  enfwed;  and  what  is  Tery 
particular«  there  were  neen  firef  of  an  uuoomnoa 
appearaoce,  ateh  at  teere  tmxr  ten,  b^ęre,  Tbey 
broke  out  of  the  earth  in  difKsrent  plai*es  and  did 
a  great  deal  of  mischieff .  Simeon  Duueimensis 
tak<-8  notice  of  eartb<)uakes  happening,  andofa 
like  fire  appearing  a  few  years  afier,  annti  1048. 
He  speaks  of  it  a%  breakiag  out  in  Derbysbire  and 

*  Gnn  signifies  undoubtedly  a  marshy  plaiee: 
but  aiso  nolid  ground. 

t  P.  154.    See  also  Roger  de  Horeden,  p.  4¥K 

Hence  we  may  perceive  that  the  arti£cial  fire 

caiłed  włldjire  at  this  day,  took  its  name  frtłm  the 

simtlttnde  it  borę  to  the^e  hatiati  lanU  and  gi«^ 

firet^  which  hrok«  oat  in  the  timet  «paoifttd» 


ECŁOOUSS. 


Shaketh  alofe  his  hondę,  and  seene  afiimk 

Syke  ha^eth  I  espyde  a  greter  starre 

Ameflge   the   ^rybblett  pna   to   shecoe  fulle 

Syke  nioayH  wayoe  wjth  amąyl'd  beamos  doe 
barr 

The  blaunchie  monę  or  estells  to  cev  lygbte. 
8p7te9<>f  the  blestc,  and  evrich  seyńcte  ydedde, 
fmnt  owtt  yoar  pieaiatince  on  mie  fiadres  bedde. 

Di^ugbte  affraM,  vjtbe  iockes  of  Uodde-t«d 
die, 
•   Terrovrc»  embnrled  yn  the  tbonden  mge, 
lkathe»  lynked  to  dtannie,  dothe  ugsomnie  flie, 
Eticbafy'iige  echone  champyonne  war  to  wagę. 
Speres'  beryle^  speres;  swerdes  npoa  swerdes 

^ome  ncig1ttxAifih^  connties,  tind  being  of  an 
aiarmin^  naturę;  and  he  condnde^  with  saying, 
**  Tilka  et  se^^etcs  muttas  U8tiitavit.'*  Hist.  Ang. 
9eript.0ecem.  p.  183.  U  ig  recorded  by  John 
Broupton  nearly  in  tiie  same  manner.  He  men- 
tłons  the  mortality  which  tben  prevailed;  and  the 
nuehief  which  was  done  by  these  .fires.  Ibid. 
p.  d39.  1.48.  The  like  phenomenoń  is  said  to 
bave  appeared  in  the«  next  ceutury,  accordi hg  to 
lIoHusbead,  as  wełl  as  other  writers.  He  aaentions 
in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Firist,  that  there  were 
caitbąuakeii  aimiłar  to  the  forroer;  and  that  fires 
came  out  of  the  earth  with  great  Yiolence,  which 
jcoold  not  by  water,  nor  by  any  means  be  sub- 
daed*.  V.  3.  p.  44.  Fires  of  this  naturę  mast 
have  had  a  rery  formidable  appearance.  And  it 
vas  not  any  fenny  meteor,  but  undoubtedly  these 
groundfires  to  which  the  poet  ałluded.  It  is  re- 
markable  that  the  first  appearance  of  them  waS 
adno  10S2,  and  the  second,  if  not  a  continnation 
of  the  same  phenomenoń,  was  anno  1046)  both  in 
the  days  of  eart  Oud-rin,  from  whom  the  tragedy 
bas  its  name.  So  that  the  comparison  there  madę, 
igrees  very  treli  witb  the  times,  and  with  the 
erent  by  which  tbey  were  distingnished.  The 
last  tnstance  of  such  fii-es,  waq  not  indeed  in  the 
days  of  king  Ric^hardf ,  who  is  the  person  eon- 
eemed  in  the  Second  £ciogue,  yet  not  so  far 
i«mored,  but  that  there  mtght  hnve  becn  persons 
liTing  by  whom  tbey  were  scen.  The  memory  of 
them  coold  not  have  been  soon  effiiced.  Hcnce 
kwas  natural  for  {lersons,  who  wei-e  treating  of 
those  times,  to  introduce  those  circuiUstances, 
which  >o  particułarty  marked  them.  For  the 
jastice  of  tbese  comparisons  wai  very  apparent  in 
thote  days:  wbich  fitness  and  propriety  is  lost  if 
they  are  introdiiced  kt  a  later  season,  and  by 
another  band.  It  ts  from  such  remote  and  secret 
Mferenccs  that  1  am  induced  to  thiiik  that  some 
of  these  poetns  are  of  a  greater  antiquity  than 
łas  |f»enerally  been  attributed  to  łbem.  As  to  the 
jkerson  who  bas  attempted  to  explain  thetii,  it  is 
manifest  that  he  pruceeded  merely  by  suraiisc 
and  coto)ectui«.  He  wrs  not  acquainCed  ^th  the 
Citent  pnrport  of  these  references;  and  the  con- 
ehjsion  wh(ch  necessarily  fbiiows,  te,  1  thiiik, 
iKny  fkiain. 

*  See  an  acconnt  of  a  similar  phenomenoń  in 
"Owpinany  men(ttiivied  by  Tarittts. 
I  t  Tbey  liaf tpened  anao  HS5,  in  tbia  fort  ycar 
af  Henrythe-Firtt. .  -See  iS^lydan  KittK  P- 1^- 


Ąrmoare  an  aniio<n«dyiMl,sfatelde  nyoii  ihiride; 

Ne  dethe  of  thosandes  can  tbc  warr  asaaage, 
.  Botte  fatieynge  woidbers  saUe  all  thefeeide, 
Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  and  everycb  seyncte  ydedde^ 
Poure  owte  youre  pleasaimoe  on  raia  iadies  hedde. 

7*he  foemen  fal  anmnde;  the  cross  reles  bye; 

Bteyned  ynne  goere,  the  harte  of  warre  ys  seen; 

Kyage  Ryeharde,  thorougfa  ereryche  trope  doth 
flie, 

And  beereth  meynte  of  Tarkes  onto  the  gieene; 

Bie  hymm  the  floure  of  A»ies  menn  is  aleene; 

The  n'ayIyngemonedoth  fade  before  bys  sonne; 

Bie  hymm  hys  kaygbtes  bee  formcd  to  actiooa 
deene, ' 

Doeynge  syke  manr^s,  strongers  be  aston. 
Sprytes  of  the  błeste,  and  ererych  seyncte  ydedde, 
Poure  owtę  yoare  pleasaunce  on  mie  fadi^s  hedde. 

The  fyghte  is  wonne;  kynge  Rycharde  master 
The  Englonde  bannerr  kisseth  the  kie  ayre|  [is; 
Fuli  uf  pure  joie  the  armie  is  iwys. 
And  everych  one  haveth  it  onne  his  bayrc;       ^ 
Agayne  to  Englonde  comme,  and  worscheppad 

there, 
Twyghte  into  lorynge  armes,  and  feasted  eftj 
In  everych  eyne  aredynge  netę  of  wyere, 
Of  all  remembrance  of  past  peyue  berefte. 
Sprjrtes  of  the  bleste,  and  eyerych  seyncte  ydedde, 
Syke  pleasares  powre  npon  nue  fadres  hedde. 

Syke  Nigel  sed,  whan  from  the  bluie  sea 
The  upswol  saylc  dyd  daunće  before  his  eyne; 
Swefte  as  the  wishe,  hee  toe  the  beeche  dyd  flee. 
And  founde  hłs  Mti^  iteppeyngtf  lirom    the 

bryne.  [loove, 

I^tte  thysscn^  menne,  who  hayeth  sprite  of 

Bethyncke  u^toe  hemselvas  how  aiqte  the  meet- 

ynge  proove. 

ECLOGUE  THE  THIRD. 
MANNS.     'WOMAtriTE.     tlH  R061SRRB. 

WcwLDiT  thou  kenn  Naturę  in  ber  better  parte  ? 
Goe,  serche  the  logges  and   bordels'  of  the 

hynde; 
Giflrtheie  hare  anie,  Itte  ys  roughe-made  arte. 
Inne  hem  yoa  see  the  blakied*  fiirme  of  kynde. 

»  Nbw  shidd  with  shield,  with  helmet  helmet 

cIosM, 
To  armour  armotir,  lance  to  lance  oppos'd* 

a  a  a  a  •  a 

Spears  Ican  on  spears,  on  targets  targets  thrOng^ 

Helmsstucktohelms^audjnan  dróve  nian  along. 

Pope^s  Homer. 

'  The  idea-  of  hrealdng,  which  is  quite  foreign 
from  beoflet  might  perhaps  have  been  suggested  by 
the  folluwiug  passage  in  Kersey:  •' Bevile  (iii 
herald ry)  bK>ken  or  open,  Uke  a  bevel,  or  car- 
penter'8  nile."     Tyrwhitt. 

4  Tkpsten,  Tłiis  word  is  not  to  be  fonnd  in  anjr 
other  writer :  ^^xtM  or  thi§en  n  nsed  by  the  colliers 
about  Bristol. 


•  Borrfel^  in  very  ołd  Prench  significs  a  coitag^, 
ałid  hordeh&Ty  -a  cottnger.  Cbaucer  uses  the  fint 
for  a  brothel,  and  the  second  for  a  keepcr  of  sueh 
a  hou^e. 

•  To  eicphiin  this  strange  woid,  blake,  as  occur- 
ring  ^  178. 

Whaime  Antnmpne  hbdot  and  satine4>renie  doe 
appere,' 


su 


CHATTERTON^S  POEMS. 


Ht^etfa  3rour  nynde  a  IfcIiejrDge  of  a  mynde? 
Woulde  it  k«nneevericb  thynge,  b»  it  motebee? 
Woólde  ytte  here  pbnise  of  Tulgar  from  th« 

hj^nde, 
Withoute  wiieegger  wordet  and  Icnowlacbefree  ? 
Gyf  8oe«  rade  thys,  whycbe  icbe  dysportynipe 

pende;  [mendę. 

Gif  nele  be^e,  yttes  rhjrme  maie  ytte  codip 

MAIfllB. 

Botte  t^betber,  fayre  meyde,  do  ye  goe? 

0  where  do  ye  bende  ycrr  waie? 
I  wille  knowe  wbetber  you  goe, 

1  wyUe  not  bee  asseled  naie. 

WOMAMNI* 

To  Robin  and  Neli,  all  dowoe  tn  tbe  dcfle» 
To  bele  bem  at  makeynge  of  baie. 

MANHE. 

Syr  Rogerre,  tbe  parsone,  bave  byred  mee  tberei 

Comme,  comme  lett  us  tryppe  jrtte  awaie, 
We*Ue  wnrke  and  we^lle  synge,  and  weylle 

drencbe  of  stronge  beer 
As  longe  as  tbe  merrie  sommen  daie* 

WOMAffNB. 

How  baide  ys  mie  dome  to  wiircb .' 

Moke  is  mie  woe. 
Damę  Agnes,  whoe  lies  ynne  tbe  cbyrche 

With  birlette  golde, 
Wythe  gelten  aumeres  stronge  ontolde, 
Wbat  was  sbee  moe  tban  me,  to  be  soe? 

MAUMK. 
I  kenne  syr  Roger  from  afar 

Tryppynge  over  tbe  leaj 
Icb  ask  wbie  tbe  loTords  son, 

Is  moe  tban  mee.  • 

SYR  ROCERRK. 

The  sweltrie  sonne  dotbe  bie  apace  fays  wayne, 
From  everich  beme  a  seme  of  lyfe  doe  fidle; 
Swythyn  scille  oppe   tbe   baie  npponne  tbe 

platynę; 
Metbynckes  tbe  cockes  begynneth  to  gre  talłe. 
Thys  ys  alycbe  oure  doome;  tbe  great,  tbe 

smalle,  [darte. 

Moste   withe  and  bee  forwjmed  by  deathis 
See !  tbe  swote^ourette  hathe  noe  swote  at  alle : 
Itte  wytbe  tbe  rankę  wede  beretb  evalle  parte. 
The  cnivent,  warrioure,  and  the  wyse  be  blente, 
Alycbe  to  drie  awaie  wythe  tbo8e'theie  dyd  be* 

mente. 

MAKHB. 

All-a-boon',  syr  priest,  all-a-boon. 

And  again  407. 
BlcAe  stondetb  futurę  doome,  and  joie  dotb  mee 
alyse» 
is  eicplaiued  cpen,  esepoied;  and  blalaedin  madę  the 
participle  from  an  imaginary  rerb,  to  bidae,  sig- 
Bifying  to  apen. 

^  *  Mr.  Tyrwbitt  says,  «  the  only  passage,  I  be- 
lieTe,  in  wbicb  these  eigbt  letters  are  to  be  found 
togetber  in  the  same  order,  is  in  Cbaucer,  C. 
Tales,  V.  9492. 

'*  And  alderfirst  be  bade  bem  all  a  bonę." 
This  the  dean  of  Rxeter  considt^rs  as  authority, 
argning  that  the  words  in   Chaucer  should  be 
connected :  but  atl  is  there  evidently  ao  adjectlre 
connected  with  tbe  pronoun  hem. 


Bye  yer  preestscbype  nowe  saf  e  lAtó  mft ; 
Syr  OauHyd  tbe  knyghte,  wbo  lyrethe  hiaii 

Wbie  sboulde  be  tban  mee  [bi^ 

Bee  moe  greate. 
Inne  hoimoure,  knyghteboode  and  estate? 

SYR  ROGERRB. 

Attonme  thy  eyne  arounde  thys  haied  mee, 
Tenty6ie  loke  arounde  tbe  cbaper  deDe; 
An  answere  to  thie  barganette  here  see, 
Thys  wetked  flourette  wylle  a  leson  telle; 
Arist  it  b!ew,  itte  florisbed,  and  dyd  wtil, 
Lcdceynge  ascaunce  opon  tbe  naighbooregrMM; 
Yet  with  the  deignid  greene  yttes  reDnom<>  fełle, 
Rftsoones  ytte  shronke  upon  tbe  daie-breots 

playne, 
Didde  not  yttes  loke,  wlulest  ytte  there  dyd 

stonde. 
To  croppe  ytte  in  the  bodde  moTe  lomme  dred 

bonde. 

Syke  ys  the  araie  of  lyffe;  the  loTcrds  eote 
Mooireth  the  robber  bym  therfor  to  slea; 
Gyf  thoo  bas  ethe,  the  sbądowe  of  contente, 
BeleiTe  Uie  trothe,  theres  nonę  moe  haik  yaa 

thee.  [bee? 

Thou  wurchest;  welle,  canne  tbatte  a  trobblt 
Slothe  moe  wulde  jadę  tbee  tban  tbe  rongbest 

daie. 
Conldest  thou  the  kivercled  of  songblys  see, 
Thou  wouldst  eftsoones  see  trothe  ynne  whstte 

1  saie;  [tbenne 

Botte  lette  me  beere  thie  waie  of  lyffe,  and 
Heare  thou  from  me  tbe  lyffe  of  odher  menne, 

MANNB. 

I  rysę  wyth  the  sonne, 
Lyche  bym  to  dryve  tbe  wayne. 
And  eere  mie  wurche  is  don 
I  synge  a  songe  or  twayne. 
I  foliowe  the  plougb-tayle, 
Wjrtbe  a  longe  jubb  of  ale. 

Botte  of  the  maydens,  oh ! 
Itte  lacketh  notte  to  telle; 
Syr  preeste  mote  notte  crie  woe, 
Cuide  bys  buli  do  as  weUe. 
1  daunce  tbe  beste  heiedeygnes. 
And  foile  tbe  wysest  leygnes. 

On  ererych  seynctes  hie  daie 
Wythe  the  mynstrelle  am  1  scenę, 
AU  a  Iboteynge  it  awaie, 
Wytbe  maydens  on  the  greene. 
But  ob !  I  wyshe  to  be  moe  greate, 
In  fennome,  tenure  and  eatate. 

STR  ROG^RRE. 

Has  thou  ne  seene  a  tree  uponne  a  hylley 
Wboselinliste  biaunces  rechen  iar  toe  sjrghttf 
Whan  fuired  unwers  doe  tbe  HeaTon  fylle, 
Itte  shaketh  dcere  yn  dole  and  moke  affiyghts. 
Wbylest  tbe  congeon  flowrette  abessie^  dygbt^ 
Stoodetbe  unburte,  onąoaced  bie  tbe  stonna: 
Syke  is  a  picte  of  lyffe:  tbe  mannę  of  mygbte 
Is  tempest-chaft,  bys  woe  gieate  as  bys  fbnae; 
Thieselfe  a  flowrette  of  a  stoall  accoante, 
Wouldst  harder  feUe  the  wynde,  as  bygfacr 
dydste  mounte. 

^  E^idently  firom  the  Fnpch  oioMafr,  bot  c(»> 
raptly  and  indeed  ontntelligibly^  fonned,  U  ii 
usedby  oootberwńtec    Tyrwbitt. 


^GiX>QU%  THE  FOURTH^ 


SUHOURB  A1U>  JUGA. 

Off NB  Rnddeberne'  Imnk  twa  pynynge  maydens 
sate,  [deere ; 

Tbeire  teares  faste  drrppeyne  to  the  waterre 
Echone  bemeatynge  for  her  absente  matę, 
WboatteSeyDCteiJbonDit  ahouke  the  inorthynge 

■peare. 
Tbe  nottebrowne  EliDoure  to  Joga  feyre  [eyne, 
Bydde  speke  acroole  *,  wytłte  langnishment  of 
Lycbe  droppes  of  pearlie  de  w,  lemed  the  quyvryng 
'    brine. 

BŁIWOURE. 

O  gentla  Jaga !  heara  mie  dennie  plainte, 
To fyghte for  Yorke  mie  love  ys  dyghte  iu  stele; 
O  mai  ne  sanguen  sieine  the  wbyie  rosę  peyncte, 
Mai  good  Seyncte  Cuthberte  watche  Syrre  Ro- 
bertę wele. 
Moke  moethan  ne  deatbe  in  phantasie  I  fede; 
See!  see !  upon  tbe  grounde  be  blaedynge  lies ; 
Inhild  some  joice  of  lyfo,  or  else  mie  deaie  love  dies. 

JUOA. 

Systen  in  sorrowe  on  thys  daise-ey*d  bankę, 
Wbere  melancholych  brooda,  we  wyli  lamente; 
BeweCte  wjrthe  momynge  dewe  and  evene  danke; 
Lyche  lerynde  okes  in  eche  the  odher  bente, 
Orlyche  ibrlettenn'  balles  of  merriemente, 
Wh(>9e  gaatlie  mitcbesholde  the  traine  of  frygfate, 
Where  letbale  rayens  bark,  and  owlets  wake  tbe 
nyghte. 

BUNOURB. 

No  moe  the  miskynette  shall  wake  the  morne4, 
Tbe  ininstieUe  daunce,gopdcheere,  and  moityce 

płaie ; 
No  moe  the  an|blynge  palfrie  and  the  borne 
Shall  from  the  lessel  rouze  the  foxe  awaie; 
m  seke  the  foneste  alle  the  lyre-longe  daie  ; 
Alle  oete  amenge  the  gravde  chyrche  glebę  wyli 

And  to  the  paasaate  gprygbtea  lecture  mie  tale  of 
woe. 

JUOA. 

WhtD  mokie  clondis  do  hangę  upon  the  leme 
Of  leden  Moon,  ynn  sylrer  mantels  dyghte; 
The  tryppeynge  Faf^ries  weve  the  golden  dreme 
Of  lelyness,' whyche  ilyeth  wythe  the  nyghte; 

^  Koddebome,  rudbome  (in  Saxon,  red-waier);  a 
mer  near  Saint  Albans,  fiimous  for  the  battles 
there  fonght  between  the  houses  of  Laucaiter  and 
York. 

*  ITnauthorized.  The  imitati^e  yeib  crool,  or 
■omething  like  it,  is  said  to  have  denoted  the 
nond  madę  by  the  doye. 

'  Mr.  Bowles  bas  introduoed  this  linę  in  .his 
Monody,  written  at  Matk>ck. 
WbiUt  hnshM,  ahd  by  the  mace  of  ruin  rent, 
Sinh  the  foritAen  hall  cfmerrimerU, 
f  The  breezy  cali  of  incense-breathing  mom, 
Tbe  svallov  twitteripg  from  her  straw-built 
shed, 
The  cock*s  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  bom. 
No  morę  shall  ronie  tbem  irom  their  lowly 
bed.     G»y, 
▼OL  X?, 
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Thenne  (l>ott«  the  śeyneUm  lorbyddo !)  gif  to  a 

spryta  .  [traoghte 

Syrr  Rychardes  formę  ys  lypH,  111  holde  dyf. 

Hys  bledeynge  claie-colde  cone,  and  die  eche  dale 

ynn  thonghte. 


BUNOURŁ 

Ah  woe  bementynge  wordes;  what  wordes  eaa 

shewe ! 
Thou  limed  r3ryer,  on  thie  linche  maie  bleede 
Cbampyons,  whose  bloude   wylle  wythe  thie 

waterres  flowe,  [deede ! 

And  Rudbome  streeme  be  Rudborfae  streeme  in- 

Haste,  gentle  Juga,  tryppe  ytte  oere  tbe  meade^ 

To  knowe,  or  wheder  we  muste  waile  agayne, 

Or  wythe  oure  follen  knyghtes  be  meagod  oane  the 

plain. 

So  sayinge,  lyke  twa  leyyn^blasted  trees, 

Or  twayne  of   cloudes  tbat  faoldeth  stonnie 

rayne; 
Theie  moved  gentle  oere  tbe  dewie  mees. 
To  where  Seyncte  Albons   holie  shrynes  re« 
.  mayoe.  [were  alayne, 

Thef^  dyd  theye  fynde  tbat  bothe  their  knyghtes 
Distraughte  theie  wandered  to  swoUen  Rudbornea 
*       syde,  [and  dyde. 

Yelled  tbeyre  lothalle  knelle,  sonke  ynn  the  waveSy 
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[From  Barretfs  History  of  Bristol.  The  original 
in  Chatterton*s  hand-writing  is  in  the  Bńtiah 
Museum.  It  was  among  the  most  early  commu^ 
nications  of  Cbatterton  to  Mr.  BarretŁ] 

A  MOST  MBRRIB  ENTYRŁIJDB, 

Plaied  bie  the  Carmelyte  Preeres  at  Mastre  Ca-> 
nynges  h^s  greete  howse,  before  Mastre  C»- 
nyhees  and  Byshoppe  Carpenterre<,  onjdedi- 
catyngethecbjrrcbe  of  Oure  Ładie  of  Redcldte, 
hight  the  Parlyamente  of  Sprjrtes.  Wioteii  bie 
T.  ROwieie  and  J.  Ifecamoie  K 


EtUrodueHfon  bie  Bueen  Mabbe„ 
(JBr>  licamme.) 

Whan  from  the  crthe  the  sonnes  holstred, 
Tban  from  the  flourctts  stranghte^  with  dewe; 
Mie  leege  me&ne  makes  yefe  awhape^. 
And  wytches  tbey te  wytchencref  doe. 

■  John  Carpenter,  bishop  of  Worrester,  who  in 
coi^unction  with  Mr.  Canynge,  founded  the  ahbey 
at  Westbury. 

*  John  Jscam,  according  to  Rowley,  wasacanon 
of  the  monastery  of  Saint'  Augostine  in  Bristol. 
He  wrote  a  dramatic  piece  called  The  Pleasaunt 
Dyscorses  of  Laniyngeton;  also  at  the  desire  of 
Mr.  Canynge  (Rowley  being  then  collecting  of 
drawingsfor  Mr.  Canynge)  he  translated  a  I^tin 
piece  called  Miles  BrjstoUi  into  Rnglish  metra, 
The  place  of  his  birth  is  not  known. 

9  Stmughte,  siretched.  I  think  this  linę  is  bor- 
roweU  from  a  much  better  one  of  Rowley%  viz, 
Łike  kynge  cuppes  brasteynge  wyth  the  moro- 
yngedew.  The  reason  why  1  think  Iscam  gnilty 
of  the  plagi  ary  is,  tbat  the  Songe  to  EUa,  from 
whence  the  above  linę  is  taken,  was  wrote  when 
Rowley  was  in  London  collecting  of  drawings  for 
Mr.  Canynge  to  buUd  the  charch^  and  Isobam 
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Tbeh  rysę  fhe  sprytes  ti^ine  and  rou. 

And  take  theyre  walkę  the  letten  throwe. 

Than  do  the  sprytes  of  Yalourons  menne, 

'Agleeme  along  the  barbed  halle ; 

Plaasaunte  the  moultrynge  bannera  kenne, 

Or  S3rtte  arounde  yn  honourde  stalle. 

Oure  sprytes  atourne  theyr  eyone  to  nyghte. 

And  looke  on  Canynge  his  chyrche  bryghte. 

lu  sotbe  yn  alie  mie  bismarde  rounde, 

Troolte  the  thynge  must  be  bewryen : 

Inne  stone  or  woden  worke  ne  founde, 

Netę  80  bielecoyle  to  myne  e3me, 

*A6  ys  goode  Canyogc  hys  chyrche  of  stone, 

.Wfaych  blatauntlie  wylle  shewe  his  prayse  alone. 

To  Johannet  Carpenierre  Bythoppe  ąf  WorceUerre, 
{Bie  Romleie.) 

To  you  goode  Byshoppe,  I  address  mte  saie, 
To  you  who  honoureth  the  clotbe  you  weare; 
Łyke  pretious  bighes  ynne  ęolde  of  best  allaie 
Echone  dothe  make  the  other  seeme  morę  fayre : 
Other  than  yon^  where  ooulde  a  mannę  be  founde 
So  fytte  to  make  a  place  bee  holie  grounde. 

,The  saioctes  ynne  stones  so  netelie  carvelled, ' 
Theie  scantlie  are  whatte  thde  enseeme  to  be; 
fiie  ferrente  praier  of  yours  myghte  rear  theyre 

heade. 
And  chaunte  owte  masses  to  oure  Yjrigyne. 
Was  everie  prelate  lyke  a  Carpenterre,       [terre. 
The  chyrche  woulde  ne  blushe  at  a  Wyncbes^ 

Leamed  as  Beauclerke,  as  the  Confessour 
-Holie  ynnć  lyfe,  lyke  Canynge  charitable, 
Susie  in  holie  chyrche  as  Yarasour,  fstalj^e, 

Slacke  yn  thynges  evylle,  yn  alle  goode  ihynges 
Honest  as  Saiconnes  was,  from  wbence  tbou'rt 

spninge, 
Tho  boddie  weak  thie  soole  for  erer  younge. 

Tfaou  knowest  welle  thie  conscience  free  Irom 

steyne, 
Thie  soule  her  rode^  no  sable  batements  have; 
Yclenchde  opr  wythe  vyrtues  beste  adaygne, 
A  daie  aeterne  thie  mynde  does  aie  adave. 
Ne  spoyled  widdowes,  orphyans  dystreste, 
Ne  starwynge  preestes  ycrase  thie  nyghtlie  reste. 

Herę  then  to  thee  let  me  for  one  and  alle 
6ive  lawde  to  Carpenterre  and  commendatyon, 
¥or  hys  grete  vyrtues  but  alas!  too  smalle 
Is  mie  poore  skylle  to  shewe  you  hys  juste  blatyon, 
Cr  to  blaze  forthe  hys  publicke  goiode  alone, 
Aud  alle  his  prywato  goode  to  Godde  and  bym  ys 
knowne. 

^nyłe  (^  Npmndde  ^feaketh. 
{Bie  Jsemime,) 

Soon  as  the  mome  but  newlie  wake, 
Spyed  nyghte  ystorven  lye; 
On  herre  corse  dyd  dew  droppes  shake^ 
Then  fore  the  Sonne  upgotten  was  1. 


wYDte  the  above  a  little  before  th6  fiflUhiog  of  the 
church. 

<  '<  Other  than  3rou,''  kc.  Carpenter  dedicated 
the  church,  as  appears  by  a  poem  written  by  Row- 
Icy. 

*  Rode,  compUetkn.  1  take  the  meaning  of  this 
linę  to  be,  '*  The  complection  of  my  sool  is  free 
from  the  black  marks  of  sin.'* 


The  rampynge  lyon,  folie  tygere, 

The  bpcke  that  skyppet  from  place  to  płace- 

The  olyphaunte''  and  rhynocere, 

Before  mee  througbe  the  greene  woode  1  dyd  chaoe; 

Nsrmrodde  as  scrjrptnres  byght  mie  name, 

Baalle  as  jetted  nories  sale; 

For  rearynge  Babelle  of  greete  famę, 

Mie  name  and  renomę  shaalle  lyyen  for  aic: 

But  here  I  spie  a  fyner  rearjmge, 

Geust  whych  the  clowdes  dothe  not  fygfate, 

Onne  whych  the  starres  doe  sytte  to  appeaiynge: 

Weeke  menne  thynke  y  tte  reache  the  kyngdam 

of  lyghte. 
O  where  ys  the  mannę  that  bnylded  thtf  nine, 
Dyspendynge  woildlie  storę  so  welle; 
Fayn  woulde  I  chaunge  wyth  hym  mie  name^ 
And  stande  ynne  hys  cbaunce  ne  to  goe  to  HeUe. 

Spryte  qf  Astyrmu  Mifngelk, 

Whan  toe  theyre  ca^es  aeterne  abefte', 
The  waters  ne  moe  han  dystreste 
The  worlde  so  large  ; 
.    Btttte  dyde  djracharge 
Themselyes  ynto  theyre  bedde  of  reste* 

Then  menne  besprenged  alle  abroade, 
Ne  moe  dyde  worshyppe  the  tme  Godde; 

Butte  dyd  create 

Hie  temples  greate 
Unto  the  image  of  Nymrodde. 

But  now  the  Worde  of  Godde  is  come. 
Borne  of  Maide  Marie  toe  brynge  home 

Mankynde  hys  shepe, 

Theme  for  to  keepe 
In  the  folde  of  hys  beaTenlie  kyngdome. 

Thys  chyrche  whych  Canynge  he  dyd  reer, 
To  be  dispente  in  prayse  and  prayer. 

Menuet  soules  to  sa^e, 

Wom  vowryngc  grave, 
Ande  puryfye  them  hea^en  were9. 

SpryŁn  ąf  EUe,  Bytkrycke^  F^hanbfnf^y  Fratętn, 
Gauniet,  Segowen,  LanifHgetim,  KngghUt  Tet^kn^ 
endByrtame. 

{Bk  JRowtm.) 

S^ajte  ąf  Bytkryckt  spetheA. 

Elle,  thie  Brystowe  is  thie  onlie  care, 
Thou  arte  lyke  dragon  ne  vyllant  of  yts  gode; 
Ne  loTynge  dames  toe  kynde  moe  kyve  can  bear, 
Ne  Lombardcs  over  golde  moe  Tyllaunt  broode. 

"^  Olyphaunt,  eUphofU.    So  an  ancient  nmif' 
mous  author : 

The  olyphaunt  of  beastes  is 
The  wisest  I  wis. 
For  hee  alwate  dothe  eat 
Lyttle  storę  of  meat 
<   Abeste,    according  to  Rowley,  hoM  or 
broughi  domu     And  Rowleie  saies  "  thie  piyde 
wylW  be  abeste."    Entroductyon  to  the  Eotyr- 
lude  of  the  Apostatę. 

9  Heaven  were,  hetwenward,  so  Rowley: 
Not  goulde  or  bighes  will  bringtheeheaveDwa«i 
Ne  kyne  or  mylkie  flockes  upon  the  playne, 
Ne  mannours  rych  nor  banners  brave  and  fcyi«» 
Ne  wife  the  sweetest  of  the  erthlie  trayne. 
Entroductyon  to  the  Enterlode  of  the  Apostatę. 
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Swjfhjni  jee  sprytes,  fonake  the  bollen  floude. 
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And  browke  a  sygthe  wyth  mee,  a  syghte  eafyne; 
Welle  bave  I  veiided  myoe  for  Danyshe  błoude, 
Sjrth  thys  greete  structiire  greete  mie  wbaped  eyne. 
Yee  tbat  haye  buyUen  on  the  Radclefte  lyde. 
Tourne  there  your  eyne  and  see  your  workes  ont- 
▼yde. 

Spiyłe  qf  Byihnfch  speeketh. 

Wbat  wondroiis  monumente  1  what  pyle  ys  thys ! 
Tbat  byndes  in  wondera  chayne  entendemente ! 
Tbat  dothe  aloof  the  ayrie  skyen  kyss, 
Aad  seemeth  mountaynes  joined  bie  cemeote, 
From  Oodde  hys  greete  and  wondrous  storehouse 

•ente. 
Falte  trelle  myne  e3nie  arede  ytte  canne  ne  bee, 
Tbat  mannę  could  reare  of  thylke  agreete  ex- 

tente, 
A  chyrebe  so  bausyn  fety  ve  as  wee  see : 
Tbe  flemed  cloudes  disparted  from  it  flie, 
Twyllc  bee,  I  wis,  to  alle  cternytye. 

SlWs  spryU  speekelh, 

Werę  I  once  moe  caste  yn  a'  mortalle  frame. 
To  beaie  the  channtrie  songe  sounde  ynne  myne 
To  heare  the  masaes  to  owre  holie  damę,     [eare, 
To  yiewe  the  cross  yles  and  the  arches  fisyre! 
Througbe  the  halle  hnlstred  sy1ver  twynklynge 

gJare 
Ofyonbryghte  Moone  in  foggie  mantles  dreste, 
I  most  contente  the  buyldynge  to  aspere, 
Wbylste  ishad  cloudes  the  hallie  syghte  arreste. 
Tyli  as  the  uygbtes  growe  wayle  I  flie  the  lyghte, 
O-were  I  mannę  agen  to  see  the  syghte ! 
Tbere  sytte  tbe  canons ;  clotbe  of  sable  hue 
Adorae  tbe  boddies  of  them  everie  one ; 
The  chaunters  whyte  with  scarfes  of  woden  blewe, 
And  crymson  cbappeaus  for  them  toe  put  onne, 
Wythe  golden  tassy Is  glyttrynge  ynne  the  Snnne; 
The  dames  ynne  kyrtles  alle  of  Lyncolne  greene, 
And  knotted  shoone  pykes  of  brave  coloures  done : 
A  fyner  syghte  yn  sothe  was  nerer  seen. 

Byrtonne**  iprgte  tpeeheth. 

Inne  tyltes  and  tumies  was  mie  dear  dęlyghte. 

For  mannę  and  Godde  hys  warfare  han  renomę; 

At  ereryche  tyltynge  yarde  mie  name  was  hyghte, 

I  beare  tbe  belle  awaie  whereer  I  come. 

Of  Redclifte  chyrche  the  buyldynge  newe  I  done. 

And  dyd  fulle  manie  holie  place  endowe, 

Of  Maries  house  madę  the  foundacyon, 

And  gave  a  threescore  markes  lo  Johnes  hys  toe. 

Then  closM  myne  eyne  on  Erthe  to  ope  no  moe^ 

Whylst  syx  moneths  mjnnde  upon  mie  grave  was 

doe. 
Fuli  gladde  am  1  mie  chyrche  was  pyghten  down, 
Syth  thys  brave  structure  doth  agreete  myne  eye. 
Thys  geason  bnyldynge  limedst  of  the  towne, 
Łike  to  the  donours  soule,  shalle  never  die; 
But  if  percase  Tymę,  of  hys  dyre  envie,    [stone ; 
Shalle  beate  ytte  to  rude  walles  and  throckes  of 
The  faytour  traTeller  that  passes  bie  . 
Wyllc  see  yttes  royend  aantyaunte  splendoure 

shewne 
Inne  the  crasd  arches  and  the  carrellynge. 
And  pyllars  theyre  greeae  heades  to  Ueayen  rear- 


SprfU  pf  Segawen  speeheth. 


Bestoykynge  golde  was  once  myne  onlie  toic, 
Wyth  ytte  mie  soule  wythynne  the  colfer  laie; 
Itte  dyd  the  mastrie  of  mie  ]yfe  emploie, 
Bie  nyghte  mie  leman  and  mie  jubbe  bie  daye. 
Once  as  I  dosynge  yn  the  wytch  howre  laie^ 
Thynkynge  howe  to  beaym  the  orpbyana  hceadde, 
And  from  th<^  redeless  take  theyre  goodes  awaie^ 
I  from  the  skieu  heare  a  voyce,  which  said, 
"  Thou  sleepestt  but  loe  Sathan  is  awake;*>  [take. 
Somedeedethats  hoUe  doe,  or  hee  thie  soule  wy  Ha 

I  swythyn  was  upryst  wyth  feere  astounde; 

Mctboughte  yn  merke  was  plaien  deyylles  felle: 

Strayte  dyd  I  nomber  twentie  ares  rounde, 

Thoughten  fuli  soone  for  to  go  to  Hdle.        [telle, 

In  the  mome  mie  case  to  a  goode  preeste  dyd 

Who  dyd  areede  mee  to  ybuild  tbat  daie 

The  chyrche  of  Thomas,  thenne  to  pieces  fdlet 

Mie  heart  dispandód  into  Heaven  laie: 

Soon  was  the  syWer  to  the  woikmenne  givenr— 

Twas  beste  astowde,  a  karynte  gare  to  Heaven. 

But  wclle,  1  wote,  thie  causalles  were  not  soe, 
l^jras  love  of  Godde  that  set  thee  on  the  rearyngo 
Of  this  fayre  chyrch,  O  Canynge,  for  to  doe 
Thys  lymed  buyldynge  of  so  fyne  appearynge: 
Thys  chyrch  owre  lesser  buyldyngs  all  owt-dary- 

inge, 
Lyke  to  the  Moone  wythe  starres  of  lyttle  lygfate; 
And  after  tymes  the  feetyre  pyle  reverynge, 
The  prynće  of  chyrches  buyl«lers  thee  shall  hyghte ; 
Greete  was  the  causc,  but  greeter  was  the  effecte^ 
So  alle  wyli  sale  who  doe  thys  place  prospect* 

SprifŁe  (f  Fjftz  Hardynge  tpeekeUu 

From  royal  parentes  dyd  I  have  retaynynge, 
The  redde-hayrde  Dane  confeste  to  be  mie  syre; 
The  Dane  who  often  tbrowe  thys  kyngdom  drayn-* 

ynge, 
Would  mark  theyre  waie  athrowgb  wythe  bloud« 

and  fyre. 
As  stopped  ryyers  alwaies  rysę  moe  hygher. 
And  rammed  Stones  bie  opposures  stronger  bee; 
So  thie  whan  ranąuyshed  dyd  prove  moe  dyre. 
And  for  one  peysan  theie  dyd  threescore  slee. 
From  them  of  Deumarąues  royalle  bloude  came  I, 
Welle  mygbte  I  boaste  of  mie  gentylytie. 

The  pypes  maie  sounde  and  bubbie  forth  mie 
And  tełlen  what  on  Radclefte  syde  1  dyd :  [name, 
Trinytie  Colledge  ne  agrutche  mie  famę, 
The  fayrest  place  in  Brystowe  ybuylded. 
The  royalle  bloude  thatthorow  mie  vaiyne8  slydde 
Dyd  tyncte  mie  harte  wythe  manie  a  noble 
thoughte;  ' 

Lyke  to  mie  mynde  the  m3nister  yreaied, 
Wytłie  noble  carvel  workmanshyppe  was  wroughte. 
Hie  at  tbe  deys,  lyke  to  a  kynge  on's  throne, 
Dyd  I  take  place  and  was  myself  alone. 

But  thou,  the  buylder  of  this  swotie  place, 
Whereałlethesaynctesinsweeteąjunctyonstande, 
A  verie  Heaven  for  yttes  fetyve  grace, 
Tbe  glorie  and  the  wonder  of  the  lande,    [hande,' 
That  shewes  the  buylders  mynde  and  fourmers 
To  bee  the  beste  that  on  tbe  Erthe  remaynes; 
At  once  for  wonder  and  delyghte  commauiide, 
Shewynge  howe  muchę  hee  of  the  godde  reteynes, 
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Canynge  ih«  grreat,  the  charytable,  and  good. 
Noble  as  ky ngea,  if  not  of  kyngaMe  faloude. 

Brystowe  shafi  tpetke  mie  name,  and  Raddefte 

toe* 
For  brre  mie  depds  ireie  godddye  everychoae; 
ŚB  Owdens  myniter  bie  the  gmte  wyUe  sbewe,    > 
And  Jobnes  at  Brystowe  wbat  mie  workesbandone. 
.Besydes  anere  honrie  that  I  blin  beganne ; 
Btttte  myne  eomparde  to  tbys^en  ys  a  grafie : 
Netę  to  bee  mencioned  or  looked  i^on, 
A  verie  punelstre  or  Terie  sroffe ; 
Canynre,  thie  name  shall  lyven  be  for  a!e, 
Thie  name  nc  wyth  tbe  cbyrcbe  thall  waste  awaie. 

9^tB  qf  Gmmtt  tpeeketk 

1  dyd  fiiKe  manie  reparatyonii  pi^e. 
And  tbebonne  Hommes  dyd  fulle  rycbe  endowe; 
As  tourynge  to  mie  Godde  on  Ertbe  dyd  ły^e, 
So  aHe  tbe  Brystowe  cbronycles  wy  He  sbewe. 
But  all  my  dcedes  wylle  bee  as  notbynge  nowe 
Syth  Canynge  bare  thys  buyldynge  fynyshed, 
Wbych  seemetb  to  be  the  pryde  of  Brystowe, 
And  bie  ne  buyldeyng  to  bee  overmatched : 
Wbyche  aie  shaUe  laste  and  bee  the  prayse  of 
And  onlie  in  the  wrecke  of  naturę  falle.        [alle, 

A  KnyghU  Templan  ipfyU  tpeekelk, 

In  ballie  land  where  Sarasins  defyle 
Tbe  grounde  whe^eon  onre  Sa^yonr  dyd  goe, 
Aod  Chryste  bys  tempie  make  to  moscfayes  ryle, 
Woidies  of  desp]^  genst  oore  Savyour  tbrowe. 
There  twąs  that  we  dyd  our  warfarage  doe, 
Gnardynge  the  pylgryms  of  the  Cbrystyan  fiiie; 
And  dyd  owre  holie  armes  in  bloude  embrue, 
Movynge  lyke  thonder  boultes  yn  dnar  arraie. 
Owre  strokes  lyke  leTyn  tareynge  the  tali  tree 
Owre  Oodde  owre  arme  wyth  lethalle  forre  dyd 

dree.  fweithe, 

Maint  tenures  fiiyre,  ande  mannoures  of  greete 
Oreene  woodes,  and  brooklettesrunnynge  tbroiighe 

thelee, 
JDjrd  menne  os  gyre  for  thesrre  deare  sonie  ber 

helthe, 
Ga^e  ertblie  ryches  for  goodes  bearenlie. 
Ne  dyd  we  lette  our  ryches  untyle  bee. 
But  dyd  ybuylde  the  Tempie  chyrche  soe  iyne, 
Tbe  wbyche  ys  wronghte  abowte  so  bismaielie; 
Ute  seemetb  camoys  to  the  wondrynge  eyne ; 
And  ever  and  anon  when  belles  rynged, 
From  place  to  place  ytte  mo%-eth  yttes  hie  heade: 
Butte  Canynge  from   tbe  sweate  of  bys  owne 

browes, 
'Dyd  gette  hys  golde  and  rayse  tfays  fetyve  bowse. 

Lcmyngettnmet  tp/ryit  tpeduih. 


i>tte  alle  mie  faultes  bee  boried  3mne  the  graye; 
Alle  obtoquyes  be  rotted  wythe  mie  duste  ; 
Jjette  him  iymK  carpen  that  no  iremm^s  have; 
'Tys  pastę  mannce  naturę  for  to  be  aie  jaste. 
But  y(A  in  sothen  to  rrjoyce  1  musie, 
That  1  dj4  not  immeddle  for  to  buylde ; 
Sytbe  tbys  ąoaintissed  place  so  gioryous, 
Seemeyng  aUe  chyrches  joyned  yn  one  gnyldei, 
Has  nowe  suppited  for  wbat  I  had  done, 
MTbych  toe  mie  cierge  ia  ą  gloryona  sonoe. 


Tben  l6t  na  aUe  do  jyntelie  rerenwBoe  hevB» 
The  beite  of  menne  and  bysboppes  heradoeataade: 
Wbo  ai«  Goddes  ahepetenea  aod  do  tahe  gesd 

care, 
Of  the  goode  sbape  bee  pulteth  yn  tfacytc  fai«d; 
Ne  one  ia  loste  biitte  aHe  in  well  likande 
Awayte  to  beare  tbe  Generalle  Byshoppęa  caller 
When  Mychaels  trompe  sball  sound  to  ynmotte 
Affryghte  the  wycked  and  awaken  alle :     Oande, 
Tben  Canynge  ryses  to  eternal  reste, 
And  .fyndes  bee  cbose  on  Ertbe  a  lyfe  tbe  beate. 


THE  TOUBNAMBNT. 

«  AM  INTBRŁUDB. 

[Thia  poem  is  printed  from  a  copy  madę  by  Mi; 
Catoott,  from  one  in  Chatterton'8  baod-writing. 
Cir  Simon  <le  Boorton,  the  bero  of  thts  poem,  ia 
supposed  to  ba¥e  been  tbe  first  fomider  oifa 
cburch  dedicated  to  '<  oure  Ładie,^  in  tbe  plaot 
where  the  church  ofSt.MaryRedctiflenowatands» 
Tbe  fuUowing  account  is  transcribed  Irom  one 
of  tbe  parchment  manuscripta  prodnced  by 
Cbatterton:-* 
"Symonne  de  Bjrrtonne  eldeat  aonnc  of  sjrrre  Balit 
W3rnus  de  Bjrrtonne,  was  bora  ob  tbe  ere  of  the 
annunciation  m.cc.xxxxzz?.    bee  was  desyiw 
abeUe  of  aspect,  and  in  bys  yowtbe  modi  srerea 
to  toumeyeynge,  and  m.c.c.xxxxxiacx  at  Wyn- 
cbestre  yuie  games  won  myckle  bonnonre,  ba 
abstaynyd  from  manyage^be  was  msrckle  learaed^ 
and  ybuyłded  a  bouse  in  the  Yle  of  Wjrghte  a^ 
ter  fiubsron  of  a  pallayse  royaul,  goodlye  to  bfr* 
boutde,  wyth  carreUy^d  pyllara  on  wbych  wat 
tbys  ryme  wroteu : 

Fulle  nobille  is  tbys  ksmgeKe  howta 

And  eke  iulle  nobille  thee, 
Bchone  is  for  the  other  fytle 
As  saynctes  for  II«aven  bee. 
"Hee  everwas  follen  of  almesdcedK  and  waa  of  tbe 
poore  beloved:  in  bo.cc.1xyxv  kynge  Edwaade' 
kepte  hys  CbrysŁfnasseat  Bryghtstowe  aod  pro> 
ceeded  agaynste  the  Welchmenne  ebronghtenne 
manye  stronge  and  dowgbtee  knyghta»  amongst 
whom  were  syrre  Ferrars  Neiylle,   Geotfroie 
Freeman,  Clymar  Percie,  Heldebrand  Gonraie, 
Ralph  Mobun,  syr  Lyster  Percie,  and  Edgara 
Knyvet,  knyghtes  of  renowne,  wbo  establisbed 
a  three  days  jouste  on  sayncte  Maryes  Hylte^ 
syrre  Ferrars  Nevylle  appeated  dygbte  in  ruddy 
armoure,  beaiyn^  a  rampaunte  lyoo  guttede 
sangue,  agaynste  bym   came    syr   Gerrayse 
Te3rsdyl1e,  who  bearyd  a  launce  issuynge  pn>> 
per,  but  was  ąuycklie  ovprthrowen :  tben  ap> 
pean-d  Leonaide  Ramsay,  who  had  a  bonde  i»- 
suaote  holdeynge  a  bloudie  sweide  peercynge  a 
couroune  wyth  a  sheelde  peasenne  witb  vflfer; 
be  ranne  twayne  tyltes,  but  KcTille  throwen  hyai 
on  the  thyktie  rencountre    tben  dyd  the  afoce* 
sajrd  syrre  Symonne  de  Byrtonne  avow  tfaat  if 
be  overthrowen  syrre  Ferrars  Neville,  be  woold 

'  Tbis  circnmstaace  is  pro^ed  by  onr  old  cbia* 
nioles  ander  the  year  13S5.  Rez  Edw.  1  ym 
Walłiam  progrediens  occidentalem  intraFit  Ola- 
moiganciam,  anie  ad  ComiteraGloranum  noaritar 
pertinore:  rex  dein  Bristolliam  TeBians  festną 
Donunice  natiritatia  eo  aono  ibi  tenit.— BanetL 
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Ihere  erecte  and  ImiMea  diyrche  to  owre  Ładye: 
•Ug^te  there  sloodeauigh  LainyngtoBiies  La^ies 
chamber :  hee  then  encoantred  ^ygoroiuly,  and 
boreayire  Perran  bortę  and  manto  ttie  grounde, 
reowyDynge  konjrg^,  Tictore  knygbt  of  the 
joaste,  ande  aettyngi;  atte  the  ryghte  bonde  of 
k.  Edwardę.  Inne  m-cclnnsi  hee  performed 
byś  Yowea  ybuylden  a  godelye  chyrcbe  from  a 
pattem  of  St  Oswaldes  abbyes  ebyrcbe,andthe 
day  of  our  Lordes  natyvyty  iD.ccc.i.  Gylbcit 
de  Saote  Łeonibrdoe  byshope  of  Chychestre  dyd 
dedłcatc  it  to  the  Holie  V3nrgyime  Maryemoder 
of  Godde.'*] 

EtUeran  hcrawde. 
Tbm  toarnament  begynnes;  the  hammerrs  aounde; 
Thm  cooTserrs  lyue  about  the  mensuredd  fielde; 
Tb»  shemrynge   annoure    tbrowea   the  sheene 

wnounde  ; 
Si]a3rntys8ed  fons  depicted  onn  eche  sheelde, 
The  feerie  heaalmetf,  wythe  the  wreathes  amielde, 
Snpportes  the  rampynge  lyoncell  orr  bcare, 
tlTythe    straunge  depyctures,   naturę  maie  nott 
^oseemlie  to  all  orderr  doe  appere,   .        [yeelde, 
Yettjrattetomcnne^whothyncke  andhavea  spryte, 
Makes  knowen  thatt  the  phantasies  unryghte. 
I,  sonne  of  bonnonre,  spencer  of  ber  joies, 
Muste  swytben  goe  to  yeve  the  speeres  arouode; 
Wythe  adrantayle'  and  borne*  1  meynte  emploie, 

'**  In  the  notes  adeeniaafU  is  interpreted  armour^ 
and  fonie  AurniiA.  In  this  passage  there  seem  to 
be  sevefal  mUtaket.  TbetranscriherhasexpreMed 
the  fiffiner  word  with  a  d,  adventayle  and  a<fvan- 
lajle:  ia  whicb,  if  there  be  any  propriety,  he  waa, 
I  beliave,  little  aware  of  it.  Tbe  true  spelling  is 
snpposed  to  be  aoentm^^irmn  tbe  Frencb  moanŁ,  .It 
was  aoine  part  of  a  suit  of  armour  which  projected ; 
and  this  might  hare  been  known  froin  Skinner. 
jhemUuig:  credo  a  Franco-— GalJico  jam  obsoleto, 
moeUmi;  pratentura  ferrea:  irgoirfm^:  ab  ad- 
^ecbio  aoant*  A  like  account  is  afforded  by  Du 
Guige;  but  iieitfaer  of  them  defim  precisely  what 
pieoe  <yf  armour  it  was.  Howerer  from  the  ac* 
eowits  which  are  nsiformly  ^^^en  of  it,  we  may 
be  aasarad  that  it  was  somethmg  which  stood  for- 
wafd ;  and  is  therefote  supposed  by  Dn  Cange  to 
be  amierior  armobtrm  pan.  In  the  MSSi  of  Wil- 
liam and  tbe  Wer^ol^  men^ton  is  madę  of  the 
hero  seizing  npon  a  person  with  whom  he  is  en- 
gaged  in  fight,  which  circnmstance  is  thna  de- 
scribed: 


Winiam  tbant  witii  by  the  a^enitayle  him  heiite. 
To  tore  with  his  twcrd  swapped  of  his  beade. 

P.54 

We  find  that  he  laid  hoM  of  a  particnlar  part  of 
Ibe  sfBoar,  suclk  as  most  fecilitated  his  cutting  off 
tbe  bead  of  tbe  enemy.  This  therefore  must  hare 
been  part  of  tbe  helmet;  and  that  part  especiaHy 
wfaich  was  most  prominent  and  liabłe  to  be  seized 
i^oa ;  and  this  I  take  to  faaire  been  tbe  bearer. 
Tbere  were  sereral  sorts  of  belmets  of  different 
ienomioatioiis;  and  I  imagioe  that  one  of  them 
was  styled  tnentade  or  odcentaile,  from  a  moveab1e 
beaTcr,  which  was  madę  to  slide  up  and  down. 
The  na^ae  was  gi^en  from  its  affording,  when  the 
bearer  was  up,  an  opening  to  the  air  for  respira- 
tion;  and  seems  to  ba?e  been  derived|  not  from 


I 


Wbo  withonte  mee  wouldeMlnntoethe^roonde^ 

Soe  tbe  tali  oake  the  ivie  twysteth  rounde; 

Soe  the  neshe  flowerr  grees  ynne  the  woodeland 

'thade. 
The  worlde  bie  diffraunce  ys  ynne  orderr  foande ^ 
Wydhoute  unłikenesse  nothyoge  could  bee  madę. 
As  yno  the  bowke  netę  alleyn  cann  bee  donnę, 
Syke  ynn  the  weal  of  kynde  all  thynges  are  partea 
of  onne. 

€oani  but  firom  ad  and  veiii'a,  or wnłUo  i  irom  whenoa 
was  formed  the  French  word  m^nioiL  Ba  Canga 
ąootes  from  Rymer*8  Fced.  an  order  tom  8.  p.  384. 
Tredecim  loricas,  quinqae  aoentoUiet,  ąuadraginta 
anms,  &o.  Tbe  beaTcr  of  an  helmet  projected  be* 
yood  the  hełm,  and  stood  hollow;  so  that  it  ga^e 
an  opportunity  for  a  person  to  lay  hołd  of  it  and 
to  tbrce  the  head  of  his  enemy  downward.  Fh>m 
henoe  I  am  induced  Co  think,that  an  adrentailwaa 
properly  that  fore  part  of  the  helmet,  the  beayer, 
but  which  oflen  gave  naroe  to  the  whole.  When 
this  beaver,  was  put  up,  it  afforded  an  opening  to 
breathemore/reely,  and  to  receive  fresh  atr;  which 
opening  was  from*  thence  styled  a  venŁaU  from  om- 
ido,  'When  iBneas  was  healed  of  his  wound  by 
lapis,  aud  was  retuming  complctely  armed  tp 
battle,  he  embraced  his  son  w  ho  stood  by  his  side, 
and  kissed  him;  whicb  is  thusdeseribedby  Gawin 
Doi^las. 

Ascaneus  zoung  tcndSrly  the  ilk  place 

With  all  his  hames  beiappit  dyd  embraće. 

And  tbro  his  helms  veniaU  a  lytell  we 

Him  kissit. 

P.  425, 1. 18. 

It  is  ezpressed  after  the  same  manner  in  an  an- 
cient  poem  quoted  by  Mr.  Warton.  Hist,  of  Eng. 
Poetry  v.  l.p.  163. 

Upon  his  shoulders  ashelde  of  stecte, 
With  the  lybardes  painted  wele. 
And  helme  he  had  of  ryche  entayle, 
'  Trusty  and  trewe  was  his  yentayle. 

From  His.  of  Richard  Coeur  de  lioSk 

There  is  a  passage  in  the  iuterlude  of  .£Ua»  whera 
the  adventaile  is  mentioned  in  coąiuuction  with 
the  helmet 

Wbo  haveth  trodden  downe  the  adventayle 
And  tore  tbe  heaulmes  from  heads  of  myckłe 
myghle. 

T.  469. 

Venta]e  or  ▼entall,  a  vcnt.boleandbreathingpatt 
of  a  helmet:  a  Fr.  Ycntaille.  Gloss.  to  Gawin 
Douglas.  Hence  I  imagine  that  the  bearer  and 
the  helmet  itself  had  the  name  of  adventail  and 
aventail  from  being  constructed  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  afford  occasionally  such  an  opening. 

»  Borne.  By  this  word  is  signified  a  kind  of  gorget 
or  breast-plate  expressed  morę  commonly  bum  and 
bym;  from  tbe  byrna  of  the  Saicons.  Bypna, 
lorica.  Sax.  Diet.  In  the  laws  of  K.  Athelstan 
mentjon  is  madę  of  a  p|non  having  a  hvm  and 
hełm.  c.  7«.  In  the  laws  ałso  of  k.  Ina,  a  ««rłl 
and  sword  are  spoken  of,  c.  35.  Itwas  sometimes 
expressed  hrynt  and  brynia.  Brynia,  hńaiy  hringa 
brynia,  lorka  annulis  ferrmt  concatemUa.  Olai  Ve- 
relii.  Lex  Sneo-Gotb.  It  is  tahen  notice  of  by 
Du  Cange  as  it  is  differently  ezhibited.    Bni»e% 
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CHATTERTON'S  POEMS. 


^nier  itrr  itmoitne  dB  bourtonme. 


RBRAWm. 


Hcrawde,  bie  Hea^enne  these  tyltc^  staie  too  longe 
Mie  phantasie  ys  dyinge  forr  the  fygbte. 
The  myDstrelles  ba^e  begonoe  the  thyrde  warr 
songe,  [gyghte. 

Yett  potte  a  speere  of  hemm  hath  grete  mie 
Ifeere  there  be  ne  manoe  wordhie  mie  mygbte. 
I  lack  a  Guid^,  o  Wyllyamm  to  entylte. 
To  reine  anente  a  fele  emboydiedd  knyghte, 
Ytt  gettes  ne  renomę  gyff  hys  blodde  bee  spylte. 
Bie  Heavenne  and  MarieyttyttymetheyYehere; 
1  lyche  nott  anthylle  thiw  to  wielde  the  speare. 

HERAWDE. 

Methynckes  I  heare  yer  slugghonies  dynn  fromm 
fiure. 

BOURTOMNS. 

Ah!  swytbenn  mie  shielde  aud  tyltynge  launce 

bee  bounde. 
Eftsoones  beheste  mie  8qnyerr  to  the  warre. 
I  flie  before  to  clayme  a  challenge  grownde. 

brania,  h ronią,  lorka.  Gloss.  Lat  Theotise.  ikorcs^ 
mOiiare  omamenium,  lorica.  He  also  exprc'.sses  it 
byrnan  and  bym.  Turnus  is  described  in  the 
Scotisb  yersion  of  the  iEneis,  as  arming  himself  in 
the  following  manner. 

^e  clethis  him  with  his  schelld  and  semysbald, 
He  claspis  his  gilt  habirihone  thrinfald, 
He  in  his  breistplait  ytrąiig,  and  his  bimye, 
Ane  souir  swerd  beltis  law  down  by  his  the. 

P.  230. 1. 42. 

Among  t|ie  English  it  seems  to  haye  been  callod 
bum;  and  in  the  poem  from  whence  I  have ąuoted 
the  passage  it  appears  to  have  denoted  mUiiart 
omammtumj  probably 'something  like  a  gorget; 
with  which  the  heraldi  presented  the  knights  at 
the  same  time  that  they  gave  them  their  helmets 
find  spears. 

I,  sonne  of  honour,  spencer  of  ber  joyes 
Must  sythen  goe  to  yeve  the  speeres  arounde, 
Wyth  adventayle  and  borne.    I  meynie  emploie, 
Wbo  without  me  would  fali  unto  the  ground. 

So  it  should  be  stopt  After  the  herald  had  men- 
tioncd  that  he  was  to  present  to  the  knights  what 
belonged  to  them,  he  magnifies  his  own  oi&ce,  and 
speaks  of  himself  as  the  dispenser  of  all  honour. 
.  *  I,'  says  he  *  employ  many,  wbo  witłiout  me 
wouUl  stnk  to  nothing.'  In  short  he  intimates, 
that  all  hottours  and  badges  of  honour  come 
through  the  bands  of  the  herald;  which  seems  to 
bave  been  not  at  all  understood  by  the  transcriber. 
Such.  I  imagine,  is  the  purport  of  the  two  wordsin 
questtOł)  odoerUayU  and  borne.  By  the  former  of 
these  is  meant  an  hel  met  with  a  sliding  beayer; 
by  the  otber  a  kind  of  cuirass  or  gorget :  which 
two  by  the  transcriber  have  been  intcrpreted  ar- 
mour  and  buroish.*^»Bryanti 

This  is  the  strongest  argument  that  has  been  ad- 
duced  for  theauthenticity  of  the  poems.  Chatter* 
ton  translates  Ćotm,  after  Kersey,  humisked\  this 
makes  the  passage  unintelligible,  the  real  meaning 
of  the  word  esplains  it.  , 

9  Gmd,  Guiede  Sancto  Egidjo,  the  most  famous 
tilter  of  his  age. 


Thie  Talourons  acts  woulde  meiote  of  menoe  aa- 

tounde; 
Harde  bee  yer  shappeencontryngethee  ynnfyghie; 
Anenst  aUe  menne  tbou  berett  to  the  grounde, 
Lyche  the  bard  hayle  dothe  the  tali  rotbes  py^te. 
As  whanne  the  moroynge  Sonne  ydronks  tbe  dev, 
Syche  dotlie   thie  valouroiit  actei  drocke  ecfae 

knyghte'8  hue. 

7V  hfsiet,  The  Kynge.  Syrr  Symonne  de  Bonr- 
tonne,  Syrr  Hugo  Ferraris,  Syrr  Ranulph  Ne- 
ville,  Syr  Lodovick  de  Clynton,  Syrr  Johan  de 
Berghamme,  and  oAerr  knyghtes,  herawde, 
mynstrelles,  and  seryytours. 

KYNGB. 

The  barganette;    yee  mynstrelles,  tnne  the 

stryngtf,  [synge. 

Somme  actyonn  dyre  of  anntyante  kynges  now 

MYICSTREŁŁES. 

Wyllyamm,  the  Noraiannes  flour,  botte  Eog- 

londes  thorne,  C^^^^tr, 

The  mannę  whuse  mygbte   delierretie   hadd 

Snett  oppe  hys  long  strunge  bowe  and  sbeeUa 

abome  4,' 
Bebeateynge  atl  hys  hommagcres  to  fyghte. 
Goci  rouze  the  lyonn  from  hys  hylted  dennej 
Lett  thie  floes  drenche  the  blodde  of  anie  thynge 
bott  menne. 

Ynn  the  treed  forreste  doe  the  knygbtes  appere; 
Wyllyamm  wythe  mygbte  hys  bowe  eoynMin'd 

pltes; 
Loude  dynns  the  arrowe  ynn  thewoUyntfsear^ 
He  ryseth  battent,  roares,  he  panctes,  bee  dyei. 
Forsiagenn  att  thie  feete  let  wolvynus  bee, 
Lett  thie  floes  drenche  theyre  Uodde,  bott  do  ae 

bredrenn  slea. 

Throwe  the  merke  shade  of  twistynde  trees  hee 

rydes; 
Tbe  flemedowlett  flapptbereeve-tpecktewyBge; 
The  lordynge  toad  ynn  all  hyi  passes  bides; 
The  berten  neders  att  hymm  darte  tbe  stynge; 
Stylle,  stylle,  he  passes  onn  hys  stede  astródde, 
Nee  bedes  the  daungerous  waie  gyff  leadynge  od- 
toe  bloode. 

« 

The  lyoncel,  fromme  sweltriecoontries  braagbte^ 
Coucheynge  binethe  the  sheltre  of  the  brierr, 
Att  commyng  dynn   doth  rayse  himself  dii- 

traughte, 
Hee  loketh  wythe  an  eie  of  flames  of  fyre. 
Goe,  stycke  Uie  lyonn  to  hys  hyKren  denne, 
Lette  thie  floes  drenche  the  blood  of  ame  thynge 
botte  menne. 

Wythe  passent  steppe  the  lyonn  movHb  aloage; 
Wyllyamm  hys  tronne>woTen  bowe  bee  beads, 
Wythe  mygbte  alyche  the  rpghlyiige  thoader 

stronge: 
Thelyonn  ynn  a  roare  hys  spry  te  foor  tbeseadei. 
Goe,  slea  tbe  lion  ynn  hys  blodde-steyn^d  denne, 
Botte  bee  tbie  takelle  drie  firomm  blodde  of  odbeir 
menne. 

^  An  unauthorized  word,  Ibnned  from  Kcney^ 
blunder. 
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Sipefte  fttmiiii  ihe  thydceCŁ  stmrks  tha  stafcge 
The  couraciers  u  8«r«^  doe  afterr  flie.  [awaie; 
Hee  lapetlie  hie,  bee  gtonds,  be  kepes  att  baie, 
Botte  metettbe  arrowe,and  eftaoones  dothe  die. 
ForsJa^renn  att  thie  fbte  lette  wylde  beastes  bee» 
Lette  thie  floes  dreocbe  yer  blodde,  yett  do  ne 

bredrenn  slee. 
Wythe  martberr  tyredd,  hce  alqmge8  hys  bowe 

aiyne^.  [flowem. 

The  stagjge  ys  oiich*d  ^  wyth  crownes  of  lillie 
Aioande  Łbeire  heaulmes  tbeie  greene  Tertedoe 

entwjme; 
Joying  and  rev*Ioas  ynn  thegrene  wodebowerrs. 
Forslagenn  wyth  thie  floe  lett  wylde  beastes  bee, 
Feeste  thee  upponne  tbeire  fleshe,  do  ne  thie  bred- 

ren  ilee. 

KYMGB. 

Kowe  to  the  tourneie;  wbo  wylle  fynt  affraie? 

HBRAUŁDB. 

Nevylle,  a  baronoe,  bee  yatte  hoaDOure  thyae. 

BIIURTOIIJIB. 

I  dajmie  the  paaiage. 

HSYYŁLB. 

I  contake  thie  waie. 

BOCRTONNE. 

TheoA  there'ft  mie  ganntlett  on  mie  gaberdyne. 

HBRBHAUŁBB. 

A  l^eful  challenge,  knyghtet  and  champyonns 

dynge, 
A  leegeful  cballengelette  the  sluggborne  sounde. 
[Syr  Symaone  an^Nevy1le  ljflłe» 
Nerylle    ys  goeynge,  mannę  and  horse,  to" 

groimde,  [NevyUe/ff&. 

JLoTeides,  how  doagbtilie  tbe  tylterrs  joyne ! 
Yee  champyonnesyheere  Symonne  de  Bourtonne 

lyghtei,  [knyghtes. 

Onne  hee  hathe  qiiaoedd,    assayle   hymm,    yee 

FBRRARII. 

i    IwyPe  anente  hymm  goe;  mie  squierr,  mie 
shielde; 
Orr  onne  orr  odberr  wyli  doe  myckle  teethe 
Befbre  I  doe  departe  the  lisaedd  iielde, 
Mieaelfe  orr  Bourtonne  hereuppon  wyli  blethe. 
Hie  shielde ! 

BOURTOMIIB. 

Comme  onne,  and  fitte  thie  tytte-lannoe  ethe. 
Whanne  Bourtonn  fyghtes,  hee  metes  a  dooghtie 

fbe.  ['neiełyUe.   Yemm/aUrth. 

Hee  fslleth;  nowe  bie  HeaFenne  thie  woundesdoe 

smethe; 
]  feere  mee,  I  ha^e  wronghte  thee  myckle  woe. 

HBRAWDB. 

Bourtonne  hys  seoond  beerethto  the  fedde. 
Comme  oon,  yee  knyghtes,  and  wynn  the  hon- 
nonrM  sbeeld. 

BBROHAMHE. 

I  take  the  challenge ;  sąuyre,  mie  lannce  and 

stede. 
I,  Bourtonne, take  thegauntlette;  forrmee  staie. 

5  Unauthoriaed  and  unintelligible. 

*  OtKii%  gariands  of  flowers  being  put  round  the 
neek  of  the  game^it  was  said  to  be  ouef^d^  from  oudk, 
a  chain  wom  by  earls  round  their  necks. 


Botte  gyf[  thott  fy^teste  mee  thou  shalt  have 

mede; 
Somme  odherr  I  wylle  champyono  toe  affraie; 
Percbaunce  fronune  hemm  I  maie  possess  the 

daie, 
Thenn  I  schalle  bee  a  fbemanne  forr  thie  spere. 
Herehawde,  toe  the  bank  es  of  knyghtyti  aaie. 
De  Berghanune  wayteth  foiT  a  foemann  heere. 

GUIfTON. 

Botte  longe  thou  shalte  ne  tende ;  I  doe  thee  fie. 
Łychę  Ibrreying  Ievyn  schaiłe  mie  tylte-launce 

flie. 
[Berghamme  and  Clinton  tyUe.    Clinton  faiietht, 

BBRGHAMMB. 

Nowe,  nowe,  syrr  knyghte,  attoura  thie  beereredd 

eyoe. 
I  haTe  borne  downe,  and  efte  doe  gauntlette  thee. 
Swythenne  begynne,  and  wrynn  thie  shappe  orr 

myne: 
Gyff  thou  dyscomfytte,  ytt  wylle  dobblie  bee. 
[Bourtonne  ani  Burghamm  fy//«fA.Berghamme/eAr. 

HBRAWDB. 

Symonne  de  Bourtonne  ha^eth  borne  downe  three. 
And  bie  the  thyrd  hathe  honnoore  of  a  fourthe. 
Lett  hymm  bee  sett  a  syde,  tylle  hee  dothe  see 
A  tyltynge  forr  a  knyghte  of  gentłe  wourthe. 
Heere  commethe  straunge  knyghtes;  gyff  oorte- 

ous  heie, 
Ytt  welle  beseies  to  yere  hemm  ryghte  of  fraie. 

FIRST  KNYOUTB. 

Straungerrs  wcc  bee,  and  hombtie  doe  wee  clayme 
The  rennome  ynn  thys  toumete  forr  to  tylte  ; 
Dherbie  to  proove  fromm  cravents  owre  goode 

name, 
Bewrynnynge  thatt  wee  gentile  blodde  baTe  spylte; 

HBRBHAWDB. 

Yee  knyghtes  of  cortesie,  these  straungerrs,  saie, 
Bee  you  fiille  wyllynge  forr  to  yeve  hymm  fraie? 

[  Fyce  kny%hte$  iyiteth  wyłhe  łhettraunge  kny^kie,  and  bm 

BOURTONNE. 

Nowe  bie  seynćte  Marie,  gyff  onn  atl  the  flelde 
Ycrasedd  speres  and  helmetts  bee  besprente, 
Gyff  everyche  knyghte  dydd  houlde  a  piercedd 

sheeld,  [stente, 

Gyff  all  the  feelde  wythe  cbampyonne  blodde  bee 
Yett  toe  encounterr  hymm  I  bee  contepte. 
Annodhcnr  launce,  marshalle,  anodherr  launce. 
Albeytt  hee  wytbe  lowes  of  fyre  ybrt^nte, 
Yett  Bourtonne  woulde  agenste  hys  val  advance, 
Fy ve  baveth  fallenn  downe  anethe  hys  speere, 
Botte  he  shalle  bee  the  next  thatt  falleth  heere. 
Bie  thee,  seyncte  Marie,  and  thy  sonne  I  sweare, 
Thatt  ynn  whatte  place  yonn  doughtle  knyght  shall 

fali 
Anethe  the  stronge  push  of  mie  straught  out  speere, 
There  schalle  aryse  a  hallie  chyrches  walie, 
The  whyche,  ynn  honnoure,  I  wylle  Marye  cafle, 
Wythe  pillar^  luge,  and  spyre  fuli  bygb'e  and 

rounde. 
And  thys  I  fiiifullie  wylle  stonde  to  all, 
Gyff  yonderr  strauugerr  fidleth  to  the  grounde. 
Straungerr,  bee  bonne ;  I  champyonn  you  to  warre. 
Sounde,  sounde  the  slugbomes,  to  behearde  fromm 

farre. 
[Bourtonne  and  thś  straungerr  fyA.  Strannger  faUttk. 
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CHATTERTOWS  POI^S. 


RTNOl. 
The  mornynge  tyltes  now  cease* 

BERAWDB. 

Bourtonne  ys  kynge, 
Dysplaie  the  Englyshe  bannorre  ODn  the  teiite'^ 
Rounde  by  moi,  yęe  myn8trel}e8,8ong8of  achments 

synge; 
Yee  herawdes,  gatherr  upp  the  speeres  besprente; 
To  kynge  of  Toumey-tylte  bee  all  knees  bente. 
Pames  faire  and  gentle,  forr  youre  loves  hee  foughte; 
Porr  you  the  longe  tylte-launce,  the  swerde  bee 

shente; 
ttee  jousteddy  alleinc  harynge  you  ynn  thoughte. 
Comme,  mynstreHeSi  sound  the  strynge,  goe  onn 

eche  syde, 
Whylest  hee  untoe  the  kynge  ynn  state  doe  lyde. 

.  MYNSTREŁŁE», 

Whann  battayłe,  sihethynge  wythe  new  quick- 
6nn'd  gore,  [hedde, 

^endynge  wythe  spoiles,  and  bloddie  droppynge 
Dydd  the  merke  wood  of  cthe  and  rest  explore, 
Seekeynge  to  lie  onn  Pleasurps  downie  bedde, 
Pleasnre,  dauncyng  fromm  her  wodę, 
Wreathedd  wythe  floni-es  of  aiglintine, 
From  hy«  v-yBage  washedd  the  bioude, 
Hylte  hys  swerde  and  g;ibeTdyne. 

-  • 

Wythe  syke  an  eyne  she  swotelie  bymm  dydd  view 
Dydd  soe  ycorren  everrie  shape  to  joie, 
Hys  spryte  dydd  chaunge  untoe  anodherr  hue, 
Hysarmes,  ne  spoylcs,  mote  anie  thougbtsemploie. 
Ali  delyghtsomme  and  contente^ 
Fyre  enshotynge  fromme  hys  eyne, 
Ynn  hys  armes  bee  dydd  henr  hente, 
Łychę  the  merk-pUnte  doe  entwyne, 

Soe,  gyff  thou  Iovest  Pleasnre  and  herr  trayne, 
Onknowlachynge  ynn  wfaatt  place  berr  to  fynde, 
Thys  mle  yspende,  and  ynn  thie  mynde  retayne; 
SMikehonnoure  fyrste,  and  pleasaunceliesbehynde. 

BRFSTOWE  TRAGEDIE: 

OR  THE  DETHE  OF  SYR  CHARLES  BAWDIN. 

[This  poem  is.n*printed  from  the  copy  printed  at 
London  in  ]  "772,  with  a  few  corrections  from  a 
cópy  madę  by  Mr.  Catcott,  from  one  in  Cbat- 
terton'8  hand-writing. 

The  person  here  celebrated  under  the  name  of 
syr  Charles  Bawdin  was  probably  sir  Balde- 
wyn  FuUbrd,  knt.  a  zealous  Lancastrian,  who 
was  executed  at  Bristol  in  the  latter  end  of 
1461,  the  first  year  of  Edward  the  Fourth.  He 
was  attatnted,  with  many  others,  in  the  generał 
act  of  attainder,  1  Edw.  IV,  but  he  seems  to 
have  been  executed  under  a  spe^ial  commission 
for  the  trial  of  treasons,  &c.  withtn  the  town  of 
Bristol.  The  fragment  of  the  otd  chronicie, 
published  by  Heame  at  the  end  of  Sprotti 
Chronica,  p.  889,  says  only,  "  (I  Edw.  IV.) 
was  takin  sir  Baldewine  Fulford  and  behedid  at 
Bristow."  But  the  matter  is  morę  fully  stated 
in  the  act  which  passed  iń  7  Edw.  IV.  for  the 
restitution  in  blood  and  estate  of  Thomas  Ful- 
ford, knt.  eklest  son  of  Baldewyn  Fulford,  late 
of  Fulford,  in  ^le  county  of  Dcronshire,  knt. 
Kot  Pat  8-  Edw.  IV.  p.  1,  m.  13.*  The  prc- 

**  Adfanoe  oizr  waving  colours  on  the  walls! 

SbaJctpeare,  Henry  a,  part  ]. 


amMe  of  this  act,  after  gtating  fin  atfaMer  W 
the  act  1  Edw.  IV.  goeion  thns:  '<  And  alsothe 
said  Baldewyn,  the  said  first  yere  of  yoor  noble 
reign,  at  Bristowe  in  the  shere  of  Bristowe,  be- 
fore  Henry  erle  of  Esse^,  William  UastyaKLof 
Hastyngs,  knt  Richard  Chock,  Wilłiin  C- 
nyng,  maire  of  the  said  towne  of  Bristowe,  aad 
lliomas  Yong,  by  (brce.of  yourlettrn  pateutes 
totheym  and  otherdirecte  to  here  anddetermioe 
all  treesons,  &c.  doon  wlthyn  the  said  towne  of 
Bristowe  before  the  vth  day  of  Septembertte 
first  yere  of  your  said  reign,  was  atteyot  of  dy- 
ver»  tresons  by  him  doon  ayenst  your  highoesi, 
&c.''  If  the  commission  sat  soon  nfter  tfae 
▼th  of  September,  as  is  most  probeble,  kiii|  Ed- 
wardę miebt  very  possibly  be  at  Bristol  at  the 
time  of  sir  Bałdewyn's  esecution;  for  in  tfae 
interval  between  hiS'  coronation  and  the  psrlia- 
ment  which  met  in  November,  he  madę  &  pro. 
gress  (as  the  continuator  of  Stowe  infomis  as,  p. 
416.)  by  the  South  coast  in  the  West,  and  was 
(among  otber  places)  at  Bristol.  Indeed  there  ii 
a  circumstance  which  might  lead  us  to  beiiere, 
thafhe  was  actnally  a  spectator  of  tbe  eieco- 
tion  from  the  minster  wiodow,  as  described  in 
the  poem.  In  an  old  accoriapt  of  the  procun. 
tors  of  St.  Ewin*8  church,  which  was  theo  tfae 
minster,  from  xx  March  in  the  1  Edwaid  IV. 
to  1  April  in  the  year  next  ensuing,  is  tbe  U- 
lowing  article,  accoitling  to  a  copy  madę  by  Mr. 
Catcott  from  the  original  book. 

" Item  for  washynge  the cburch  P»3rTcnl.... ,  ,  ,. 
ageynsKyngeEdwarde  4thi8comynge.j"^*™-  J 

THEfeathered  songsterdiaanticleer 

Han  wouode  hys  bugle  home. 
And  tolde  the  earlie  villager 

The  commynge  of  the  mome : 

Kynge  Edwardę  sawe  the  ruddie  streakat 

Of  lyghte  eolypae  the  greie; 
And  herde  the  raren^s  crokynge  throte 

Prociayme  the  fated  daie. 

"  Thou'rt  ryghte,"  quod  hee,  «  for,  by  the  Godde 

That  syttes  eiithron^d  on  hyglie! 
Charies  Bawdin,  and  hys  fellowes  twnine. 

To  daie  shall  surelie  die." 

Tbenne  wythe  a  jugge  of  nappy  ale 
Hys  knyghtes  dydd  onne  hjrmm  waite; 

*<  Goe  tell  the  traytour,  thatt  to-daie 
Hee  leaTes  thys  mortall  state." 

Syr  Canterione'  tbenne  bendedd  lowc^ 

Wythe  harte  brymm  fnlle  of  woe; 
Hee  joumeyM  to  the  castle-gate. 

And  to  syr  Charies  dydd  goe. 

Butt  whenne  hee  came,  hys  children  twain^ 

And  eke  hys  lovynge  wyfe, 
W3rthe  brinie  teares  Sydd  wett  Ha  floore. 

For  goode  syr  Charleses  lyfe. 

'  It  appears  by  a  MSS.  (Rich  paie$  m)  tbat 
Henry  VI.  was  taken  141  disguised  apparel  st  tite 
Abbey  of  Salley  in  Yorkshire,  by  one  Cantelow, 
in  ]^5,  This  is  a  proof  tbat  k.  Edward  IV.  ład 
such  a  person  as  sir  Cantselow  mnch  in  bis  iaficr- 
est  dnd  at  łiis  coounaad,  and  aifords  some  addi- 
tional  proof  of  Ihe  authestióty  of  the  poem. 

BtBCtt* 
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"  O  good  wft  CiMfftei!"  Kjrd  CsntertoDe, 

<*  BMide  tydyngs  I  doe  bryoge/' 
«<Spdce  boldlie^tnanne,''  sayd  biwre  syrCbnlefl, 

'<  Whatte  Myg  tbie  tiaytor  kyage)'* 

« I  greere  to  Mle,  befort  yonn«  Sonne 

Does  fromme  tbe  welkinn  flye^ 
Hee  bathe  uponne  byt  hoimoar  sworn^ 

Tbatt  tbou  sfaaii  aurelie  die.** 

**  Wee  aU  mus^  dic."  qiiod  bmte  sfrr  Cbarkg; 

<*  Of  thalte  1  'm  not  affearde ; 
Whatte  bootea  to  lyve  a  Itttle  space? 

Thanke  Jesu,  I  'm  prepar^d: 

<^Batt  telle  tbye  kynge,  for  myoe  hee^a  aot, 

1  'de  sooner  di^  to-daie 
Tbaone  ly^e  hya  alaTe,  as  nanie  are, 

Tbe*  1  shoałd  ly  ve  for  aia.'* 

Tbeone  Caoterlone  bee  dydd  goe  out. 

To  tell  tbe  maior  straite 
To  gett  aU  ihyaget  in  readyness 

For  goode  syr  Cbarleies  fate» 

Tbeone  maisterr  CanyDgte  langbte  tbe  kyngę. 

And  felle  down  onne  hyi  knee ; 
**  1  'm  come,'*  ąuod  bea,  «  unio  yotir  grace 

To  morę  your  clemencye.*' 

Tbeone  quod  tbe  fcyage, «  Youre  tale  speke  out, 

Yoa  hare  been  mucb  oure  friende; 
Whateyer  youre  re^uest  may  bee^ 

Wee  wylle  to  ytte  attende." 

**  My  nobUe  leige !  ałle  my  request 

Xi  for  a  Dobile  knyghte, 
Wbo,  tbo'  iliay  bap  bee  bas  doone  irroDge, 

Hee  tbogbte  ytt  stylle  was  lygbte: 

«  Be  bas  a  spouae  and  ehildren  twuine^ 

Alle  rewyo'd  are  for  aie; 
Tfftbat  yov  are  retolv'd  to  lett 

Cbarles  Bawdin  die  to  daie." 

"  Spekenott  of  socb  a  traytour  rile,^ 

Tbe  kynge  yime  furie  sayde; 
'*  Before  tbe  ereniug  starre  dotb  sbeene, 

Bawdin  sball  loose  bys  bedde: 

"  Jnstłce  does  lo«idlie  for  bym  eaUe, 

And  bee  shalle  ha¥e  bys  moede': 
Speke^maister  Caoynge!  wbatte  thjnige  else 

Att  preseoŁ  doe  yoa  neede^" 

"  My  nobiie  leige !"  goode  Caayitgie  sayde^ 

"  Lea^e  jostice  to  our  Godde, 
Andlaye  tbe  yroonc  nile  asyde; 

Be  tbyne  tbe  oly  ve  rodde. 

**  Was  Godde  to  aerche  oor  bertes  and  reines, 

Tbe  beste  were  syuner*  grete; 
Chfist's  trycarr  onły  knowes  na  eymey 
.  Yane  all  tbys  oiortaU  alate. 

"  Lette  mercie  nde  tbyac  iafiuite  taigne, 

*TwylIe  fikste  tby  crowne  Mle  suic  $ 
'Troni  race  to  race  tby  fiwulie 

AUe  sor^rejgns  sball  eadore: 

"  Bot  y  ff  wytba  Uoode  aad  t lau^btcr  thoo 

Bcgiane  tby  inlante  reigne, 
Tby  crowoe  aponne  tby  obildasBMS  biV«» 

YTylle  nerer  loDgranay&e." 
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"  Canyngie,  awaie !  tbys  traytonre  Tilt 
Has  8coni*d  mypower  and  mee; 

Howe  canst  tbou  tbenne  for  socb  a  ■anmi 
Eotreate  my  .dameBcye?*' 

<'  Mie  Dobile  Idge!  tbe  tralie  braT« 
•    Wylle  varrou8  actions  prtze, 
Respect  a  bra^e  and  noble  mynde^ 
Altbo'  ynne  enemies.'' 

"  Canynge,  awaie!  By  Godde  yan  HeaT^ii 

Tbat  dydd  mee  beioge  gyre^ 
I  wylle  nott  taste  a  bitt  of  breade 
»    Wbilst  tbys  syr  Cbariet  datbe  lyre, 

<'  Bie  Marie,  and  alle  seinctes  io  He«f*iv 
Tbys  Sunne  sball  be  bys  laste.*' 

Tbenne  Canyoge  dropt  a  brinie  teane^ 
And  from  tbe  presence  pasta* 

Wy  tb  berta  brymm*fiiUe  of  gnawynge  gri< 

Hee  to  syr  Charles  dydd  goe. 
And  satt  bymm  downe  aponne  a  stool^ 

And  teares  begaane  to  Aowc; 

"  We  all  most  die,"  qaod  brare  syr  Cbarles; 

'<  Wbatte  bootes  ytte  bowe  or  wbenne; 
Detbe  ys  tbe  sare,  tbe  certaine  fata 

Of  all  we  mortall  menne. 

"  Saye,  why,  my  friend,  thie  boneit  soal 

Runns  overr  at  tbyne  eye; 
Is  ytt  for  my  most  weloome  doone 

Tbat  tboa  dosta  cbild-lyke  cryeM* 

Snod  godlie  Canjmge,  **  I  doe  weepe^ 

Tbatt  tbou  so  soon  nrast  dye. 
And  lean!  tby  sonnes  and  belpless  wyib; 

'Tys  tbys  tbatt  wettes  myiie  eye.» 

<  Tbenne  drie  tbe  taars  tbatt  out  tbsme  eye 

From  godlie  fouotoines  sprynge; 
Dcthe  I  despise,  and  ^le  tbe  ppwer 
Of  Edwardę,  traytor  kynge. 

'*  Wban  tbrog6  tbe  tyranes  wdcom  meaas 

I  shall  resigne  my  lyfe, 
Tbe  Godde  I  ser^e  wylle  soon  provyde 

For  botbe  mye  sonnes  and  vty§e, 

*'  Before  I  sawe  tbe  lyghtsome  Sunne, 

Tbys  was  appoioted  mee : 
Shall  roortal  mannc  repyne  or  gradge 

Wbat  Godde  ofdeyaes  to  bee? 

"  Howe  oft  ynne  battaile  bare  I  stoode, 
Whan  thoosands  dy'd  arounde; 

Wban  smokynge  stseemes  of  crimson  blood* 
Imbrew'd  the  iatten'd  grounde: 

"  Howe  dydd  I  kaowe  tbatt  ev'ry  darte, 

Tbat  cutte  the  airie  wale, 
Mygbte  nott  fynde  passage  toe  my  bartę. 

And  close  myne  eyes  for  aie? 

"  And     ^11 1  nowe,  forr  feere  of  dethe^ 
LoOke  wannę  and  bee  dysinayde? 

Ne!  fromm  my  bertę  flie  chiłdysbe  feera, 
Bee  alle  tbe  mannę  display^d. 

*<  Ab,  goddelyke  Hearie !  Godde  forelbide. 
And  guarde  thee  and  tbye  souae, 

Yff  'tis  bys  wylle;  but  yff  'tis  nott, 
Wby  themie  bys  wylle  bee 
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^  My  bonest  friendei  my  iaulte  has  beene 
To  seire  Godde  and  mye  prynce; 

Anc!  tbatt  1  no  tyme-eeirer  am, 
My  dethe  wyJle  soone  convynce. 

*  Ynne  Londoane  citye  was  I  borne^ 
Of  parents  of  grete  note; 

My  fadre  dydda  nobile  armea 
Emblazon  onne  hys  cote: 

*'  I  make  ne  doubte  bntt  hee  ys  gone 

Wbere  soone  I  hope  to  goe; 
Wbere  wee  for  ever  shall  bee  bItMt, 

From  onte  the  reecb  of  woe: 

'^  Hee  tangbte  mee  justice  and  tbe  lawa 

Wytb  pitie  to  unitę; 
And  eke  bee  tangbte  mee  bowe  to  knowe 

Tbe  wron^  cauae  fromm  tbe  rygbte: 

*  Hee  tangbte  mee  W3rtbeą  pnident  haade 
To  feede  the  bungrie  poore, 

Ke  lette  my  senrants  dryve  awaie 
pThe  bungrie  fromme  my  doore : 

**  And  nonę  can  saye,  but  alle  mye  lyfe 

I  bave  hys  wordyc-s  kepi; 
And  8umm*d  tbe  actyonns  of  tbe  daie 

Ecbe  nygbte  before  I  siepU 

*  I  bave  a  spouse,  goe  aske  of  ber,   ' 
Yff  I  defyPd  ber  bedde  ? 

I  have  a  kynge,  and  nonę  can  laie 
Blacke  treason  onne  my  bedde. 

**  Ynne  Lent,  and  onne  tbe  holte  eye, 
Fromme  flesbe  I  dydd  refrayne; 

Whie  should  I  tbenne  appear  dismay^d 
To  leave  tbys  woride  of  payne  ? 

"  Ne!  hapless  Henrie!  I  rejoyce, 
'  1  shall  ne  see  tbye  dethe; 
Monte  willynglie  ynne  tbye  just  cause 
Doe  I  resign  my  brethe. 

"  Ob  fickle  people!  rew7n'd  londe! 

Tbou  wylt  kenne  peace  ne  moe; 
Whyle  IUcbard'8  sonnes  exalt  themsel^esy 

Tbye  brookes  wytbe  bloude  wylle  flowe. 

*  Saiei  were  ye  tyr'd  of  godlie  peace. 
And  godlie  Henrie'8  reigne, 

Tbatt  you  dydd  cboppe  your  eaaie  daie* 
Forr  tbose  of  bloude  and  peyne  ? 

^  Wbatte  tbo*  1  omie  a  sledde  bee  drawne. 

And  mangled  by  a  hynde, 
1  doe  defye  the  trBytor»s  pow% 

Hee  can  ne  bann  my  mynde; 

'*  Wbatte  tbo%  upboisted  onne  a  pole, 
Mye  lymbes  shall  rotte  ynn  ayre. 

And  ne  ryche  monument  ot  brassc 
Charles  Bawdin^s  name  shall  bear; 

**  Yett  ynne  tbe  bolie  booke  aboye, 
Wbyćhe  tyme  can  *t  eate  awaie, 

Tbere  wytbe  tbe  servants  of  the  Lorde 
Mie  name  shall  lyye  for  aie. 

«  Tbenne  ^elcome  dethe  1  for  lyfe  eteme 

I  leaTe  tbys  mortall  lyfe: 
Farewell,  Tayne  world,  and  alle  tbat*8  deaie, 

Mie  sonnes  and  lo^ynge  wyfe; 


*'  Nowe  dethe  as  welcome  to  mee  cootf^ 

As  e'er  the  moneth  of  Maie; 
Nor  woulde  I  even  wysbe  to  lyve, 

Wyth  my  derę  wyfe  to  staie.** 

Suod  Canynge,  *'  *Tys  a  goodlie  thynge 

To  bee  prepar^d  to  die; 
And  from  tbys  world  of  peyne  and  grefie 

To  Godde  ynne  Heav*n  to  flie." 

And  nowe  the  beli  beganne  to  tofle. 

And  claryonnes  to  sounde; 
Syr  Charles  hee  herde  the  borses  feete 

A  prauncyng  onne  the  grounde. 

And  just  before  tbe  officers. 

His  lovynge  wjrfe  came  ynne, 
Weepynge  unfeigned  teeres  of  woe, 

Wytbe  loude  and  dysmaile  dynne. 

**  Sweet  Florence !  nowe  I  praie  forbere^ 

Ynne  quiet  lett  mee  die ; 
Praie  Godde,  tbatt  ev'ry  Christian  soole 

Maye  looke  onne  dethe  as  L 

'*  Sweet  Florence!  why  these  brinie  teerss? 

They  washe  my  sonie  awaie. 
And  almost  make  mee  wysbe  for  Ijrfe, 

Wythe  thee,  sweete  damę,  to  staie. 

«  Tys  butt  a  jouraie  I  sballe  goe 

Untoe  tbe  lande  of  biysse ; 
Nowe,  as  a  proofe  of  husbande*s  loTę, 

Reccive  tbys  bolie  kisse." 

Thenne  Florence,  fanlfring  ynne  ber  saie^ 
Tremblynge  these  woidyes  spoke, 

"  Ah,  cruele  Edwardę!  1»loudie kyqge! 
Mie  bertę  ys  welle  nygbe  broke: 

*'  Ab,  sweete  syr  Charles !  why  wylt  tboo  got,   ' 

Wythoute  tbye  lovynge  wyfe? 
Tbe  cruelle  axe  tbatt  cuties  thy  necke, 

Ytte  eke  shall  ende  my  lyfie." 

And  nowe  the  officers  came  ynne  • 

To  brynge  syr  Charles  awaie, 
Wboe  turnedd  toe  hys  lovynge  wyfe. 

And  thus  to  ber  dydd  saie : 

*M  goe  to  lyfe,  and  nott  to  dethe; 

Trust  tbou  ynne  Godde  above. 
And  teacbe  tbye  sonnes  to  feare  the  Loide, 

And  ynne  tbeyre  hertes  bym  łove : 

''  Teacbe  them  to  runne  the  nobile  race 

Tbatt  1  tbeyre  feder  runne: 
Florence !  shouM  detbe  thee  take— adieu ! 

Yee  officers  lead  onne." 

Tbenne  Florence  raT'd  as  anie  madde^ 

And  dydd  ber  tressea  terę; 
<'  Oh  !  staie,  myehusbande!  lorde!  andlyfe!''-- 

Syr  Charles  thenne  dropt  a  teare. 

>Tyll  tyredd  oute  wytbe  niTynge  londe, 

Sbee  fellen  onne  tbe  florę; 
Syr  Charles  eserted  alle  hys  myghte^ 

And  marcb'd  fromm  oute  tbe  dore. 

Uponne  a  sledde  bee  mounted  tbenne, 
Wythe  lookes  fuli  brave  and  swete; 

Lookes,  tbatt  enshone  ne  morę  conoem 
Tbanne  anie  ynne  tbe  strete. 


Befora  bym  w«Dt  the  council-meniMiy 

Ynne  tcarlett  robet  snd  golde, 
Aod  UitUs  spaoglynge  ynne  the  Suaae,    . 

Mocbe  |;k>rioa8  to  behotde: 

The  freen  of  seincte  Augustynę  next 

Appearfid  to  the  syghte, 
Alle  cladd  ynne  homelie  russett  weedea^ 

Of  godlie  monkysh  plyghte: 

Ynne  diifirmnnt  partet  m  godlie  psaume 
Mocte  swaetlie  tbeye  dydd  chaunt; 

fidiynde  theyra  backt«8yx  mynttrelles  came, 
Who  tun>d  the  strunge  bataunt 

Thenne  fy^e-and-twentye  archers  came; 

Echone  the  bowe  dydd  bende, 
From  icscne  of  kyi^  Hennel  friends 

Syr  Chariet  forr  to  defend. 

Bolde  a«  a  lyOn  came  syr  Charies, 
Drawne  oone  a  clotbe-layde  sledde, 

B^  two  blacke  stedes  ynne  trappynges  white, 
Wyth  plumes  uponne  theyre  hedde : 

Behjmde  hym  five.and-twenty  moe 
Of  archers  stronge  and  stoate,  « 

Wyth  bended  bowe  echone  ynn  hande, 
Marched  ynne  goodiie  ronie ; 

Seincte  Jameses  freers  marched  nexty 
Echone  hys  parte  dydd  chaunte ; 

Behrnde  theyre  backes  syx  mynstrells  came, 
Who  tun'd  the  strunge  bataunt: 

Thenne  came  the  maior  and  eldermenne, 

Ynne  clothe  of  scarlett  deckt; 
And  theyre  attendynge  menne  echone, 

Lyke  easteme  piinces  trickt : 

And  after  them,  a  multitude 

Of  citizenns  dydd  thronge; 
Tbit  wyndowes  were  all  fiille  of  heddes, 

As  hee  dydd  passe  alonge. 

And  wbenne  hee  came  to  the  hyghe  crosse, 
Syr  Charles  dydd  tume  and  saie, 

"  O  thou,  thatt  sayest  roanne  fromrae  synne, 
Wasbe  mie  soule  clean  tbys  daie !" 

At  the  grete  mjrnsterr  wyndowe  sat 

The  kynge  ynne  mycie  state, 
To  śee  Charles  Bawdin  goe  alonge 

To  hys  most  welcom  &te. 

Soone  as  the  sledde  dreire  nyghe  enowe^ 
Thatt  Edwardę  hee  myghte  heare, 

The  brave  syr  Cbarlea  hee  dydd  stande  nppe, 
And  thtts  hys  wordes  declare: 

"  Thou  seest  me,  Edwardę  I  trasrtonr  Yile ! 

Eipos'd  to  in&mie ; 
Butt  be  assur'd,  disloyall  mannę! 

1  *m  greater  nowe  tbanne  thee. 

"  Bye  fonie  proceedynges,  mnrdre,  bloode, 

Thou  wearest  nowe  a  crowne; 
And  hast  appoynted  mee  to  dye. 

By  power  nott  thyne  owne. 

"  Thou  thynkest  I  shall  die  to-dai; 

1  have  been  dede  *t\\\  nowe. 
And  soon  shall  lyve  to  wear  a  crown* 

For  aie  nponne  my  browe; 


THE  BRISTOW  TRAOEDY.  B9S 

Whyłst  thou,  perbapptf,  £ar  tom  few  yeaiSy 


I"  wnyisttni>u,perDapps, tori 
Shalt  nile  thys  lickle  lande. 
To  lett  them  knowe  howe  wyde  the  nila 
Twixt  kynge  and  tyrant  hande: 


(« 


Thye  pow'r  unjost,  thou  traytour  sla^e ! 
Shall  falle  onne  thye  owne  hedde"^ 
Fromm  out  of  hearyng  of  the  kynge 
Departed  thenne  the  sledde. 

Kynge  Edwarde'8  soal  ru8h'd  to  hys  face, 

Hee  turn*d  hys  hedde  awaie, 
And  to  hys  broder  Gloucester 

Hee  thus  djrdd  speke  and  saie  ł 

"  To  hym  that  soe-much-dreaded  dethe 

Ne  ghastlie  terrors  brynge, 
Beholde  the  mannę !  be  spake  the  trutbe, 

Hee^s  greater  thanne  a  kynge  1" 

«  Soe  lett  hym  die  !>'  Duke  Richaide  sayde; 

And  maye  echone  oure  foes 
Bende  downe  theyre  neckes  to  bloudie  are. 

And  feede  tbe  carryon  crowes.** 

And  nowe  the  horses  gentlie  drewe 
Syr  Charles  uppe  tbe  hyghe  by  Ile; 

The  axe  dydd  elysterr  ynne  the  Sunne, 
Hys  pretiotts  bloode  to  spylle. 

Syrr  Charles  dydd  uppe  the  scaffolde  goe, 

As  uppe  a  gilded  carre 
Of  victorye,  bye  val*roos  chiefs 

Gayn'd  ynne  the  bloudie  warre: 

And  to  the  people  hee  dydd  sai, 

**  Beholde  you  see  mee  dye, 
For  senrynge  lojrally  mye  l^nge, 

Mye  kynge  most  rightfuUie^ 

**  As  longe  as  Edwardę  rules  thyr  landy 

Ne  qaiet  you  wylle  knowe; 
Yoore  sonnes  and  husbandes  shall  hee  slayne^ 

And  brookes  wythe  bloude  ahaUe  flowe* 

**  You  leave  youre  goode  and  lawfuUe  kyuge, 

Whenn  ynne  adyersitye ; 
Lyke  mee,  untoe  the  tnie  cause  stycke. 

And  for  the  true  cause  dye.** 

Then  hee,  wjrth  preestes,  uponne  hys  knees, 

A  pi'ay'r  to  Godde  dydd  make, 
Beseechynge  hym  unto  hymselfe 

Hys  partyage  soule  to  take. 

Thenne,  kneelynge  downe,  heelayd  hys  hedde 

Most  seemlie  onne  the  blocke; 
Whyche  fromme  hys  bodie  fayre  at  onoe 

'1'be  able  heddes-manne  stroke; 

And  oute  the  bloude  beganne  to  flowe^ 
And  rounde  tbe  scaffolde  twyne ; 

And  tears,  enowe  to  wash  't  awaie, 
Dydd  flowe  fromme  each  mann's  eyne. 

The  bloudie  ave  b3rs  bodie  &yre 

Ynnto  foure  parties  cutte; 
And  ev'rye  parte,  and  eke  hys  hedde, 

Uponne  a  pole  was  potte. 

One  parte  dydd  rotte  onne  Kyuwolpli-byUc, 

Oue  onne  tbe  mynster-tower. 
And  one  from  off  the  castle-gata 

The  ero  wen  dydd  de?oure^ 
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Tbe  oiher  omie  BeyneU  FiMile^s  goode  g«te, 

A  dreery  spectacle; 
Hys  bedde  was  plac^d  oane  the  faygiM  crotse, 

Ynne  hyghe-streete  mott  aobiłc 

Thns  was  tbe  eode  of  Bswdin^s  fiite: 
Godde  prosper  looge  oure  kynge, 

And  gmnte  bee  maye,  wyth  Bawdin's  soale, 
Ynne  HeaY'n  Godd'8  mercie  synge! 


OSN  OURE  LADIES  CHYRCBE. 

[From  a  oopy  madę  by  Mr.  Catcott,  Iroiii  one  in 
CbatterCoo'8  haad-writing.] 

As  0D»  a  bylle  one  eve  sittynge, 

At  oure  Ladie's  chyrche  mouche  wondeiypge, 

The  coanynge  handiworke  so  fyue. 

Han  well  nighe  dazeled  minę  eyne; 

Suod  I ;  **  Some  counynge  fairie  łuiade 

Yreer*id  this  cbapelle  in  this  lande; 

Fulle  well  I  wote  ao  iyne  a  syghte 

Was  ne  yreer*d  of  mortall  wighte." 

duod  Troutbe;  "  Thou  taekest  knowlachyoge  ; 

Tbou  forsoth  ne  wotteth  of  the  ibyoge. 

A  rer^rend  fadre,  William  Canynge  hight, 

Yreered  uppe  this  cbaf  eHe  brighte  j' 

And  eke  another  in  the  towne» 

Where  glassie  bubblynge  Trymme  doth  roun.** 

2uod  I;  **  Ne  doubte  for  alt  he*s  given 

His  sowie  will  certes  goe  to  Heaven. 

*'  Yea,"  quod  Trouthe }  **  tban  goe  tbou  bonę. 

And  see  thou  doe  as  hee  hath  donnę.'* 

Suod  I;  "  I  doubte,  tbat  can  ne  bee; 

I  bave  ne  gotten  markes  three.*'  [dedes  soe; 

!^uod  Trouthe  $  "  As  thoo  haat  got,  give 

Canynges  and  Gaunts  culd*  doe  ne  moe.* 


Oir  THE  SAMB. 


[From  a  MS.  in  CbaŁterton't»  faand-writing,  fur- 
nished  by  Mr.  Catcott,  entitled^  A  Discorse 
on  Bństowe,  by  Thomas  Rowlie.] 


SxAT«  curyous  travellery  and  pass  not  bye» 
ITntil  this  fetiTO  pile  astounde  thine  eye. 
Whole  rocks  on  rocks  with  yron  jojmd  suireie, 
And  okes  with  okes  entremed  disponed  lie. 
This  mightie  pile,  that  keeps  tbe  wyndes  at  bnie, 
Tyre»levyn  and  the  mokie  storme  defie, 
That  sbootes  aloofe  into  the  reaulmes  of  daie, 
flhall  be  the  record  of  the  buylders  jfame  for  ale. 

Tboa  teett  tbis  oiaystrie  of  a  human  hand, 
The  pride  of  Brystowe  and  tbe  westeme  landa, 
Yet  is  tbe  buylders  Tertues  much  moe  greete» 
Greeter  tban  can  bie  Rowlies  pen  be  scande. 
Thou  seest  tbe  saynctes  and  kynges  in  stonen 

State,  [pandę, 

Tbat  seemd  with  breath  and  hnman  soule  dis- 
As  pajrrde  to  us  enseem  these  men  of  slate. 
Soch  is  greete  Canynge^s  mynde  when  payrd  to 

God  elate. 

Well  maiest  thou  be  astounde,  bot  riew  ii  well; 
Go  not  Irom  benca  befere  tbou  see  thy  Sllf 


And  leam  tbe  MMfliH  Yertnes  «rf  Ms  umt* 
Of  this  tali  spyre  in  eyery  countye  tell,        * 
And  with  thy  tale  the  lazmg  rych  men  shame' 
Showe  howe  the  glórione  Canynge  did  exceUe; 
tlow  hee  good  man  a  iriend  for  kynges  becamc^ 
And  gloryoos  paTed  at  once  tbeway  to  Hcayenud 
feme. 


ON  THE  DEDICATION  OF  OCTT 
LADIE'8  CHUBCH. 

[This  poem  was  giyen  by  Chatterton  in  a  notę  ie 
the  Parlyameote  of  Sprytes.  Tbe  liaei  ara 
here  diiided  into  tbe  ballad  Ungth»] 


SooNB  as  bryght  Sunne  alonge  tbe  skyne. 

Han  sente  hjrs  niddie  lygbte; 
And  fayryes  b3Fd  ynne  Oslyppe  cnppc^ 

Tylle  wysh'd  approche  of  nyghte, 
The  mattyn  belle  wytb  sbryllie  sowidc^ 

Reeckode  throwe  the  ayre; 
A  troop  of  bolie  fireeres  dyd, 

Fo»  Jesus  masse  prepare. 
Arounde  the  highe  unsaynted  cbyrcbe 

Wy  the  holie  relyqne8  wentę; 
And  erery  door  and  poste  abuute 

Wythe  godlie  thynges  besprent 
Then  Carpenter  yn  scarlette  dreste. 

And  mytred  holyiie; 
From  Mastre  Cunyn^  hys  greate  bowse 

Wytli  rosarie  dyd  bie. 
Before  hym  wentę  a  thioag  of  freeres 

Who  dyd  tbe  masae  song  synge» 
Behynde  hym  M astrę  Canyąfe  ca«6^ 

Tryckd  lykea  barbed  kynge. 
And  then  a  rowe  of  hołie  freeres 

Who  dyd  tbe  mass  soage  soand; 
The  procorators  aod  cbyrcbe  feeres 

■Next  pressM  upon  the  groimd. 
And  when  unto  the  chyrche  tbeye  came 

A  bolie  masse  was  sangc, 
So  lowdlie  was  theyr  swotie  yoyoe, 

The  Heyeo  so  hie  it  rangę. 
Then  Carpenter  dyd  poryflie 

l'he  chyrche  to  Godde  for  aie, 
Wythe  holie  masses  and  good  psalmes 

Whyche  hee  dyd  thereyn  saie. 
Then  was  a  sermon  preecbed  sooa 

Bie  Carpynterre  holie, 
And  after  tbat  another  one 

Ypreechen  was  bie  mee: 
Then  alle  dyd  goe  to  Caaynges  bonse 

An  enterlode  to  piaye, 
And  drjrnk  hys  wyne  and  ale  so  goode 

And  praie  for  him  for  aie. 


ON  THE  BiYJSSTEIL 

[This  poem  is  reprinted  from  Barretfs  History  of 
Bristol.  It  is  said  by  Chatterton  to  be  tnas. 
lated  by  Rowley,  ^  aa  we  as  Engłysbe  wyil 
serre,  from  the  original,  written  by  ^bbot 
John,  who  was  yndactyd  20  yeares,  and  dyd 
act  as  abbatt  9  yeares  before  hys  indoctyon  for 
Phillip  then  abbatt:  be  dyed  yn  M.CC.X?. 
beynge  buryed  inhis  aibe  in  tbe  myjuter.*^ 


EPiTAHi  ON  BCNnanr  camtnge. 


w 


WiKK  Mif«*  fląi^ftdigSNkD,  dygfate  m  gnie, 

BfT  fiice  «f  dolefiil  Imm,  [wai*, 

Suryfke  as  a  takel  thro'we  biyghte  Heav'ii  tooke  her 

And  ofte  and  eie  anon  dyd  saie 

«<  Aie!  mee!  what  ahall  I  doe; 
«  See  Brysloe  cHie,  whydie  1  nowe  doe  kennei 

Arysyagp  to  mie  tww, 
«  Tkyeke  throug^d  wjrthe  mMytn  and  wy^e 

Rutte  layDCtn  I  acen  fe  w.**  [traHyckmenfte ; 
Fyts-Hardynge  rosę;— he  iom  lyite  brygbte  ionne 

in  tbe  morne, 

*'  Faire  damę  adryne  thein  eyne» 

**  Łrt  aHe  thie  greefs  bee  myne, 
Jlor  I  wyHe  rere  thee  nppe  a  oijrnster  hie; 
*  Tlie  toppe  whereof  shall  reach  ynto  the  sicie  ; 

''And  wylle  a  monke  be  shorne^** 

Thenne  dyd  the  damę  replie, 
'    *<  1  sball  ne  be  forelourne; 
Here  wyli  I  take  a  cherysaonied  restoi 
Aad    spend    mie    daies  ugoa  Fytz-Hardynges 
braite.*' 


dfr  BAi^IBNESSB. 

BY  WttUAM  CAWYHOS. 

frhifl,  and  tiie  two  IbUowing  poems,  attribnted  to 
Mr.  Canynge,  are  priiited  ftom  Mc  Catcotfs 
eopie8.J 

Maii  Sdyacssc  on  Krthes  boomles  bee  hadde^ 
Msie  yt adyghte  jn  human  sbape  be  (bund? 
Wote  yee,  yt  was  W3rth  Bdin'8  bower  bestadde, 
Or  qttite  eraced  lirom  the  scaunce-layd  grounde, 
Whaa  from  tbe  saciet  fontes  the  waterres  dyd 

aboande? 
])oes  yt  agrosed  shun  tbe  bodyed  waulke, 
Lyre  to  ytself  and  to  yttes  ecchoe  taotke? 

Ali  hayle,  Contente*  thou  mayd  of  turtle-ejrne, 

As  thie  behoulden  thynkc  thou  arte  iwreene. 

To  ope  the  dore  to  Selynesse  ys  thyne. 

And  Cbrystis  glorie  doth  npponne  thee  sheeiie, 

Doer  of  the  iuule  thynge  ne  hath  thee  leeue; 

In  ca^es,  jwk  irodes,  ynn  woe,  and  dole  distietse, 

Whoen  hath  tłwe  haih  ^oMen  Myneise. 


Omf  JOBNNB  A  D ALBENIE. 

BY  THB  SAIU. 

iohae  Biakes  a  jarre  bonte  Lancaster  and  Yorke; 
Bee  itiUe,  gode  mannę,  and  learne  to  my  nde  thie 
worka. 


THE  GOULERS  RE&UJEM. 

BY  TUB  tAMB. 

MiB  booUe  entes  adien!  ne  moe  th^  syghte 
Of  guildeo  merke  shall  metę  mie  joieous  cynę, 
Kd  moe  the  sylTer  BoUe4ieenyng:e  brygbtć 
Scfaatl  lyil  mie  hondę  with  weight  to  speke  ytt 
iynoj 


*  Dtiihe^  pariuips  hakioef  or 
the  Freiwh  haUf,  hasty. 


^ybMty,  irom 


Ne  moe,  ne  moe»  alass!  I  cali  yoa  myne: 
Wliydder  musi  you,  ab  f  whydder  must  1  goa  } 
I  keno  not  either;  oh  mie  emroers  dygnę. 
To  parte  wyth  you  wyli  wurcke  mee  myckl» 

woe; 
I  mnste  be  gonne,  botte  whare  1  dare  ne  telle; 
O  atorthe,  unto  mie  mynde !  I  goe  to  Helle. 
Soone  as  the  mome  dyddyghte  the  roddie  Sunne^ 
A  shade  of  theves  eche  itreake  of  lygbt  dy4 

leepie;         •  [rans, 

Whan  ynn  the  Heavn  luU  half  hys  course  waa 
Eche  stirrying  nayghbour  dyd  mie  harte  afleme: 
Thye  loss,  or  quyok  or  ilepe,  was  aie  mi« 

dreme; 
Por  thee,  O  goaU,  I  dyd  the  lawę  ycrase; 
For  thee,  I  gotten  or  bie  wiles  or  breme; 
Ynn  thee  I  alf  mie  jole  and  good  dyd  place; 
Botte  nowe  to  mee  thie  płeasaunce  ys  ne  mo^ 
1  kenne  notte  botte  for  thee  I  to  the  quede  mast 

goe. 


TBE  ACCOUNT  OF  W.  CAHYNGE8  PEAST. 

BY  THB  SAMB. 

[This  poem  is  taleen  from  a  fragment  of  Tcllinny 
whicb  Chatterton  gave  to  Mr.  Barrett  aa  as 
origiBal.  With  respect  to  the  three  friends  of 
Mr.  Canyngc,  meiitioned  in  the  last  linę,  the 
name  of  Rowley  is  suficientjy  known  from  Ihe 
preceding  poems.  Iscamm  appears  as  an  ac« 
tor  in  the  tragedy  of  JSlIa,  and  in  thatof  Godd- 
wyn;  and  a  poem,  ascribed  to  bim,  entitled, 
The  Merry  Tricks  of  Laymington,  is  in- 
serted  in  tbe  Discorse  of  Briitow.  Sir 
Theobald  Gorges  was  a  kaight  of  an  aocient 
family  seated  at  Wrasball,  within  a  fcfw  milea 
of  BristoU    (See  Bot.  Part.  S  H.  VŁ  n.  98. 

'  Leland*8  Itin.  toI.  VII.  p»  98.)  He  has  also  ap* 
peared  as  an  actor  in  botb  the  tragedies,  aad  as 
the  author  of  one  of  tbe  m3mBtreJies  son^es  in 
.Mla.  His  connection  with  Mr.  Canyoge  is 
Terified  by  a  deed  of  the  latter,  dated  *20th 
October,  1467,  in  which  He  gires  to  tmstee^ 
in  part  of  a  beneiSu:tion  of .  5001.  to  the  church 
of  St.  Mary  Etedciiflb,  <*  certain  jewels  of  sir 
Theobald  Gorges,  kot.''  which  had  been  pawned 
to  hlm  for  1601.] 


Thobowb  the  haHe  the  helle  han  saonde; 
Byelecoyle  doe  the  grare  beseeme; 
Tbe  ealdermenne  doe  sytte  arounde. 
And  snoffelle  oppe  the  cheorte  steeme. 
Lyche  asses  wyld  ynne  desarte  waste 
Swotelye  the  momeynge  ayre  doe  taste.* 

Syke  keene  thie  ate;  tha  nśastrols  plaiOy 
Tbe  d3mne  of  angelles  doe  theie  keepe; 
Heie  stylle  the  guestes  ha  ne  to  saie, 
Butte  nodde  yer  thankes  and  fklle  aslape. 
I'ha8  echone  daie  hec  I  to  deene, 
Gyf  Rowley,  Iscamm,  ,or  Tyb.   Goi^ges 


[seeoe^ 
be  Df 


BPITAPir  ON  BOBERT  CANYNGE. 

[This  ia  one  of  the  fnigments  af  veUnm,  giren  by 
Cbatterton  to  Mr.  BarMtt,  as  part  of  his  ori- 
ginid  MSS.J 
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This  mornynge  starre  of  Radcleyes  ry83ri]ge  raie, 
A  true  man  goóde  of  mynde  and  Canynge  hyghte, 
Benethe  Łhys  stone  lies  moltrynge  ynto  claie, 
Cntylle  the  darke  tombe  sbeene  an  eterne  lygbte. 
rhyrde  from   hys  loynes  the  present  Caoynge 
HoutoD  are  wordes  for  to  telle  his  doe;       [came^ 
For  aye  shall  lyve  hys  heaTen>recorded  name, 
^e  shall  jt  dye  whanne  tyme  shall  bee  no  moe; 
Whanne  MychaeFs  trompe  shall  sounde  to  rise 
the  solle,  [hys  dolle. 

He*!!  wynge  to  Heayen  with  kyniie,  and  happy  be 


THE  STORIE  OF  WILLIAM  CANYNGE. 

[The  fint  34  lines  of  this  poem  are  extaiit  upon 
aiiother  of  the  velluiii  fragments,  given  by 
Chatt£rton  to  Mr.  Banett,  The  remainder  is 
pńnted  from  another  copy,  fumished  by  Mr. 
Catoot^  with  some.  coirections  from  another 
copy,  madę  by  Mr.  Banett  from  one  in  Chat- 
tertoD's  hand-writing.  This  poem  makes  part 
of  a  prose  work,  attributed  to  Rowley,  gmng 
an  account  of  painters,  canrellers,  poets,  and 
other  eminent  natives  of  Bristol,  from  the  ear- 
liest  times  to  his  own. 

U  may  b*  proper  iust  to  remark  here,  that  Mr. 
Canynge^s  brother,  mentioned  in  rer.  129,  who 
was  lord  ma3ror  of  London  in  1456,  is  called 
Thomas,  by  Stowc,  in  his  List  of  Mayors,  &c. 

The  transaction  alluded  to  in  the  last  stanza  is 
reiated  at'  large  in  some  prose  memoirs  of 
Rowley.  It  is  there  said  that  Mr.  Canynge 
went  into  orders,  to  avoid  a  marriage,  pro- 
posed  by  king  Edward,  between  him  and  a 
lady  of  the  Widdevile  fismiły.  It  is  certain, 
from  the  register  of  the  bishop  of  Worcester, 
that  Mr.  Canynge  was  ordained  Acolythe  by 
bishop  Carpenteron  19  September,  1467,  and  re- 
ceived  the  higher  orders  of  subdeacon,  deacon, 
and  priest,  on  the  12th  of  March,  1467,  O.  S. 
the  2d  and  16th  of  April,  1468,  respectively.] 

An EMT  a  brooklette  as  I  laie  reclynd, 
Listeynge  to  heare  the  water  glyde  alonge^ 
Myndeynge  how  thorowe  the  greene  mees  yt 

twynd, 
Awhilst  the  cavys  respons'd  yts  mottring  songe, 
At  dystaunt  rysyng  Ayonneto  be  spęd, 
Amenged  wyth  rysyng  hylles  dyd  shewe  yts  head; 

Engarlanded  wyth  crownes  of  osyer  weedes 
And  wraytes  of  alders  of  a  bercie  soent. 
And  sticiceynge  out  wyth.  clowde  agested  reedes, 
The  hoarie  Avonne  showM  dyre  semblamente, 
Whylest  blataunt  Seveme,  from  Sabryna  clepde, 
Rores  flemie  o'er  the  sandes  that  she  hepde. 

7*hese  e3rnegear8  swythjrn  bringethe  to  my  thowghte 
Of  hardie  champyons  knowen  to  the  floode, 
How  onne  the  bankes  thereof  brave  M\\q  fbughte, 
i£lle  descepded  from  Merce  kynglie  bloude, 
Warden  of  Brystowe  towneand  castel  stede, 
Who  ever  and  anon  madę  Danes  to  blede. 

Methonghte  such  doughtie  mena  must  bave  a 

sprighte 
Dpte  yn  the  armonr  brace  that  Mychael  borę, 
Whan  he  wyth  Satan  kynge  of  Helle  dyd  fyghte^ 
And  Eartfae  was  drented  yn  a  merę  of  gorej 


Onr,  soone  as  theiedyd  see  tlie  worldis  lyfhte» 
Fate  had  wrott  downe,  thys  mann  ys  bonę  t» 
fyghte. 


K 


^le,"  I  sayd,  or  els  my  mynde  dyd  saie, 
*'  Whie  ys  tby  actyoos  left  so  spare  yn  storie? 
Werę  I  toe  dispone,  there  should  lyyyen  aie 
Inn  Ertbe  and  Herenis  rolles  thie  tale  of  glorie; 
Thie  actes  soe  donghtie  should  for  aie  abyde. 
And  bie  theyre  teste  nil  after  actes  be  trjrde.* 

Next  holie  Wareburghus  fylld  mie  mynde, 
As  fayre  a  sayncte  as  anie  towne  can  boaste, 
Or  bee  the  ertbe  wyth  lyghte  or  merke  ywrynde, 
I  see  hys  ymage  waulkeyng  throwe  the  ooaste : 
Fitz-Hardynge,  Bithrickus,  and  tweutie  moe 
Ynn  Yisyonn  fbre  mie  phautaste  dj^d  goe. 

Thus  all   mie  wandrynge    fajrtour  thynkeynga 
strayde,  [mynde, 

And   eche    dygnę    buylder    deqnac'd  onn  mis 
Whan  from  the  distaunt  streeme  aro«  a  mayde, 
Whose  gentle  tresses  mov'd  not  to  the  wy  ode; 
Lyche  to  the  sytyer  Moone  yu  frostie  neete, 
The  damotselle  dyd  como  soe  blytbe  and  smte. 

Ne  browded  mantetl  of  a  scaiiette  bue, 
Ne  shoone  pykes  plaited  o*er  wyth  ribbandegeeif^ 
Ne  costlie  paraments  of  woden  blue, 
Noughte  of  a  dresse,  but  bewtie  dyd  shee  weere; 
Naked  shee  was  and  loked  swete  of  yoathey 
All  dyd  bewryen  that  her  namę  was  Ttoathe. 

The  ethie  ringletts  of  her  notte-browne  hayie 
What  ne  a  mannę  sboulde  see  dyd  swotelie  hydej 
Whych  on  her  milk- wbite  bodykin  so  &yre 
Dyd  showe  lyke  browne  streemes  ibwlyng  the 

wbite  tyde. 
Or  yeynes  of  brown  bue  yn  a  maible  cuarr, 
Whyche  by  the  trayeller  ys  kenn'd  from  fiirr. 

Astounded  mickle  there  I  sylente  laie, 
Still  scauncing  wondrous  at  the  walkyngesyghte, 
Mie  senses  forgarde  ne  coulde  reyn  awaie; 
But  was  ne  forstranghte  whan  she  dyd  alygfate 
Anie  to  mee,  dreste  up  yn  naked  ytewe, 
Whyche    mote  yn  some  ewbrycions  thougbtes 
abrewe. 

But  I  ne  dyd  once  thyuke  of  wanton  thonghtei 
For  well  I  mynded  what  bie  yowe  I  hete. 
And  yn  mie  pockate  han  a  cronchee  broughte, 
Whych  yn  the  biosom  woulde  sach  sins  aaete*; 
I  lok'd  wyth  eyne  as  pnre  as  angelles  doe. 
And  dyd  the  everie  though'te  of  fonie  eschesre. 

Wyth  sweet  semblate  and  an  angePs  grac» 
She  'gan  to  lecture  from  ber  gentle  breste; 
For  Troutbis  wordes  ys  her  myndes  face, 
False  oratoryes  she  dyd  aie  deteste : 
Sweetnesse  was  yn  eche  worde  she  dyd  ywreene, 
Tho  shee   strove  not  to  make  that  sweetaeiie 
sheene. 

^  Unaothorizcd.  Oean  Milleg  sayt  it  is  tte 
old  Engiish  word  netę  or  nought,  with  the  piefis; 
to  which  corresponds  the  old  Freoch  yerb  anesn- 
tised  (annihilated)  used  by  Chancer.  Bot  thera 
is  no  proof,  thąt  jŁhe  woid  netę  bas  eyer  bcen  used 
as  a  yerb,  even  if  it  exist8. 


A  FRAGMENT. 
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Shee  nyd;  **  Itfle  toanner  of  appereynge  here 
Mie  name  and  deyghted  myDdbnicfa  maie  thee 

teUe;  [were, 

Pm  lYonthe,  that  dyd  desoende  firomm  beaveD- 
Goalen  and  courtiers  doe  not  kenne  mee  welle; 
Thie  inmoflte  thongfates,  thie  labrynge  brayne  I 

sawe. 
And  finom  thie  gentle  dreeme  will  thee  adawe. 

**  Fbll  manie  champyona  and  menne  of  lorę, 
Payncten  and  canrellera  bare  graind  good  name. 
Bat  there'8  a  Canynge,  to  encrease  the  storę, 
K  Canynge,  who  shall  buie  oppe  all  theyre  famę. 
Take  Uiou  mie  power,  and  see  yn  chylde  and 

mannę 
What  troalie  noblenesse  yn  Canynge  ranne.'* 

As  when  a  bordelier  onn  ethie  bedde, 

Tyi^d  wyth  the  labonres  maynt  of  tweltrie  daie, 

Yd  slepeis  botom  laieth  hys  deft  headde, 

So,  seoses  souke  to  reste,  my  boddie  laie; 

Eftaoons  mie  tprighte,  from  erthlie  bandes  nn- 

tyde, 
Immengde  yn  flanched  ayre  wyth  Troathe  asyde. 

Stiayte  was  1  carryd  back  to  tymes  of  yore, 
Wbylst  Can3mge  swathed  yet  yn  flesblie  bedde,    . 
And  saw  all  actyoos  whjrch  han  been  before, 
And  all  the  tcnrfl  of  Fate  unnyelled; 
And  when  the  fate>mark*d  babę  aeome  to  sygthe, 
I  saw  bym  eager  gaspyng  after  lyghte. 

Id  all  hys  shepen  gambols  and  chyldes  plaie, 

In  everie  mernemakeyng,  &yre  or  wake, 

I  kcDB^d  a  perpied  lyghte  of  wysdom'*  raie; 

He  eate  downe  leamynge  wyth  the  wastle  cake* 

Al  wite  at  anie  of  the  elderroenne, 

Ik^d  wytte  enowe  toe  make  a  mayre  at  tenne. 

As  the  dulce  downie  barbe  beganne  to  jrre, 
So  was  the  well  thyghte  texture  of  hys  lorę; 
Ecbe  daie  enhedeynge  mockler  for  to  bee, 
Greete  yn  hys  coimcel  for  the  dtues  he  borę. 
Ali  tongues,  all  carrols  dyd  unto  bym  tynge^ 
Woodryng  at  one  toe  wyte,  and  yet  toe  ySnge, 

0 

Encreaseynge  yn  the  3rearea  of  mortal  lyfe. 
And  hasteynge  to  byt  journie  ynto  Hearen 
Hee  thonghte  ytt  proper  for  to  cheese  a  wyfe. 
And  nse  the  sexe8  for  the  purpoee  gevene. 
Hee  tben  was  yothe  of  comelie  semelikeede. 
And  hee  had  madę  a  mayden^s  herte  to  blede. 

He  bad  a  fader,  (Jesus  rest  his  sonie!) 
Who  loyed  money,  as  hys  charie  joie; 
Hee  faad  a  broder  (bappie  mannę  be^s  dole!) 
Yn  mynde  and  boddie,  hys  owne  iadre's  boie; 
Wbat  then  conld  Canynge  witsrn  as  a  parte 
To  %fv^  to  her  wfaoe  faiad  madę  chop  of  hearte  ? 

Bot  landes  and  castle  tenures,  golde  and  bighes. 
And  hoardea  of  sylver  routted  yn  the  ent, 
Canynge  and  hys  feyre  sweete  dyd  that  despyse. 
To  change  of  troalie  loye  was  theyre  content; 
Theie  lyv'd  togeder  yn  a  house  adygne, 
Of  goode  sendaument  commilie  anid  fjrne. 

But  floon  hys  brodnr  and  hys  syre  dyd  die, 

And  lefte  to  Willyam  states  and  renteynge  rolles, 

And  tt  hys  wyli  hys  broder  Johnę  supplle. 

Hee  gaye  a  cluiuatrie  to  redeeme  theyre  sonles; 


And  put  hyi  broder  jmto  tykę  a  trade,    [madę. 
That  he  lorde  mayor  of  Londonne  towne  wai 

Eftsoons  hys  momy  nge  toumed  togloomie  nyghte; 
Hys  damę,  hys  seconde  selfe,  gire  upp  ber  brethe^ 
Seekynge  for  eteme  lyfe  and  endl<  ss  lyghte, 
And  sleed  good  Canynge;  sad  mystake  of  dethe! 
So  have  1  seen  a  flower  ynn  sommer  tyme 
Trodde  downe  and  broke  and  widder  ynn  ytta 
prymę. 

Nezt  Radcleerc  chyrche  (oh  worke  of  faande  of 

Hea7*n, 
Whare  Canynge  sheweth  as  an  instrumente,) 
Was  to  my  bismarde  eyn^syghte  newlie  giv*n; 
'Tis  pastę  to  blazonne  ytt  to  good  contente, 
You  that  woulde  &yn  the  fetyve  buyldynge  acc 
Repayre  to  Radcleve,  and  contented  bee, 

I  saiye  the  myndbroch  of  hys  nobille  soule 
Whan  Edwardę  meniced  a  seconde  wyfe ; 
1  sawe  what  Pheryons  yn  hys  mynde  dyd  rólle; 
Nowe  fyx'd  fromm  seconde  dames  a  preeste  for 

lyfe. 
Thys  ys  the  mannę  of  menne,  the  vision  spoke; 
Then  belle  for  even*8onge  mie  senses  woke. 


HERAUDYN. 

A  yRAOMBHTB. 


[From  a  MSS.  by  Chatterton  in  the  Britlsh 

Moseum.} 

Ytnoe  Herandyn  al  bie  the  crene  wodę  aate, 
Hereyoge  the  swote  Chelandne  ande  the  One, 
Seeinge  the  kenspecked  amaylde  flourettes  oete, 
Enyyngynge  to  tiie  birds  hys  love  songe  tnie. 
Sfyrre  preeste  camme  bie  ande  forthe  his  bede-roUe 

drewe, 
Fyye  Aves  ande  on  Pater  moste  be  tedde; 
Twayne  tonge,  the  on  byt  songe  of  Willowe  Rne 
The  odher  one  • 


FRAGMENT, 


BY  JOHH,    8BC0ND    ABBATTS  OF  SBYUCTB  AD8- 
TYBS  MYNtTBSSB. 

[From  Barretfs  History  of  BristoL  It  was  senfc 
by  Chatterton  to  Horace  Walpole,  as  a  notę  to 
Rowleie^s  Historie  of  Peynctars.  **  This  John,'* 
he  says,  <'  was  inducted  abbot  in  the  year  ]  I8(^, 
and  sat  in  the  dies  S9  years.  He  wat  the 
greatest  poęt  of  the  age  in  which  he  lired;  he 
understood  the  leamed  langnages.  Take  a  spe- 
cimen  of  his  poetry  on  King  Richard  lit."] 

Hartb  of  lyone!  shake  thie  sworde, 
Barę  thie  mortheynge  steinedę  hondę: 
fiuaoe  whole  armies  to  the  queede, 
Worke  thie  wylle  jm  bnriie  bronde* 
Barons  here  on  bankers-browded, 
Fyęhte  yn  fiirres  gaynste  the  cale; 
Whilest  thou  ynró  thonderynge  armes 
Warriketh  whole  cyttet  bale. 
Hartę  of  lyon !  sound  the  beme ! 
Sonnde  ytte  ynto  inner  londes, 
Preare  flies  sportine  ynne  the  cleeme^ 
Inne  thie  benner  terrar  ttondes. 
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CHATTERTONS  POEMS. 


BY  THE  SAMB. 


[Prom  Barrett^s  History  of  Bristol.  Chatterton 
says,  **"  As  yoa  approTe  of  the  smali  specimen 
of  his  poetry,  1  have  seat  you  a  larger,  which 
Ihough  admirable  is  still  (in  my  opinion)  in- 
ierior  to  Rowley*,  wbose  workes  wbeu  I  haye 
leisure  I  will  fairly  copy  and  send  you.] 


Op  warres  glomm  pleasaunoe  doe  I  chamite  mie 
laie,  [the  lyne, 

Trouthe  tips  the  poynctdle,  wysdomme  skemps 
Whylste  hoare  ezperiaunce  telleth  wfaat  toe  saie, 
And  forwyned  bosbandrie  wyth  blearie  eyne, 
Stondcth  and  woe  bements;  the  trecUynge  bryne 
Rounnynge  adone  hys  cheekes  which  doetb  shewe 
Łyke  hys  uufrutefuUe  fieldes,  looge  strauogers  to 
theploughe. 

8aic,  Glowster,  whann^  besprenged  on  errich  syde, 
The  gentie  hyndlette  and  the  yyUeyn  f^le; 
Whanne  smetheynge  sange  dyd  flowe  lyke  to  a 

tyde, 
And  sprytes  were  damned  for  the  lacke  of  knelle, 
Diddest  thou  kenne  ne  lykeness  to  an  Helle, 
Where  all  were  misdeedes  doeyng  lyche  unwise, 
Where  hope  onbarred  and  deatiie  eftsoones  dyd 

shote  theyre  eies. 

Ye  shepster  swaynes  who  the  ribibble  kenne, 
Ende  the  thyghte  dannce,  ne  loke  uponne  the 
spere :  [menne, 

In  ugsommnesse  ware  moste    bee  dyghte   toe 
Unseiiness  attendethe  honourewere; 
fioaffe  your  swote  vemage  and  atreeted  beere. 


A  CHRONYCALLE  OF  BRYSTOWE. 

WROT£  BIS  RAUFB  CBBDDBR.     CHAPPHANNB, 

1356. 

[Fram  a  MSS.  by  Chatteiton  in  the  British 

Huseum.] 


Ynne  whilomme  daies,  as  Stowe  saies, 

Ynne  famous  Bry«towe  towne 
There  lyved  knyghtes  doghtie  yn  fygbtet 

Of  marvel1oii8  renowne. 
A  Saxonńe  bouJde  renowned  of  oolde 
.   For  dethe  and  demie  dede, 
Maiat  Tanmen  słone  the  Brugge  uponne 

Icausynge  hem  to  blede. 
Baldwynne  hys  name,  RoUes  saie  the  same 

And  yev  bymmc  rennome  grate, 
Hee  lyved  nerę  the  Ellynteire 

Al  bie  Seyncte  Lenanies  yate. 
A  mansion  hie,  madę  bosmorelie. 

Was  reered  bie.  hys  hondę, 
Whanne  he  ysterve,  hys  name  unker^e 

Inne  Baldwynne  streete  doe  8tonde« 
On  £llie  then  of  Mercyann  menue 

As  meyntt  of  Pente^ls  blase, 
Inne  Castb-stede  madę  dofull  dede 

And  dydde  the  Dans  arase. 

*  Nonę  of  Rowley*8  pieces  were  ever  madd 
public,  being  till  the  year  1631  flbut  up iniUiiron 
ohest  in  Redcliff  church. 


One  Leefwyne  of  kyagelic  Łyiw 

Inne  Brystowe  towne  dyd  leye. 
And  toe  the  samme  for  hys  gode  mnit 

The  Ackmaane  Yatc  dyd  gev» 
Hammon  a  lorde  of  hie  acooide 

Was  ynne  the  atrete  oempte  bredc; 
So  greate  hys  myghte,  soe  strynge  yn  fyghte^ 

Onne  Byker  hee  dyd  fede; 
Rtz  LupouB  digne  of  gentle  lyne 

Onne  RadclyFe  madę  hys  Baie* 
Inn  moddie  Gromie  the  whydte  uponne 

Botte  reittes  and  roshes  laie. 
Than  Radclyye  Strete  of  mansyoBaes  neete 

In  semelie  gare  doe  stonde. 
And  Canynge  grete  of  fayre  estate 

Bryngeth  to  tradjrnge  londe. 
Hardynge  dydde  comme  from  longe  kyngddommft 
>    Inne  Knyyosmjrthe  strete  to  lyne, 
Robertę  hys  sonne,  mocbe  gode  thynges  dome 

As  abbattcs  doe  blasynne. 
Robertę  the  erle,  ne  conkered  curil 

In  castle  stede  dyd  fraie 
Yynge  Henrie  to  ynn  Brystowe  true 

As  Hydelle  dyd  obaie. 
A  maioure  dheeue  bce  and  Jamne  hee 

Botte  anne  iiagentle  wygbte, 
Seyncte  Marie  teode  eehe  aminie  lirende 

Bie  baUie  taper  lygfate. 


THE  FREERE  OF  ORDERYS  WHYTŁ 

[From  a  MSS.  by  Chatterton  in  the  Brttidt  Mn- 
seum.  Hiere  is  aiso  the  beginning  of  s  poem 
called  the  Freere  of  Order3rs  Black,  whkh  i» 
unfit  for  publication.] 


Therb  wae  a  broder  of  orderys  whyte 
Hee  songe  hys  masses  yn  the  nyghta 

.  Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria, 
Thenonnes  al'  slepeynge  yn  the  dorto&re 
Thoiąghte  bym  of  al  sjmgeynge  6»eren  the  ikwn^ 
Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

Sust«r  Agnes  looved  hi»  syngeynge  weU 
And  songe  with  hem  too  the  sotben  to  tell, 

A^e  Maria,  &c. 
But  be  ytte  ne  sed  bie  elde  or  3rynge 
That  ever  dbeye  oderwysa  dyd  synge 

Than  Are  Maria,  &c. 

This  broder  was  called  evrich  wheere 
To  Kensbamm  and  to  Bristol  nonnere^ 

Ave  Maria,  &c. 
Botte  seyynge  of  masses  dyd  wurch  hjrm  solMi^ 
Abovę  hys  skynne  hys  bonys  did  growe, 

Ave  Maria,  &c 

He  eaten  beefe  ande  dysbes  of  mows 
And  hontend  everych  knyghtys  beusei 

With  Are  Maria,  &c. 
AM  beynge  anee  moe  .n  gode  lylcea 
He  »oo^e  to  tbe  aones  and  was  pono 

With  Ave  Maria,  ^. 


WALOGUS 

BETWEBM  MASTER  PHIŁPOT  ABD  WA^WOITB, 

COCKNBIBS. 

(From  dean  Mil1es's  edition  of  Rowlinr.    Iteon- 
t»iikS|i  says  the  dean,  ą  TBiiety  oi  erideupe^ 


THE  MĆRRIE  TRICKS  OF  LAMYNGETOWNE. 
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tending  to  conflrm  tbe  AUtbenticity  of  tbese 
poems.  In  the  6rst  place,  this  sort  of  maca- 
roDic  wenę  of  mix«d  langruagres  is  a  style  used 
in  the  fuurteentli  and  fifteenth  centaries.  Dante 
bas  some  of  tbese  aroongsŁ  bis-Rhyme,  (p.  286. 
Tol.  dd.  Venice  1741)  wbicb  are  composed  of 
Frencb,  Italiaii,  and  Łatin,  and  concludethuB: 

Nainqoe  locutus  sum  in  lingua  triui. 

SkeltoD,  wbo  !ived  not  iong  after  Ruwley,  bas 
also  pocros  in  the  same  kind  of  verse.  Secoodly, 
the  correctuess  of  tba  Latin,  and  tbe  propriety 
of  the  answers  in  £nglłsh»  show  it  to  bave  been 
writteii  at  least  by  a  better  scholar  than  Cbat- 
«  terton.  Tbirdly,  the  Iow  bumour  of  the  dia- 
logue,  altbough  suited  to  the  taste  of  tbat  early 
and  illiterate  age,  could  be  no  object  of  imita- 
tioD  to  a  modern  poet.  But  it  is  a  most  re- 
inarkable  circumstance,  that  he  bas  introduced 
his  two  Cockneies  under  the  names  of  two  most 
lespectable  aldermen  of  tbe  city  of  London, 
who  lived  aboat  the  year  1380,  sir  William 
Walwortb  and  sir  Johti  Philpot ;  men  pf  such 
disŁiugaisbed  reputation,  not  oniy  in  their  own 
city,  but  also  in  the  whulc  kingdom,  tbat  tbe 
iirst  parliament  of  Richard  the  St-cond,  in  grant- 
iog  a  subsidy  to  that  king,  madę  it  subject  to 
the  controul  and  management  of  tbese  two  ci- 
tizens.  (Walsingbam,  p.  SOO.  Rapin,  vol.  i. 
p.  454  and  458.) 

PHILPOT. 

6od  ye  god  den ',  my  good  naigbbour,  howe  d'ye 

ayle? 
How  does  your^Kryfe,  mani  wbat  neyer  assole"? 
Cam  rcctitate  Tiyas,  Terborum  mała  ne  cures. 

^AŁWORTH.  ' 

Ab,  Mastre  Pbyllepot,  evil  tongues  do  saie, 
That  my  wyfe  will  lyen  down  to  daie  : 
Tisnetwainemoneths  syth  shee  was  myne  for  ale. 

PHlŁPOT. 

Animum  snbmittere  noli  rebus  in  adversis, 
Kolito  quadam  referenti  semper  crederCf 
Bot  I  pity  you  naygbbour,  is  it  so  ? 

.  *  This  salutation,  whicb  sbould  be  written  God 
ye  good  den,  is  morę  thao  once  used  by  Shakespear: 
In  LoYC^s  Labour  Lost,  tbe  clown  says, 

God  dig  you  den  all.    Act  iv.  Sc.  1* 

That  is  to  say,  God  ghe  you  a  good  eoenmg;  for  <ffg 
is  nodoubtedly  a  mistake  for  gtoe. 

So  ia  the  dialogue  betwecn  the  Nurse  and  Mer- 
cotio,  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  Act  ii.  Sc.  5.  the  for- 
mer  says, 

God  ye  good  morrow  gentlemen ; 
to  which  the  latter  replies, 

God  ye  good  den,  fair  gentlewoman. 
And  in  tbe  £xmoor  Courtsbipy 

Good  deOf  good  den ; 

>hich  tbe  glossarist  on  that  pampbięt  propcrly 
^P^ins  by  tht;  wish  of  a  good  eoenhg;  and  Mr. 
Steevefi»  obsenres  on  tbu  passage  in  Love's  La- 
honr.LosŁ,  that  this  contraction  is  not  unusual  in 
onr  aocient  comic  writers,  and  ąuotes  the  play 
called  the  yorthem  Lass,  by  R.  Brome,  1633,  for 
tbe  fullowing  pbrase : 

God  ye  good  ereik. 

VOL.  JIV. 


WAŁWOHTH. 

2u8e  requirit  misericordiam  mała  causa  est« 
Alack,  alack,  a  sad  dome  minę  in  &y, 
But  oft  with  cityzens  it  is  the  case; 
Honesta  turpitudo  pro  bona 
Causa  mori,  as  auntient  pensmen  sayse. 


1 


THE  MERRIE   TRICKS  OF 
LAMYNGETOWNE. 

BY    MAY8TRB    JOHN    A    ISCAM. 

[From  Dean  Milles^s  edition.] 

A  RTGOOROUS  doome  is  myne,  upon  mie  faie : 
Before  the  parent  starre,  tbe  lyghtsome  Sonne, 
Hath  three  tymcs  lyghted  up  the  cheerfiłl  daic, 
To  other  reąulmes  must  Laymingtonne  be  gonne, 
.Or  else  my  flymsie  thredde  of  lyfe  is  spunne; 
And  shall  I  bearken  to  a  cowaris  reede. 
And  from  so  yain  a  shade,  as  lyfe  is,.  rnnne  ? 
No !  flie  all  tbougbtes  of  runynge  to  the  qtfeed : 
No !  here  1*11  staie,  and  let  the  Cockneie?  see, 
Tbat  Laymyntone  the  braye,    will   Łaymynge- 
towne  still  be. 

To  fygbt,  and  not  to  flee,  my  sabatans 
IMl  don,  and  girth  my  swerde  nuto  my  syde; 
Pil  go  to  ship,  but  not  to  foreyne  landes. 
Bot  act  tbe  pyrate,  rob  in  erery  tyde; 
With  Cockneies  bloude  Thamysis  shall  be  dyde, 
Theire  goodes  in  Bristowe  markette  shall  be  solde. 
My  bark  tbe  laverd  of  the  waters  ryde, 
Her  sayles  of  scarlette  and  her  stere  of  golde; 
My  men  the  Saxonnes,  1  the  Hengyst  bee. 
And  in  my  sbjrppe  combyne  tłie  force  of  all  their 
three. 

Go  to  my  trustie  menne  in  Selwoods  chase, 
Tbat  through  the  Icssel  bunt  the  burled  boare, 
Tell  tbem  bow  standes  with  me  the  present  case. 
And  bydde  tbem  revel  down  at  Watchets  shore. 
And  saunt  about  in  hawlkes  and  woods  no  more^ 
Let  every  auntrous  knygbte  his  armour  brase, 
Their  meats  be  mans  deshe,  and  thcyre  bererage 

gore, 
Hancele,  or  faanceled,  from  the  homan  race; 
Bid  tbem,  like  mee  theyre  leeder,  shape  theyrs 

myndc  [kyndc^. 

To  be  a  bloudie  foe  in  armes,  gaynst  all  man- 

RAŁPH. 

I  go  my  boon  companions  for  to  fynde. 

[Ralph  goes  ouL 

ŁAMYRGKTOWNB. 

UniajfuU  Cockneies  dogs !  your  god  is  gayne. 
When  in  your  towne  1  si>ent  my  greete  estate, 
Wbat  crowdcs  of  citts  camc   flockyuge  to  'my 

traine, 
Wbat  sboals  of  tradesmenne  eaten  from  my  plate. 
My  name  was  alwaies  Laymyugeton  the  greatc; 
But  whan  my  wealth  was  gone,  ye  kennd  me  not, 
i  stoode  in  warde  ye  laoghed  at  mie  fate, 
Nor  car*d  if  Laymyngeton  tbe  great  did  mtte; 
Botknow  ye,  curriedowes,  ye  shall  soou  feele, 
IWe  got  ex^>eneiiC9  now,  altbo  1  bought  it  w«vtQ* 
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CHATTERTON^S  FOEMS. 


You  let  me  know  tfaat  al]  tfae  woHde  are  knares, 
Tbat  lordes  and  cits  are  robbers  in  disguise; 
1  and  my  men,  the  Cockneies  of  tbe  wa^es, 
Will  profltte  by  youre  lessoos  and  bee  wise; 
Make  you  give  back  the  banrest  of  youre  lies; 
From  deep  fraught  barquea  Ple  take  the  myseri 
Make  all  the  wealthe  of  every  >  my  prize,    [soul, 
Aod  cbeatinc  Londona  pryde  to  dygner  Bnstowe 
rolle. 


80NGE  OF  SEYlfCTB  BALDYfWNNS. 

[From  Dean  Millei*6  edition.  According  to  Chat^ 
terton,  this  and  the  fbitowing  poem  were  sung 
when  the  bńdge  at  Bristol  was  completed  in 
1247.] 

Whann  Norrurs  and  hys  meime  of  myghte, 
Uponne  tbys  brydge  dardę  all  to  fyghte, 
Forslagenn  manie  warriours  laie, 
Ańd  Dacyanns  well  nie  wonne  tbe  daie. 
Whanne  doughty  Baldwinus  arose. 
And  scatterd  deathe  amonge  hys  foes, 
Fromme  out  tbe  brydire  tłie  purlinge  bloodc 
Kmbolled  hie  the  runnynge  floude. 
Dętbe  dydd  uponne  hys  anlace  hangę, 
And  all  hys  arms  were  gutie  desangue^. 
His  doughtinesse  wrought  thilk  dismaye, 
The  foreign  warriors  ranne  awaie, 
Erie  Baldwynus  regardedd  well, 
How  manie  menn  forslaggen  fel] ; 
To  Heaven  lyft  oppe  bys  holie  eye. 
And  thanked  Godd  for  victorye; 
Tbenne  threw  hys  anlace  ynn  the  tydę, 
Lyydd  ynn  a  celi,  and  hermytte  died. 


^NGE  OF  SEYNCTE  WARBURGHE. 

[From  Dean  Milles'8  edition.] 

Whakke  kynge  KynghilP  ynn  hys  honda 
Helde  the  sceptre  of  thys  londe, 
Sbeenynge  starre  of  Chrystes  lyghte, 
The  merkie  roysts  of  pagann  nyffhte 

Gan  to  scatter  fiarr  and  wyde: 
Thanne  Seyncte  Warburghe  hee  arose, 
Doffed  hys  honnores  and  fyne  clpthes  j 
Preechynge  hys  Lorde  Jesus  name, 
Toe  the  lande  of  West  Sexx  came, 

Whare  blaeke  Serern  roUs  hys  tyde. 

Stronge  ynn  faithfulłness,  he  trodde 
Overr  the  waterrs  lyke  a  godde, 
Till  he  gaynde  the  distaunt  hecke, 
Ynn  whose  bankes  hys  staffe  dydd  steck, 

Witnesse  to  the  myrracle; 
Tbenne  he  preechedd  nyghte  and  daie, 
And  set  manee  ynn  ryghte  «  aie. 
1'hys  goode  staffe  great  wondcrs  wroughte 
Mue  than  gueste  bie  mortalle  thdughte, 

Orr  thann  mortall  tonge  can  tell. 

Thenn  tbe  foulke  a  brydge  dydd  make 
Ovcrr  the  streme  untoe  the  hecke, 

• 

'  The  wprd  one^  or  mon,  must  be  here  supplied, 
in  order  to  com|:>łetf  the  sense  and  the  verse. 

'  Gutte  de  sangue,  drops  of  blood ;  an  heraldic 
aljusioo,  suitable  to  the  genius  of  tbat  agę. 
^  King  Kynghill,  king  Coenwolf. 


All  of  wodę  eke  longe  and  wyde, 
Pryde  ajid  glorie  of  tbee  tyde; 

Whych  ynn  tyme  dydd  fialle  awaief 
Then  erle  Leof  he  bespedde 
Thys  grete  ryverr  fromme  hys  bedde, 
Round  hys  castle  for  to  ronne, 
'T  was  in  trothe  ann  ancyante  onne, 

But  warre  and  tyme  wyli  all  decaie» 

Kow  agayne,  wythe  bremie  fbrce, 
Serem  ynn  hys  aynciant  conrse 
RoUs  \ij%  rappyd  itreeme  alonge, 
With  a  sable  swifte  and  stronge, 

Moreyittg4  manie  ann  okie  wood : 
Wee  the  menne  of  Brystowe  towne 
Have  yreerd  thys  brydge  of  stone, 
Wyshyng  echone  tbat  ytt  maie  laste 
TiU  the  datę  of  daies  be  paat. 

Standy  nge  where  the  other  atoode. 


SANCTE  WARBUR. 

[From  the  Supplement  to  Cbatterton*s  Miscd- 
lanies.  It  is  there  entitled  Imitation  of  oor 
Old  Poets.    On  oure  Ladyes  Cbircb.    1769.] 

In  auntient  dayes,  when  Kenewalchyn  king 
Of  all  the  borders  of  the  sea  did  reigne, 
Wbos  cutting  celes  *,  as  the  bardyes  synge, 
Cut  strakyng  furrowes  in  the  foamiemayne, 
Sancte  Warbur  cast  aside  his  earles  estałe, 
As  great  as  good,  and  eke  as  good  as  great. 
Tho  blest  with  what  us  men  accounts  as  storę, 
Saw  something  further,  and  saw  something  moie. 

Where  smokyng  Wasker  scours  tbe  claiey  bsnk, 
And  gilded  fishes  wanton  in  the  suhne, 
Emyttynge  to  the  feelds  a  dewie  dank, 
As  in  Uie  twyning  path-waye  he  doth  nmne; 
Here  stood  a  house,  that  in  tiie  ry  ver  smile 
Since  Talorous  Ursa  first  wonne  Bryttayn  ide; 
Tbe  Stones  in  one  as  firm  as  rock  unitę, 
And  it  defyde  the  greatest  warriours  myghte. 

Around  about  the  lofty  elemens  hie 
Proud  as  their  planter  reerde  their  greenie  crest, 
Bent  out  their  heads,  whene'er  the  wiades  csme 
In  amorous  dalliaunce  the  flete  cloudes  kest  [bi& 
Attćndynge  squires  dreste  in  trickynge  brfghte, 
To  each  tenth  sąoicr  an  attendynge  knyghtc, 
The  haliie  hung  with  pendaunts  to  tbe  floi^ 
A  coat  of  nobil  armes  upon  tbe  doore; 

Horses  and  dogges  to  bunt  the  Ikllowe  deeie, 
Of  pastures  many,  wide  extent  of  wodc, 
Faulkonnes  in  mewes,  and,  little  birds  to  teir, 
The  sparrow  hawke,  and  manie  hawkies  gode. 
Just  in  the  prime  of  life,  whan  others  court 
Some  swottie  nymph,  to  gain  their  tender  bsnd, 
Greet  with  the  kynge  and  trer^  greetwithfte 
And  as  aforesed  mickle  much  of  land,        [coort 


*  Moreying,  rootiog  up,  so  explained  is  t** 
glossary  to  Robert  Gloucester.— Mored,  '^-^^ 
ged,  grubbed.  The  rooU  of  trees  are  sti^cs'»» 
mores  in  Devonshire.  .  . 

*  Celes,  most  probably  from  th*  ancient  witt 
ceoUty  whicb,  in  the  Saxon,  is*fcr>*.  From  whaice 
ceoltr,  we  fiud  in  BromploD,  are  uicd  for  WP 
ships. 


THE  UNKNOWN  KNIOHT. 
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THS  HVRLDX. 

ffttm  B«nett*t  History  of  BristoL] 

yiOKE,    lONNE,    and  MYMSTREŁŁES. 

PAORB. 

To  the  worlde  newe  and  ytts  bestoykenynge  waie 
Tbys  cołstretle  8onne  of  myne  ys  all  mie  care, 
Yee  mynstrelles  warne  hyinme  how  wytb  redę  he 

stnie  [snare, 

"Whae  guylded  lyoe  dothe  spredde  byt  mascillM 
Tt>  gettyng  wealtb  I  woulde  hee   shoulde  bee 

bredde,  [bys  bedde. 

jLnd  cotuounes  of  rudde  goulde  ne  glorie  rounde 

FIRST  MYNSTREŁ. 

Mte  name  is  latereste,  tis  I 
Dotbe  yntoe  alle  bosoms  flie, 
Eche  one  hylten  secrefs  myne, 
Kone  fo  wordie,  goode,  and  dygnę, 
Butte  wy]]  fynde  3rtte  to  theyr  cost, 
Intereste  wyli  nile  the  ruaste. 
1  to  everichone  gy  ve  lawes, 
Selfe  ys  fyrst  yn  everich  cause, 

SECOnp  MYN8TRBŁ. 

I  amme  u  faytour  flame 

Of  lemmies  melancboli, 

Love  somme  behygbte  mie  name, 

Some  doe  anemp  me  Follte ; 

Inne  sprytes  of  meltynge  molde 

I  tette  mie  burnejmge  sele  ; 

To  mee  a  goulers  goulde 

Boetb  netę  a  pyne  avele ; 

I  pre  upon  the  belthe, 

And  from  gode  ledeynge  flee, 

Tbe  mannę  wbo  woulde  gette  wealtbe 

Mosce  never  tbjrnke  of  mee. 

THIRD  IfYlłsTREŁ. 

t  bee  fbe  queede  of  Pryde,  mie  spyrynge  heade 

Hote  recbe  tbe  cloudes  and  stylle  be  rysynge  bie, 

Too  lyttle  is  tbe  Earthe  to  bee  mie  bedde* 

Too  bannow  for  mie  breetheyuge  place  tbe  akie; 

ptynom  1  see  tlie  worlde  bineth  me  He 

Botte  to  mie  betterres,  I  soe  lyttle  gree, 

iaeittbe  a  shadow  of  a  shade  1  bee, 

Tys  to  the  smalle  alteyn  that  1  canne  multyplif. 

FOURTH  MYN8TREŁ. 

I  am  tbe  qQeed  of  goulers;  look  arounde 
The  ajrrs  aboute  mee  tbieyes  doe.rcprcsente, 
filondsteyned   robbers  spryng  from  oute  the 

grounde. 
And  airie  Yysyons  swarme  around  mie  ente; 
O  save  mie  monies,  ytte  ys  tbeyre  entente 
To  nymme  tbe  redde  godde  of  mie  fremded 

sprigbte, 
Whatte  joie  canne  gomlers  have  or  datę  or  nyghte ! 

nfTH  MYMSTRRI.. 

Vice  bee  1  byghte  onne  golde  fuUe  ofte  I  ryde, 
Fttllelayre  unto  tbe  sygbte  for  aie  I  seeme ; 
Mie  ngsomness  wytbe  goldenne  yeyles  I  hyde^ 
liiieyiłge  mie  Iovers  ynne  a  sylkenne  dreme; 
Botte  wban  mie  untrue  pleasaunce  bave  byn 

Thanne  doe  I  showe  alle  horrownesse  and  row, 
^od  tboae  1  bave  ynns  nette  woulde  fsyne  mie 
grypę  escbewk 


•izTB  Mmmm. 

I  bee  grecie  Detbe,  alle  ken  mee  bie  the  name, 
Botte  nonę  can  saie  bowe  I  doe  loose  th« 

spfyghte»  [blamt^ 

Goode  meone   mie    tardyinge  delaie  doelb« 
Botte  moste  rycbe  goulerres  from  mee  tak^ą 

ityghte; 
Myckle  of  wealtbe  I  see  whereere  I  came, 
Doethe  mie  gbastness  mockle  multyplye 
Aad  maketb  hem  afrayde  to  Iyve  or  die. 

FAORB. 

Howe,  yilleyn  mynstrelles,  and  is  this  yonr  rede^ 
A  waie:  awaie:  I  wyli  ne  ge^e  a  curse,  [beds^ 
Mie  sonne,  mie  sonne,  of  mie  speeche  tak* 
Notbynge  ys  goode  thatte  bryogeth  not  t» 
purse. 


OWE  CARTO  OP  AR  ARCIRRT  POEM,  CAŁŁBD 

THE   UNKNOWN  KNIOHT,  OH   THM 
TOURNAMENT. 

[From  tbe  Supplement  to  Cbatterton*s  Mtscellft. 

niea.    **  He  offered  this  as  a  sample,  having 

.    two  morę  cantos.  The  aathor.unknown.'' 1769*] 

The  matten  belle  ban  soonded  long, 

Tbe  cocks  ban  sang  their  moming  soogi^ 

When  lo  !  the  tun^Tul  rlarions  sound, 

(Wherein  all  other  noise  was  drown*d) 

Did  echo  to  tbe  rooms  arotind. 

And  greet  the  ears  of  champyons  strongei 

Arise,  arise  from  downie  bedde. 

For  Sunne  doth  gin  to  shew  his  hedde }       ' 

Then  each  did  don  in  seemlie  gear, 

Wbat  armonr  eche  beseem*d  to  wear. 

And  on  each  sbeelde  devices  shone, 

Of  wounded  bearts  and  bottles  woi^ 

A  ii  curious  and  nice  echon; 

With  manie  a  tassiłd  spear; 

And  mounted  echeone  on  a  steed  • 

Unwote  madę  ladies  bearts  to  blede. 

Heraulds  eche  side  the  darions  woun<t 
The  horses  started  at  the  souud; 
llie  knygbtes  echeone  did  poynt  the  lannes^ 
And  to  the  combattes  did  advance; 
From  Hybeme,  Scotland,  eke  from  FrauDoej 
Thyre  prancyng  horses  tarę  the  ground; 
All  strove  to  recbe  the  place  of  fygbte, 
The  lirst  to  ezercise  their  myghte— 

0'Rocke  upon  his  courser  fleet, 

Swift  as  lightning  were  bis  feet, 

First  gainM  the  lists  and  gatte  bim  ikme| 

[•'rom  west  Hybemee  isle  be  came. 

His  myghte  d«picttti''d  in  bis  name  '• 

All  dreded  sucb  an  one  to  meet; 

Bold  as  a  mouutain  woIf  be  sto-jd, 

Upon  his  swerde  sat  grim  detbe  and  blonde. 

But  when  be  threwe  dowoe  his  asenglare, 
Next  came  in  syr  Botelier  bold  aud  brave, 
The  dethe  of  manie  a  Saraceen; 
Theie  thought  biui  a  devU  from  Helis  black  des, 

*  Probably  allnding  to  tbe  word  rock* 
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Ne  thinking  that  anie  of  mortalle  menne 
Could  s^nd  so  manie  to  the  gnive. 
For  his  life  to  John  Rumsee  be  render^d  his  tbanks, 
Descended  from  Godred  the  king  of  the  Manks. 

Within  his  surę  rest  be  settled  his  speare. 
And  ran  at  0'Rocke  in  fuli  career; 
Their  launces  with  the  furious  stroke 
Into  a  thousand  shi^ers  broke, 
Eren  as  the  thunder  tears  the  oak, 
And  scatters  splinters  here  and  there ; 
So  great  the  shock,  their  senses  did  depart, 
The  bloude  all  ran  to  strengthen  up  the  bartę. 

Syr  Botelier  Rumsie  fii^t  came  from  bis  traunce, 

And  finom  the  marshall  toke  the  launce; 

-CRocke  eke  chose  anotber  speere. 

And  ran  at  syr  Botelier  fuli  career; 

His  prancynge  stede  the  groand  did  tarę; 

In  hastę  be  madę  a  false  advance ; 

Syr  Botelier  seeing,  with  myghte  amain 

Fellde  him  down  upon  the  playne. 

Syr  Pigotte  Novlin'  at  the  clarions  sound, 
On  a  milk-wbite  stede  witbgold  trappings  around» 
He  coiichde  in  his  rest  bis  silrer-poynt  speere. 
And  ferslie  ranne  up  in  fiill  career; 
But  for  bis  appearance  be  payed  fuli  deare, 
In  the  first  course  laid  on  the  ground; 
.  Besmeer^d  in  the  dust  with  bis  silver  and  gold, 
Ko  longer  a  glorious  sigbt  to  behold. 

Syr  Botelier  tben  baving  conquer'd  bis  twayne, 
Rode  conqueror  oif  the  toumeying  playne, 
Receiyying  a  garland  from  Alice'3  band, 
The  fayrest  ladye  in  the  lande.  ^ 

Syr  Pigotte  this  riewed,  and  furious  did  stand, 
Tormented  in  mind  and  bodily  peyne, 
Syr  Botelier  crown'd,  most  galantlie  stode^ 
"  As  some  tali  oak  witbin  the  thick  wodę, 

Awbile  the  sbrill  clarions  sounded  the  word; 
Kext  rode  in  syr  John,  of  Adderleigb  lord,        « 
Who  over  his  back  his  thick  shield  did  bryng, 
In  checkce  of  redde  and  8i!ver  sheeninge, 
With  steede  and  gold  trappings  beseeming  a  king, 
A  guilded  6ne  adder  twyned  round  hie  swcrde. 
De  BretTille  advanced,  a  man  of  great  myghte 
And  couched  his  launce  in  his  rest  for  the  fygbte. 

Ferse  as  the  falling  waters  of  the  lough, 

That  tumbie  headlonge  from  the  monntains  browe, 

Ev'n  so  they  met  in  drierie  sound, 

De  BretTille  feU  upon  the  ground, 

Tlie  bloude  f^om  inward  bmised  wound, 

Did  out  bis  staioed  heimet  fiowe; 

As  some  tali  bark  upon  the  foamie  main^ 

Su  laie  De  BretvHle  on  the  plain. 

Syr  Juhn  of  the  Dale  or  Compton  bight, 
Advanced  next  in  lista  of  fygbt, 
He  kiiew  the  tricks  of  toumeyinge  fuli  well, 
In  running  race  ne  mannę  culd  him  excell, 
Or  how  to  wielde  a  sworde  better  teł, 
And  eke  be  was  a  mannę  of  migbt: 
'  On  a  black  stede  with  silver  trappynges  dygbt  < 
He  dardę  the  dangers  of  the  tourneyd  fighte. 

Witbin  their  rests  their  speeres  tfiey  set, 
So  furiously  ech  other  met, 
That  Conipton's  well  intended  speere 
Syr  John  his  shield  in  ptcces  tarę, 


And  wound  bis  band  in  furious  geir; 
Syr  Johns  stele  assenglave  was  wette; ' 
Syr  John  then  toe  the  marshal  tum*d, 
H  is  breast  with  meekle  furie  bum'd. 
The  tenders  of  the  feelde  came  in. 
And  bade  the  cbampyous  not  begyn ; 
Ecbe  tpurney  but  one  bour  should  latt. 
And  tben  one  bour  was  gone  and  past. 


e 


THE  nOMAUNTE  OF  THE  CNYGHTE. 

BY  JOHN  DE  BERGHAM. 

[From  a  MS.  in  Cbatterton's  band-writiog,  in  thc 
possessiou  of  Mr.  Cottle.] 

The  Sunne  ento  Vyrgyne  was  gotten* 
The  floureys  al  arounde  onspryngede, 
riie  woddie  fcrasse  blauncbed  the  fenne 
The  ąuenis  Krmyne  arised  firo  bedde; 
Syr  knyghte  dyd  ymounte  oponn  a  stede 
Ne  rouncie  ne  drybbiette  of  make 
Thanne  asterte  for  dur^sie  dede  « 

Wythe  Morglaie  bys  fooemenne  to  make  Uede 
Eke  swytbyn  as  wynde.  trees.  tbeyre  bartyi  to 
Al  doune  in  a  delie  a  meike  demie  delie    [shalw 
Wbeere  coppsrs  eke  thigbe  trees  tberc  bee, 
There  dyd  bee  perchaunce  1  see 
A  damoselle  askedde  for  aydn  on  ber  kne 
An  cnygbte  vmcourteous  dydde  bie  ber  stoode 
H^  bollyd  herr  faeste  bie  ber  hondę, 
Discorteous  cnygbte,  I  doe  pfaie  nowethoatdle 
Whirst  doeste  thou  bee  so  to  tbee  dąmselle. 
The  knyghte  bym  assoled  eftsoones, 
Jtte  beetbe  ne  mattere  of  thyne. 
Begon  lor  I  way  te  notte  tbye  boones. 

The  knyghte  sed  I  proove  on  thie  gabeidyoe. 
Al y che  boars  enchafed  to  fygbte  heie  flies.   « 
The    discoorteous   knyghte    bee    strynge  botte 
strynger  the  righte,  [fygbte 

The  dynne  bee  berde  a*myle  for  fuire  ia  the 
Tyl  tbee  false  knyghte  yfalletbe  and  dyes. 

Damoysel,  quod  the  knyghte,  now  comoe  thn 

wi  me, 
Y  wotte  welle  quod  sbee  I  nede  tbee  ne  fere, 
The  knyghte  yfallen  badd  wblde  Ischulde  bee, 
Butte  loe  be  ys  dedde  maie  itte  spede  Heaveii< 

ijrere. 


THE  ROMANCE   QF   THE  KNIGĘZ 

MODERN ISED  BY  TB0KA8  CHAITBRTOir. 

[From  a  MS.  of  Cbatterton'8  in  the  ponessioo  of 

Mr.  Cottle.] 

The  pleasing  sweets  of  spring  and  suromer  ptst, 
The  fitlling  ieaf  flies  in  the  sultry  blast, 
The  fields  resign  their  spangling  orfas  of  gold, 
The  wriukled  grass  its  siłver  joys  unfold 
Alantling  the  spreading  rooor  in  heavei)ly  Ybite, 
Meeting  from  every  hill  the  ravish'd  sigbt 
The  yellow  6ag  uprears  tts  spotted  bead, 
Hanging  regardant  o'er  its  «at'ry  bed: 
The  worthy  knight  ascends  his  foamingstee^ 
Of  sizc  uncommoD,  and  do  common  breed. 


LADGATE  TO  ROWLIE. 
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liis  flwoid  of  giant  make  hangs  from  his  belt, 
Whose  pierciog  edge  his  daring  foes  had  &It. 
To  sedc  fur  glory  and  renown,  he  goes 
To  scatter  death  among  his  trembling  foes; 
UnoenrM  by  fear  they  trembled  at  his  stroke; 
So  ciitting  blasts  shake  the  tali  mountain  oalc 

Donn  in  a  dark  and  solttary  vale 
Where  the  curst  icreech-owl  sings  her  fatal  ttilcy 
Wbere  copse  and  brambles  intenroyen  lie, 
Where  trees  intwining  arch  the  azure  sky, 
Tbither  the  fate-markM  champion  bent  his  way, 
By  pnTiiiq:  streams  to  lose  the  beat  of  day : 
A  sudden  ery  assaults  his  lisfniog  ear. 
His  8oai*b  too  noble  to  admit  of  fear. — 
The  ery  re-ecboes :  with  his  bonnding  steed 
He  gropes  the  way  from  whenoe  the  cries  prooeed. 
The  arching  treet  above  obscur^d  the  light^ 
Herę  'twas  ail  evening»  there  etemal  night. 

And  DOW  the  rostling  l6ave8  and  sŁrengthencd  ery 
Bespeaks  the  caupe  of  the  confusion  nigh ; 
Thro*  the  thick  brake  the  astonish*d  champion 
A  weeping  damsel  bending  on  her  knees ;      [sees 
A  niffian  knyght  wonld  fbroe  her  to  the  ground, 
But  still  some  smali  resisting  strength  she  found. 
(Women  and  cats,  If  you  compulsion  nie 
The  pieasnre  which  they  die  for,  will  refiise,) 
The  champion  thns :  **  Desist,  discoorteous  knight, 
Why  doit  thoa  shamefully  misuse  thy  might" 
With  eye  contemptuous  thus  the  knight  rcplies,  • 
**  Begooe !  whoever  dares  my  fury  dics.'* 
Dovn  to  the  gronnd  the  champion's  gauntlet  flew, 
**  1  dare  thy  fiii-y,  and  Tli  prove  it  too."" 

Łike  two  fierce  mountahi-b(Murs  enraged  they  fly, 
Tbe  prancing  steeds  make  echo  rend  the  sky, 
like  a  fierce  tempest  is  the  bloody  fight,  [knight 
Dead  from  his  lofty  steed  falls  tłie  proud  ruffian 
The  victor,  sadly  pleasM,  accosts  the  damę, 
**  I  will  conyey  you  hence  to  whence  you  came/' 
With  look  of  gratitnde  the  fair  replied, 
*•  Contetit:  I  in  your  virtiie  may  confide. 
Bat,')  said  the  fair,  as  moiimful  she  suryey^d 
The  breathless  corse  upon  the  meadow  laid, 
"  Msy  all  thy  sins  from  Heayen  forgireness  find! 
^ay  not  thy  body^s  crimes  aflfect  thy  mind!" 


TO  JOHNĘ  LADGATE. 

(SENT  WITH  THE  FOŁŁOWING  80NGE  TO  MLLk.) 


fThisand  the  two  foUowing  poems  are  printed  from 
a  cepy  in  Mr.  Catcott*s  hand-wijting.] 

Wełł  thanne,  goode  Johnę,    sythe   ytt  must 

needes  be  soe, 
Thatt  tbou  and  1  a  bowtjrnge  matche  muste  have, 
Lette  ytt  ne  breakynge  of  oulde  firiendshyppe  bee, 
Tbys  ys  the  onelie  all-a-boone  1  craye, 

Rememberr  Stowe,  the  Bryghtstowe  Carmalyte, 
Wbo  whanne  John  Clarkynge,  one  oi  myckle  lore^ 
Bydd  tbrowe  hys  gaunt1ette->penne,  wyth  bym  to 
fyghtf*,  [nesse  morę. 

Ree  showd  ąinałle  wytte,  and  showd  hys  weak- 

Thys  ys  mie  formanoe,  why  che   1  no^e  baye 

I  wrytte, 

T&e  b€il.perforQMooe  oi  mie  lyttd  irytte*     ^ 


SONGE  TO  ^LLA, 

ŁORDB  OF  THE  CA8TEŁ  OF  BRIffTOWŻ 
TNNE  DAIE8  OF  YORE, 

Oh  tbou,  orr  what  remaynes  of  thee, 
^lla/the  darl^nge  of  futnrity, 
Lett  thys  mie  songe  bolde  as  thie  courage  be, 
As  CYcrlastynge  to  posteritye. 

Whanne  Daeya*s  soniies,  whose  liayrM  of  bloude 

redde  hne 
Lyche  kynge-cuppes  brastynge  wythe  the  mom* 

Arraung'd  ynne  dreani  arraie,  [ing  due^ 

Upponne  the  lethale  daie, 
Spredde  farre  and  wyde  onne  Watchets  skore; 

Than  dyddst  thou  furiouse  stande, 

And  bie  thie  yalyante  hande 
Beesprengedd  all  the  mees  wythe  gore* 

Drawne  bie  thyiie  aniach  ffille^ 
Downe  to  the  d^ptbe  of  Helle 
Tbousandes  of  Dacyanns  went; 
Brystowannes,  meane  of  myghte^ 
Ydar'd  the  bloudie  fygbte. 
And  actedd  deeds  fiill  ąuent; 

Oh  thou  wherecr  (tbie  bones  att  reste) 
Thyc  spryte  to  haunte  delyghteth  best, 

Whetherr  upponne  the  bloude-embrewedd,p4eyney 
.Orr  whare  thou  kcnnst  fromm  farre 
The  dysmall  ciye  of  warre,  [sleyner 

Orr  seest  somme  mountayne  madę  of  corse  of 
Orr  seest  tbe  hatchedd  stede, 
Ypraunceynge  o^er  the  mede. 

And  neighe  to  be  amenged  the  poynctedd  speeres  ; 
Orr  ynne  blacke  armoure  stanlke  arounde 
Enibatterd  Brystowe,  once  thie  grounde. 

And  glowe  ardurous  onn  the  castle  steeres; 

Orr  fierye  round  the  m^nisterr  glare; 
Lette  Brystowe  stylle  be  mado  thie  care ;  " 
Guarde  ytt  fix)mme  foemcnne  and  consumyngt 

Lyche  Ayones  streme  ensyrke  ytt  rounde, 
Ne  lette  a  flame  enharme  the  gropnde, 
Tylle  ynne  one  flame  aU  the  whole  worlde  ezp]^. 


THE  mfDERWRITTEN  UNES 

WERB  COM POBEO  BY  JOHN  LADGATE,  A  PRIBST 

IN  LONDON, 

And  sent  to  Rowlie,  as  an  answerto  tbe  prccedtn^ 

Songe  of  ^lia. 

Hayynge  wythe  mouche  attentyon  redde 

Whatt  you  dydd  toó  mee  sende, 
Admyre  the  yarses  mouche  I  dyd, 

And  thus  an  auswer  leade< 

Amongs  the  Greeces  Homer  waf  ^ « 

A  poett  mouche  renownde, 
Amongs  the  Łatyns  YyrgUius 

Was  beste  of  poets  founde. 

The  liryŁish  Merlyn  oftenne  hann« 

The  Kyfte  of  iiifipyratioii, 
And  Afled  to  the  Sexonne  menne  ^ 

Dydd  synge  wythe  elocation. 

Ynne  Norman  tymes,  Turgotus  and 
Goode  Cbl^ucór  dydd  ejcoelle, 


«  ' 
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Tbenn  Stowe,  t^e  Bryghtstowe  Carmelyte, 
Dydd  bare  awaie  the  belle. 

Nowe  Rowlie  ynne  the%  mokie  dayes 
Lendes  owte  hys  sheenyDge  lyghtas, 

And  Turgotus  and  Chaucer  1yves 
Ynne  ev'ry  lync  he  wrytes. 

Mr.  Tsrrwhitt  compared  the  copy  of  tWs  and 
Ibe  two  preoeding  poems,  suppłied  by  Mr.  Catcott, 
with  one  madę  by  Mr.  Barrett,  from  the  piece  of 
v«llam  wbich  Chatterton  gare  to  bim  as  tbe  ori- 
ginal  MS.  These  are  the  variat'OD8  of  importance, 
•vclusive  of  many  in  tbe  spelliog. 

Venet  to  IjMtgate, 
In  the  title,  for  Ladgaie,  r.  l^fdgaie, 
▼er.  8.  r.  ThaU  landUkee. 

S.  for  ftce,  r.  goe. 

7.  foTjfghlef  r.  wryiś. 

Songe  to  MUa. 
Tbe  title  in  the  veHum  MS.  was  slmply  Songt 
ŚM  JEUOf  Yiptb  a  umall  maiŁ  of  reference  td  a 
notę  below,  containing  tbe  following  words— />»/ 
^  tke  cMtelie  (f  Brffstaiwe  fnm  dmet  ąf  ffore,  It  may 
be  propęr  al90  to  take  notice,  that  the  whole 
song  was  tbere  written  like  prose,  withoat  any 
breaks,  or  di^isions  into  verses. 

'       yer.  6.  for  hraslynge^  r.  burtijfnge, 
11.  for  oahfinte^  r.  frtir/ae. 
SS.  for  djftmall,  r.  honort* 

LadgaU^t  AntKer. 
|lo  tiUe  in  tbe  rellum  MS. 
Vcr.  S.  for  x}arKs,  r.  pene,   . 
antep.  for  Lendes  r.  Sendsu 
nit.  for  Igne^  r.  thynge, 

Mr.  Barrett  had  aiso  a  copy  of  these  poems  by 
Chatterton,  which  differed  from  that,  which  Chat^. 
lerton  afterwards  prodoced  as  the  original,  in  the 
Ibllowring  particulars,  among  others: 

Ib  tbe  title  of 
Orig. 
v«r.  3.  Orig. 
7.  Orig. 

^MgetoJEOa, 
ver.  5.  Orig. 
Orig. 
11.  Orig. 
82.  Orig. 
23.  Orig. 
f6.  Orig. 
9M).  Orig. 


AS  LLA, 

A  TftAAYCAŁ   EUTEAŁCDB,  OS   OnOOORUYHOB 

TRAOBOIB, 

WROTENN  BY  THOMAS  ROWŁBIB;  PŁAIBOD  BB- 
PORB  BIASTRB  CANYNOB,  ATTB  HYS  BOWSB 
WBMPTE  THB  RODDE  ŁODOB:  AŁSOB  BEFO&B 
THB  DUKB  OP  NORFOŁCK,  JOHAN  HOWARD. 

[Tbis  poem,  with  the  Epistle,  Letter,  and  Entro- 
ducŁionne,  is  printed  from  a  folio  MS.  iumisfaed 
by  Mr.  Catcott,  in  tbe  beginning  of  which  he 
kas  written,  •'  Chatterton^s  trantcript^  1769." 


the  Ferses  io  JUu^ate, 

l^aU. 

—  Chat.  ZdKlgaU. 

goe. 

—  Chat  doe. 

myte. 

—  ChtiUfygkte, 

MjoCffmu. 

—  Chat  Dac^s, 

9nOS€  AMwtf  • 

—  Chat  who$ehagrei. 

buHie, 

—  Chat  brondtd. 

Ł^UtLAjł 

—  Chat  hearst. 

hotWT€» 

—  Chat  AfimalL 

—  Chat  Ęfrayning, 

Yprauneyng^ 

gloue. 

—  Chat  giflnu 

Tbe  whole  transcript  b  of  Cbat(eiton's  Ui^ 

writing.] 

EPISTLE  TO  MASTRE  CANYNGE  ON  JELUL 

l^s  songe  bie  mynstielles,  thatte  yn  auntycni 

tym, 
Whan  Reasonn  bylt  herseTe  in  clondes  of  oyghti^ 

Tbe  preest  deljrrered  alle  tbe  legę  yn  rhym; 

Lyche  peyncted  tyitynge  speares  to  pkase  thi 

syght,  (dertp 

The  whycbe  3rn  yttes  felle  nse  doe  mtke  laohs 

Syke  dyd  theire  auncyante  lee  deftiie  delyghtetkt 

eare. 

Fercbaunce  yn  ▼3rrtBes  gare  ifaym  aote  im 

thenne, 
Bntte  efte  nowe  flyeth  to  the  o&er  syde; 
In  halHe  preeste  apperes  tbe  ribaudes  pem^ 
Inne  litbie  moncke  apperea  the  barronnetpiydes 
But  rhym  wythe  somme,  as  nedere  widhout 

teethe,  .  tlyttel  wathe. 

Make  pleasannoe  to  the  aense,  botte  maie  ds 

Syr  John,  a  knygbte,  who  hath  a  baneof  lon^ 
Kcnns  Latyn  att  lyńt  syghte  from  Frenelie  oi 

Oreke, 
Pygbtetbe  hys  knowlachsrnge  ten  yeces  or  moif^ 
To  r3mge  npon  the  Latjmne  worde  to  spekc; 
Whoever  spekethe  Engiyach  ys  despysed, 
Tbe  Englysch  bym  to  pleaae  moitą  iynte  bl 
latynized. 

Vevyan,  a  moncke,  a  good  requiem  synges; 
Can  preache  so  wele,  ecbe  bynde  hys  meneyngt 
knowes; 
Albe3rtte  these  gode  guyfts  awaie  be  fly^geSi 
Beejmge  as  badde  yn  vearae  as  good  ya  pnae. 
Hee  sjmges  of  seynctcs  who  dyed  for  yer  Oodde, 
E^erych  wynter  nyghte  afroache  he  sheddes  tktfr 
blodde. 

To  maydens;  boswyfes,  and  unlored  dames, 
Hee  redes  hys  tales  of  merryment  and  woSi 
Longhe  loudlie  djrnneth  from  tbe  dołteadiames'; 

He  sweiles  on  laudes  of  fooles,  tho*  kennes  bem  MCk 
Sonmietyme  at  tragedie  theie  laughe  aod  tysgei 

At  merrie  yaped  fage  somme  bard-drayned  mtor 
brjmge. 

Yette  Vev3ran  ys  nc  foole,  behjrnde  hyi  lynei 

Oeofroie  makes  rearse,  as  handycraftei  tbeyr 

ware;  [twynOi 

Wordes  wythoute  sense  fuli  gTofffngdye  ks 

Cotteynge  hjrs  storie  off  as  wytbe  a  sheere; 

Waytes*  montbes  on  notbynge,  and  hys  stofk 

donnę,  [boomie. 

Ne  moe  you  from  ]rtte  kenn,  tban  gyf  yoa  dboi 

Enowe  of  odbers;  of  mieselfe  to  write, 
.  Beqnyrynge  whatt  I  doe  notte  aowe  possen, 
To  yon  i  ieave  th^  taske;  I  kenne  your  mjgMt 
Wyli  make  mie  foultes,  mie  meynte  of  ftió^ 

"he  fess. 
JEHa  wythe  thjrs  I  lende,  and  bope  that  yoa 
Wylle  from  ytte  cast  awaie,  wbatte  lyna  maie  bs 
ontrue. 

Playea  madę  from  ballie  tales  I  fanldeunmeete^ 
Łette  somme  greate  atorie  of  a  mannę  besongei 

'  Unanthorized.  Tbere  ishoweverlheadjectivf 
odhdjiujy,  ckariiflL .       ' 


JELLA:    A  TRAGYCAL  ftNTERLUDfei 


•or 


•  Whanne,  m  a  numne,  wie  Oodde  and  Jesus 

treate,  [wronge 

In  mie  porę  m3riide,  we  doe  the   Godhedde 

Botte  lette  ne  wordes,  wbyche  droorie*  mote 

ne  beare, 

phced  ya  the  same.    Adieu  untylle  anere. 

See  Tbomas  Rowłbib 

LETTER 

TO  THB  DYGNB  MA8TRB  CaKYNGB. 

ftriAUiiGB  doine  ytte  yt^  that,  yn  tbese  daies  of 
)lete  butte  a  bare  recytaUe  can  hay  place ;  [oures, 
Kowe  shapelie  poesie  bast  loste  ytta  po  wers, 
Aad  pyaaiit  bystorie  ys  oolie  grace ; 
Heie  pycke  up   wolsome  weedes,   ynsteddis  of 

flowers. 
And  fiunylies,  ynstedde  of  wytte,  theie  tracę; 
Nowe  poesie  canne  meete  wythe  iie  regrate, 
Wbylste  prose,  aod  berehaugbtrie,  rysc  yn  estate. 

|>tte  kynges,  and  rulers,  whan  beie  gayne  a 

throne.  [siercs  borę, 

Aev  wbatt  theyre  grandsieres,  and  great  grand* 

Emarschalled   armes,    yatte,   ne  before  theyre 

owne, 
Kov  raiing*d  wythe  wbatt  yeir  Ikdres  ban  before; 
Lette  tradesy  and  toune  folck,  lett  syke  tbynges 
Ke  fyghte  for  sałrfe  yn  a  fielde  of  aurę ;      [alone, 
fiddomm,  or  neTer,  ara  aimes  yyrtues  mede, 
Sbee  nillynge  to  take  myckte  aie  dothe  bede^ 

A  man  ascaunse  uponn  a  piece  majt  looke» 
^ld  shake  bys  hedde5  to  styrre  bys  redę  aboute; 
fiood  be,  gyf  I  askauuted  oere  thys  booke, 
SchuMe  fynde  thereyn  tbat  troUthe  ys  left  wytb- 
Eke,  gyf  ynto  a  vew  percase  I  tooke  [oute  j 

The  longe  beade-roUe  of  al  the  wrytynge  roote, 
Anerios,  Ingolphus,  Torp}UB,  Bedde, 
Thorow  hem  al  netę  lyche  ytte  I  coulde  rede^^ 

,Psnlon,yciegraiebaibes,gyffI  saie,  onwse 
Yee  ars  to  stycke  so  close  and  bysmarelie 
T6  hystorie;  you  doe  ytte  tooe  mocbe  pryze, 
Wbyche  amenased  tbongbtes  of  poesie ;    [alyse  ^, 
Sonoie  drybbkette  shara  you  shonide  to  yatte 
Nott  makynge  everycbe  thjmge  bee  hystorie; 

'  Droorie.  Strange  penrersion  of  words !  droorie 
in  its  ancient  aignification  stood  for  modesty  *. 

*  Tbis  is  an  errour  of  Chatterton. 

Schyr  Jbone  Webetown  thar  was  slayne; 

And  quhen  be  dede  wis,  as  ye  ber, 

Thai  &nd  intill  bys  oo^ 

A  lettyr  tbat  bym  send  a  lady 

Tbat  be  lufiyt  per  drouerp, 

Tbat  caid  ąuben  be  bad  yemyt  a  yer 

Id  wer,  as  a  good  batchiller.  ^ 

The  awenturs  castell  off  Dowgbis 

Tbat  to  kep  sa  peralous  was> 

Than  mycht  he  weill  ask  a  lady 

Hyr  amours  and  byr  drmiery. 

The  Bruce.  B.8.  488. 

Hr.  Frakerton  adds  per  drouery  \s  noiinawayof 
wurńage :  the  term  is  old  French. 

<  Probably  nede, 

^  Sidropbel  in  Hodibras. 

Wbo  haying  three  times  sbook  bis  head, 

To  stir  bis  wit  up,  thus  he  said. 


Instedde  of  nK>unt3mge  on  a  wynged  horsę, 
You  onn  a  rouncy  dryve  ynn  dolefull  conne. 

Canynge  and  I  ffom  common  course  dyssente; 
Wee  ryde  the  stede,  botte  yev  to  bym  the  reene; 
Ne  wylle  betweene  crased  molterynge  bookes  be- 

pente,  [sheene; 

Botte  soare  on  byghe,  and  yn  the  sonne-bemes 
And  where  wee  kenn  somme  isbad  floures  be- 

sprente,  [clene ; 

We  take  ytte,  and  from  oulde  rouste  doe  ytta 
Wee  wylle  ne  eheynedd  to  one  pasture  bee, 
Botte  sometymes  soare  *bove  troutfae  of  hystorie. 

Saie,  Canynge,  wbatt  was  vearse  yn  dales  of 

yore? 
Fyne  thoughtes^  and  couplettes  fetyveiie  bewiyen 
Notte  syke  as  doe  annoie  thys  age  so  sore, 
A  keppened  poyntelle  restynge  at  ecbe  lyne. 
Yearse  maie  be  goode,  botte  poesie  wantes  morę, 
An  onlist  lecturn,  and  a  songe  adygne  ; 
Accoi'dynge  to  the  rule  I  have  thys  wroughte, 
6y  ff  ytt  please  Caoynge,  I  care  notte  a  groate^ 

The  thynge  ytte  moste  bee  yttes  owne  defense; 
Som  metre  maie  notte  please  a  womannes  €ar. 
Canynge  lookes  notte  for  poesie,  botte  sense; 
And  dygnę,  and  wordie  thoughtes,  ys  all  bys  car^ 
Canynge,  adieu!  I  do  you  greete  from  bence; 
Fuli  soone  1  hope  to  taste  of  your  good  cheere; 
Ooode  bysboppe  Carpyoter  dyd  byd  mee  saie, 
Hee  wysche  you  bealthe  and  selinesse  for  aie. 

T.  RowiiBIB* 


ENTRODUCTIONNE* 

SoMttB  tibdrisaunei  tys  to  gentle  myode, 

Whan  beie  ha?e  che?yced   theyre   londe  finom 

bayne,  [hynde^ 

Whan  theie  ajr  dedd,  theie  lea^e  yer  name  he- 
And  theyre  goode  deedes  doe  on  the  £arth0  re- 

nuiyne; 
Downe  yn  the  grave  wee  ynbyme  everych  steyne, 
Whylest  ai  ber  gentlenesa  ys  madę  to  sheene, 
Lyche  fetyre  baubels  geasoune  to  be  seene. 

^lla,  the  wardenne  of  thys  castell  stede, 
Whylest  Saxons  dyd  the  Eńglysche  sceptre  swaie, 
Who  madę  whole  troopes  of  Dacyan  men  to  blede^ 
Then  seePd  hys  eyne,  and  seeled  bys  eyne  for  aie, 
Wee  rowze  bym  uppe  before  the  judgment  dai^ 
To  saie  what  be,  as  clergyond,  canne  kenne. 
And  bowe  hee  sojoumed  in  the  yale  of  men. 

^LLA. 

Personnes  representedd. 

JEUfh       bie  Thomtu  Bowieie,  Preeste,  the  Aua* 

tboure. 
Ceimondef      Johan  Iscanm,  Preeste. 
Hurra,  Sgrr  Tkybbotte  Gorget,  Koyghte. 

Bhika,  Mastre  Edaforde  Canynge, 

.Odfierr  partes  bie  Knyghtes  Mynstrelles. 

Cbłmonde,  mU  Brystowe. 

Bbvorb  yonne  roddie  Sonne  has  droore  byt 

wajme  [goulde, 

Throwe  half  his  joomie,  dyghte  yn  gites^of 

6  Tbis  word  is  looseiy  madę  firom  tha  Smom 
▼eib  dSyfOR,  to  łootm,  to  set  firce. 
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Mee,  happeless  me,  hee  wylle  a  wretche  be- 

houlde,  [ebaunces  chayne. 

Mieselfe,  and  al  thafs  Hiyne,  bounde  ynne  mys- 

Ah!  Birtha,  whie  did  Naturę  frame  thee  fayre? 
AVhie  art  Łhou  all  Łhatt  poyntelle  canoe  be- 

wreene  *  ? 
Whie  art  thou  nott  as  coarse  as  odhers  are?—- 
Botte  thcnn  thie  sougble  woulde  throwe  tby  vysage 

sheene, 
Yatt  sbemres  on  tbie  comcUe  semlykeene, 
Łychę  nottebrowne  cloudes,    wbann  bie  tbe 

Sonne  madę  redde, 
Orr   scarlette,    wytb    waylde    Ijmnen    clothe 

ywreene,  [■prebdde. 

Syke  would  tbie  spryte  upponn  thie  rysage 
Thy«  daie  brare  ^lla  dotbe  tbyne  hondę  and 

harte  [moste  parte. 

Clayine  as  hys  owne  to  be,  whyche  nee  fromni  hys 

And  cann  I  ]yve  to  see  herr  wythe  anere! 

Ytte  cannotte,  muste  notte,  naie,  ytt  shalle  not 

bee.  [beerc, 

Thys  nyghte  1*11  putte  stronge  poysonn  ynn  the 

And  hymm,  herr,  and  myselfe,  attenes  wyli  slea. 

Assyst  mee  Helle!    lette  derylles  rounde  mee 

tende,  ffriende. 

To  slea  mieselfe,  mie  love,  and  eke  mie  doughtie 

JEU..4,  BlATHA 
JBLŁA, 

Kotte,  whanne  the  hallie  prieste  dyd  make  me 

knyghte, 
Blessynge  the  weaponne,  tellynge  futurę  dede, 
Howe  bic  mie  bonde  the  prevyd  Dane  shoulde 
blede,  [fyghte; 

Howe  I  schuldeofteubee,  and  often  W3mne  ynne 

Notte,  whann  I  fyrste  behelde  thie  beanteous 

hue,  [softersoule; 

Whyche  strooke  mie  mynde,  androuzed  my 
Nott,  whann  from  the  barbed  horse  yn  fygbte 

dyd  viewe 
The  6ying  Dacians  oere  the  wyde  playne  roule, 
Whan  all  the  troopes  of  Denmarque  madę  grete 

dole, 
Dydd  I  fele  joie  wyth  syke  reddoure  as  nowe, 
Whann  hallie  preest,  the  lechemanne  of  the 

sonie, 
Dydd  knytte  us  both  ynn  a  caytysnede  vowe: 
No  w  hallie  ^lla's  selynesse  ys  grate; 
Shap  haveth  nowe  ymade  hys  woes  for  to  emmate. 

BIRTHA. 

Mie  lorde,  and  husbande,  syke  a  joie  is  myne; 
Botte  mayden  modestie  moste  ne^soe  saie, 
Albeytte  thou  mayest  redę  ytt  ynne  myne  eyne, 
Or  ynn  myne  harte,  where  thou  shalte  be  for 

aie; 
Inne  sothe,  I  have  botte  meeded  oute  thie  feie; 
For  twelye  tymet  twelre  the  monę  hath  biu 

yblente, 
As  manie  tymes  hathe  vyed  the  godde  of  daie, 
And  on  the  grasse  ber  lemes  of  sylverr  sentc, 
Sy  the  thou  d}'dst  chee&e  mee  for  tliie  swoteto  bee, 
Enactynge  ynn  the  same  moste  faifullie  to  mee. 

^Hte  bave  I  seene  thee  atte  the  none-daiefeaste, 
Whanne  deysde  bie  thieseJfe,    for    wantę   of 
pheeres, 

\  k  fbe  jiot  morę  than  paioting  can  expTess  ? 

Fair  ^«jiitent. 


A  whylst  thie  menyemen  dyddelaugfae  and  jea«t^ 
Onn  mee  thou  semest  all  eyne,  to  me  all  eares, 
Thou  wardest  mee  as  gyff  ynn  hondred  feent^ 
Alest  a  daygnous  looke  to  tbee  be  sente. 
And  otfrendes  madę  mee,  moe  ihann  yie  com- 

pheeres, 
Offe  scarpes  of  scarlctte,  and  fyne  paramente, 
All  thie  yntente  to  please  was  lyssei  to  mee, 
I  saie  ytt,  I  moste  6tre?e  thatt  you  ameded  bee. 

iELŁA. 
Mie  lyttle  kyndnesses  whych  I  dydd  doe, 
Thie  gentleness  doth  corren  tbem  soe  grete, 
Lyche  bawsyn  olyphauntes  mie  gnattes  doi 

shewe ; 
Thon  doest  mie  thoughtes  of  paying  love  amate. 
Botte  hann  mie  actyonns  stiaughte  tbe  rolkof 

fate,  [down  to  thee, 

Pyghte  thee  from  Heli,   or  broaght  HciTes 
Łayde  the  whol  worldc  a  falldstole  atte  thie  fi?ete, 
On  smyle  would  be  sufiycyll  mcde  for  mee. 
1  amm  ]oves  borroV,  and  canne  nerer  paie, 
Botte  be  hys  borrower  stylle,  and  tbyne,  mii 

siaete,  for  aie. 

BIRTHA. 

I  Ave,doe  notte  ratę  your  achevment88oesmaIle; 
As  I  to  you,  syke  love  untoe  mee  b^are; 
For  nothynge  pastę  will  Birtha  ever  cali, 
Ne  on  a  foode  A^m  Heaven  thynke  to^cfaeere. 
As  farr  as   thys  firayle  bnitylle  flescfa  Tyld 
Syke,  and  ne  fardber  I  expecte  of  you;    [spere, 
Be  notte  toe  slack  yn  love,  ne  otenleare;  [tnie. 
A  smalle  fyre,  yan  a  loud  flame,  prores  mort 

iBŁŁA. 

Thie  gentle  wordis  toe'thie  volunde  ken&e 
To  bee  moe  clergionde  Uiann  ys  ynn  meyacte  of 
menne. 

iEŁLA,  BiRTHA,  CeLMOITDB,  MYIiflFTRBUBS. 

CEŁMONDE. 

Alle  blessynges  showre  on  gende  .£]]a*6]ie(kłe; 
Oft  maie  ihe  Moone,  yn    sylyerr  sheenyiigi 

lyghte. 
Inne  yaried  channges  Taryed  hlessynges  sbedde, 
Besprengeynge  fur  abrode  mischaonces  oyihtei 
And  thou,  fayre  Birtha!  thou,  fr3ne  dinie, so 

bryghte,  [p^» 

Long  mayest  thou  wyth  JElla  fynda  mucbt 
Wythe  selynesse  as  wyih  a  roabe,  be  dfghte, 
Wyth  everych  chaungynge  monę  new  joies  es-^ 
I,  as  a  token  of  mie  love  to  speake,       [creatf ! 
HaTe  brought  you  jobbes  of  ale,  at  nygbte  youre 

brayne  to  breake. 

JELLA. 

Whan  soppehrs  pastę  we'lle  drenche  youre  tU 
Tyde  lyfe,  tyde  death.  [soe  stronge^ 

CEŁMOMDE. 

Ye  m3m8trelles,  chaunt  yoar  songe! 

MytutnUes  Songe  bie  a  Mannę  and  ffomamt, 

MANNĘ. 

Tourne  thee  to  thie  shepsterr  swayne;  • 
Bryghte  Sonne  bas  ne  droncke  the  deva 
From  the  floures  of  yellowe  bue; 
Tourne  thee,  Alyce,  backe  agaync. 

WOMANHB. 

No,  bestoikerre,  I  wylle  ge, 
Soillie  tryppynge  o^ere  ths  met^ 
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Łychę  tłie  sylyerwiboted  doe^ 
^eekeyuge  shelterr  yn  grene  ti-ees. 

MANNĘ. 

Sec  the  moss-growne  daisey'd  bankę, 
Percynge  ynne  the  streme  helowe; 
Herę  we* lic  sy Uc,  yn  dewie  daiike^ 
Toorne  thee,  Alyce,  do  notte  goe. 

WOMANNB. 

Pre  hearde  erste  mie  grandame  saie, 
Yonge  damoyselles  schuldc  ne  bee, 
Inne  the  twotie  moonthe  of  Maie, » 
Wythe  yonge  menne  bie  the  grene  wodę  tree. 

MANNĘ. 

Sytte  thee,  Alyce,  sytte,  and  harke, 
Howe  the  ouzle  chaontes  byt  noate, 
The  chelandree,  greie  morn  larke^ 
Chaimtynge  from  theyre  Ijrttel  throate^ 

WOMAMNB. 

I  heare  them  from  eche  grene  wodę  tree^ 
Chaimtynge  9Wte  so  blatauntlie, 
Tellynge  Iccturnj^es  to  mee, 
Bfyscheefe  ys  whanne  you  aie  nygb. 

MARNB. 

See  alooge  the  mees  so  grene 
Pied  daisies,  kynge-coppes  awote; 
iUle  wee  see,  bie  non  bee  seene, 
l<f  ete  botte  shepe  settes  here  a  fote. 

WOMANNB. 

Shepster  swayne,  you  tarę  mie  gratche. 
Out  upomie  ye !  lette  me  goe. 
Leave  mee  s  wy  the,  or  l'lle  alatche^ 
Hobynne,  thys  youre  damę  shall  knowe« 

MANNB. 

See !  the  crokyngc  brionie 

Ronnde  the  popler  twyste  hyg  spsaie; 

Rounde  the  oake  the  greene  iyie 

Florryscbetbe  aod  lyveth  aie. 

< 

Łette  Uf  seate  us  bie  thys  tree, 
Laughe,  and  synge  to  lovynge  ayres; 
Comme,  and  doe  notte  coyen  bee ; 
Naturę  madę  all  thynges  bie  payre^        ^ 
Brooried  cattes  wylłe  after  kynde;  ' 
Oentle  doTSs  wylle  kyss  and  coe; 

lYOMANNB. 

Botte  manne»  hee  inoste  bee  y wrynde, 
Tylle  syr  preeste  make  on  of  two. 

Tempte  mee  ne  to  the  foule  thynge; 
1  wylle  no  mannes  Icmanne  be; 
Tyli  syr  preeste  hys  songe  doethe  synge^ 
Thoa  shajt  neere  fynde  aught  of  mee. 

MANNĘ. 

Bte  oore  ladte  h^  ybome. 
To  morrowe,  soone  as  ytte  ys  daie, 
l'il  make  thee  w^yfe,  ne  bee  forswomey 
So  tyde  me  lyfe  or  dethe  for  aie. 

WOMANNB. 

Whatt  dothe  lette,  botte  thatte  nowa 
Wee  attenes,  thos  hondę  yn  hondę, 
Unto  diviaistre  goe, 
^nd  bee  lyncked  yn  wedlocke  bondc? 

f  Uoauthorizedt 


MAKNE. 

I  agree,  and  thus  1  plyghte 
Hondę,  and  harte,  and  all  that^s  myoe; 
Goode  syr  Rogerr,  do  us  ryghte. 
Make  us  one,  at  Cothbertes  shryne. 

BornE. 

Wee  wylle  ynn  a  borclelle  1yve, 
Hailie,  thoughe  of  no  estate; 
Everyche  clock»  raoe  love  shall  g3rve ; 
Wee  ynagoodnesse  wylle  bee  greate. 

iKLŁA. 

I  lyche  thys  songe,  I  lycbe  ytt  myckle  well; 
And  there  ys  monie  for  yer  syngeyne  nowe; 
Butte  haFe  you  nooue  thatt  marriage-blessy  ngeft 
telle? 

CBŁMONDB. 

In  marriage,  bless3mge8  are  botte  fewe,  1  trowe. 

MYNiTBELUS. 

Ła^eide,  we  haTe;  and,  gyfT  you  please,  wille 

tynge,  [mytte. 

As  well  as  owre  chooghe-Toyces  wylle  per- 

JEtLA, 

Comme  iken,  and  see  you  swotelie  tune  the 

strynge, 
And  stret,  and  engyne  all  the  hnman  wytte, 
Toe  please  mie  damę. 

MflYSTRBŁŁBS. 

We^Ue  strayne  owre  wytte  and  synge^ 

MynttreUcM  Songe, 

FYBSTE  MYMSTREŁŁE. 

The  boddynge  floufettes  bloshes  att  the  lyglite; 
The  mees  be  sprenged  wyth  the  yellowe  hue; 
Ynn  daiseyd  mantels  ys  tbt  mountayne  dyghte; 
The  nesh  yonge  coweslepe  bendethe  wyth  tha 

.dewe; 
The  trees  enlefied,  yntoe  HeaTenne  straogfate, 
Whenn  gentle  wyndes  doe  Uowe,  to  whesUjmg 
-    dynne  ys  broughte.. 

The  erenynge  oommes,  aad*brynges  the  dewft 

alonge; 
The  roddie  welkynne  sheeneth  to  the  eyne; 
Arounde  the  aleitake  raynstrells  synge   the 

songe; 
Yonge  łvie  rounde  the  doore  poste  do  entwync; 
I  lale  mee  onn  the  grasse;  yette,  to  mie  wylle, 
Albeytte  alle  ys  fajTe,  there  lackethe  somethynga 

Stylle. 

IBCONOB  MYNSTREŁŁB. 

So  Adam  thougbtenne,  whann,  yn  Paradyse, 
All  Heavenn  and  Erthe  dyd  hommage  to  hyą 

mynde; 
Ynn  womman  nlleyne  mannes  pleasauncc  lyes; 
As  instrumentes  of  joie  were  madę  the  kjnidc. 
Go,  take  a  \v3rfe  untoe  thie  armes,  and  see 
Wynter,  and  brownie  bylles,  wylle  have  a  cbarm^ 

for  thee. 

THYRDB  MYNSTREŁŁE. 

Whanne  Autumpne  blake  and  sonne-brent  doe 

appere, 
Wyth  hys  goulde  hondę  guylteynge  the  falU 

^ynge  lefe, 
Brynjeynge  oppe  Wynterr  to  fol fy Ile  tlie  yerc, 
Beeryoge  upoQu«  hys  bac^e  the  riped  sh^fe ^ 
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Whan  al  Łhe  hyls  wyttie  woddie  sede  ys  whyte; 

Whanne  lerynne-fyres  and  lemes  do  metę  from 
far  the  syghte; 
Whann  the  fayre  apple,  rudde  as  even  akie. 
Do  bende.the  tree  unto  the  fructyle  grounde; 
When  joicie  peres,  and  berries  of  blacke  die, 
Doe  daance  yn  ayre,  and  cali  the  eyne  arounde; 
Thann,  bee  the  ereo  fbule,  or  even  foyre, 

Meetbynckes  mie  hartys  joie  ys  steynced  wyth 
somme  care. 

8ECONDE  MTlfSTREŁLB. 

AngeUes  bee  wrogte  to  bee  of  neidher  kynde ; 

Angelles  alleyne  fromme  chaft  desyre  bee  free  j 

Bheere  ys  a  somwhatte  evere  yn  the  mynde, 
'  Yatte>  wythout  wommanne,  cannot  stylled  bee, 

Ne  se3mcte  yn  celles,  botte,  barynge  blodde 

and  terę,  [fayre : 

po  fynde  the  sprjrtę  to  joie  on  syghte  of  womaiuie 

Wommen  bee  made^  notte  for  hemselyes  botte 
mannCy 
.  Bonę  of  hys  booe,  and  chyld  of  hys  desire; 
Fromme  an  ynatyile  membere  fyrste  begaime, 
Ywroghte  with  moche  of  water,  lyttele  fyre; 
Tber^re  theie  seke  the  fyre  of  loye,  to  hete 
Ule  milkyness  of  kynde,  and  make  hemsdfes 
complete. 

AlbeytteyWythoutwommen^mennewere  pheeres 
To  salvage  kynde,  and  virulde  botte  1yve  to  slea, 
Botte  wommenne  efte  the  spryghte  of  peace  so 

•  cheree, 

Tochelod  yn  angel  joie  heie  aogeles  bee; 
Go,  take  thee  swytbyn  to  thie  bedde  a  wyfe, 

Bee  bante  or  blessed  hie  yn  prooyynge  marryage 
lyfe. 

Anodher  Miputrelłes  Songe,  bie  Sjyr  Thjfibot  Gorget. 

As  Klynour  hie  the  green  lesscUe  was  syttynge, 
As  from  the  Sones  hete  she  barried, 

She  sayde,  as  lierr  whytte  hondes  wbytehosen  was 
knyttynge, 
"  Whatte  pleasure  y tt  ys  to  be  manried  1 

ł*  Mie  hosbande,  lorde  Thomas,  a  forrester  boulde, 

As  ever  cloye  pynne,  or  the  baskette, 
Does  no  cherysauncys  lirom  Elynour  houlde, 
'   I  have  ytte  as  soone  as  I  aske  3rttei 

*•<  Whann  I  lyved  wyth  mie  fodre  yn  pierrie 

Clowd-Dell, 
.    Tho'  twas  at  my  liefe  to  mynde  spynnynge, 
1  stylle  wanted  somethynge,  botte  whatte   ne 

coulde  telle,  [nynge. 

Mie  lorde  £idres  barbde^  hauUe  han  ne  wyn* 

"  Eche  momynge  I  rysę,  doe  1  sette  mie  may- , 
dennes,  [bleachyog^, 

Somme  to  spynn,  somme  to  cui^ell,  sommę 
tSyfTany  new  entered  doe  aske  for  mie  aideos, 

Thann  swythynne  you  fynde  mee  a  teachynge. 

•«  Lbrde  Walterfe,  mie  fadre,  he  loved  me  welle. 
And  nothynge  unto  mee  was  nedeyiige» 

Botte  srhulde  1  agen  goe  to  merrie  Cloud-dcll, 
In  sothen  twoulde  bee  iirythoute  redeynge.^' 

*  Barde,  barbed  or  trapped,  as  a  grrat  horse  * 
Bardest  barbes  or  trappings  for  horses  of  service  or 
of  show.  Cotgrave.   The  word  is  peculiarły  appro- 
l^riated  to  horses,  and  therefore  misappUed  here. 


Sbee  aayde,  and  iorde  ThoiBM  etme  wtt  the  tea, 
As  hee  the  fatte  derkynnea  was  cbacynge,  [ibee  • 

Sbee  putte  iippe  her  Ipiittynge,  and  to  bym  wente 
So  wee  leave  hem  bothe  kyndelie  embneya^e. 

I  lyche  eke  ihys;  goe  ynn  ontoe  the  feaste; 
Wee  wy  Ile  permytte  you  antecedente  bee; 
There  swotelie.  synge  eche  caroUe,  and  jtftA 

jeaste; 
And  thene  ys  monnie,  tbat  you  merrie  bee; 
Comme,  gentle  love,  we  wylle  toe  spoase-fińite 

goe,  [e?erych  w«e. 

And  there  ynn  ale  and  wyne  bee  dreyncted 

JEłła,  Birtba,  Cełmondb,  Messbhobu. 
mbsssngbrb. 

JBIla,  the  Danes  ar  thondrynge  onn  ooroosste; 
Lyche  scolles  of  locusts,  caste  oppe  bie  the  «i, 
Magnus  and  Hurra,  wythe  a  doughtie  hoaste, 
Are  ragyng,  to  be  ąuansed  bie  nonę  botte  thce; 
Hasie,  swyfte  as  1evynne  to  these  rojrners  flee: 
Thie  dogges  alleyne  can  tamci  thys  ragyoge 

bulle. 
Hastę  swytbyn,  fore  anieghe  the  towne  theie  bee, 
And  Wedecesterres  roile  of  dome  bee  folie. 
Hastę,  hastę,  O  ^la,  to  the  byker  die, 
For  yn  a  momentes  space  tenne  thousaod  meoM 

maiedie. 


Beshrew  thee  for  thie  newes!  I  mogte  be  gm, 
Was  erer  lockless  dome  so  bard  as  myoe! 
Thos  łrom  dysportysmente  to  wafr  to  ron, 
To  chaunge  the  selke  yeste  for  the  gaberdyne! 

BIRTHA. 

O!  lyche  a  nedere,  lette  me  roonde  thee  twyae, 
And  hylte  thie  boddie  from-  the  schaftei  of 
warre.  [lyse, 

Thou  ahalte  nott,  must  not,  from  thieBirtha 
Botte  kenn  the  dynne  of  slughoroes  finom  aftne. 

MLLA, 

O  lore,  was  thys  thie  joie,  to  shewe  tbe  treate, 
Then  groflyshe  to  forbydde  thie  bongered  gnetta 
to  eate? 

O  mie  upswalynge  harte,  what  words  can  sue 
The  peynes,  thatte  pasaetbe  ynn  mie  aoale 

ybrente? 
Thos  to  bee  tome  uponne  mie  spousallc  dsie, 
O !  'tys  a  peyne  beyond  entendemente. 
Yee  mychtie  goddes,  and  is  yor  fayoores  feote 
As  thous  foste  dented  to  a  loade  of  peyne? 
Moste  wee  aie  holde  yn  chace  the  sbade  conteat, 
And  for  a  bodykyn^  a  swartbe  obteyne? 
O !  whie,  yee  seynctes,  oppress  yee  tbos  mie 
sowie?  [dreerie  dole? 

How  shalle  I  speke  mie  woe,  mie  freme,  mie 

CBŁMONDB. 

Somet3rme  tbe  wyseste  lacketh  porę  maasrede. 
Reasoóne  and  counynge  wytte  efte  flees  awaie. 
Thanne,  loyerde  lette  me  saie,  wyth  boranuged 

drede, 
(BienetU  your  fote  ylayn)  mie  counseUe  taie; 
Gy  ff  thos  wee  lett  the  matter  letblen  laie, 

4  Tbis  dJminutWe  neyer  was  nsed  as  a  mew 
synonym  of  its  original  word.  Dean  Miles  td- 
duces  Gottł  bodihnt^  This  oath  canoot  be  re- 
ceived  in  erideuoe. 
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*thB  tMS^mtk,  eterych  taonde-poyncte,  getteth 
Ibte. 

.  Kie  leiwrde,  lett  the  speere-nieniite,  .dygbte  for 
And  Ali  tbe  sabbatanert  goe  aboute.  ffrate, 

I  spekie>  lilie  ]overde,  alleyne  to  upiyie     [alyse. 

Towe  wytte  from  iiiarveUe,iaiid  the  wanioiirto 


Ah!  nowe  tbo«  pottest  takeUs  yn  mie  harte; 
Ifie  Boulghe  dothe  nowe  begynoe  to  aee  her- 

selle; 
•  I  wylle  iipryse  mie  iD3rgfate,  and  doe  mie  parte. 
To  slea  tbe  foemeDoe  yn  mie  furie  felle.    [telle, 
Botte  howe  canne  tynge  mie  Tampynge  fourie 
Wbyche  ryaeth  from  mie  lorę  to  Birtha  fayre  ? 
Ke  coulde  tbe  ąueede*  and  aUe  the  myghte  óf 

Hdle, 
FoDndeoat  impleaeamioe  of  syke  blacke  ageare. 
T«tte  I  wylle  bee  mieselfe,  and  rouze  mie  epryte 
To  Ute  wythe  rennomey  and  goe  meettbe  bloddie 

fygbte. 

BIRTHA, 

No,  thou  scbalte  neTer  lea^e  tbie  Birtba'fl  syde: 
Ne  seball  the  wynde  uponne  us  blowe  alleyne; 
1,  lyche  a  nedere,  wylle  untoe  thee  byde; 
Tyde  lyfe,  tyde  deathe,  ytte  shall  beboolde  us 

twayne. 
I  have  mie  parte  of  drierie  dole  and  pejme; 
Itte  brasteth  from  mee  atte  tbe  boltred  eyne ; 
Yoae  tydes  of  teares  nńe  iwartbynge  sprytu  wyli 

drayne, 
6yif  drerie  dole  ys  thyne,  ty9  twa  tymes  myne. 
Goe  notte,  O  Alla;  wythe  thie  Biitha  staie; 
For  wytb  thie  semndykeed  mie  spryte  wyli  goe 

awaie. 


O!  tys  for  thee,  for  thee  alleyne  f  fele ; 
Yett  I  mnste  bee  mieeelfe;  with  valoareB  gear 
>  IHe  dyghte  mie  hearte,  uid  notte  mie  lymbes 
yn  stele> 
Aod  shake  the  bloddie  iweide  and  steyned  spere. 

BIIITHA. 

Cen  JElła  from  hysbreaste  byś  Birtha  teare? 
Is  thee  80  roa  and  ugsomme  to  hys  syghte? 
Entrykeynge  wyght !  ys  leatball  warre  so  deare  ? 
Tboa  pryaett  mee  belowe  the  joiei  of  iygfate. 
Tbou  scalte  notte  leave  mee,  albeytte  ^  arthe 
Hong  pendaunte  bie  thy  swerde,  and  craTod  for 
thy  morthe. 


JEŁŁA. 


Dyddest  thou  kenne  howe  mie  woes,  as  stanres 

ybreute^ 
Headed  bie  these  thie  wordes  doe  onn  mee  folie, 
Tbon  woulde  tftryre  to  gyve  mie  harte  contente, 
WakjTDg  mieslepynge  myndeto  honnourescalle. 
Ofselynesselpryzeiheemoeyanall  [quyre, 
Heaven  caa  mee  sende,  or  oounynge  wytt  ac- 
Ytte  I  wylle  leare  thee,  onne  the  foe  to  folie, 
Betoomynge  to  thie  eyne  with  double  fyre. 

BIRTHA. 

Moate  Birtha  hoon  reąuesie  and  bee  denyd  ? 
fiec^rre  attenes  a  darte  yn  selynesse  and  pryde? 
Doe  staie,  att  leaste  tylle  monrowas  sonna  ap- 
perea. 


Thoo  kenpeste  welle  the  Dacyannes  myttea 
powere;  [yeares; 

Wythe  them  a  mynnute  wurchethe  bane  for 
Theie  undoe  reanimes  wythyii  a  syngle  hower* 
Rouze all  thie  bonnoure,  Birtha;  look  attoure 
Thie  bledeynge  countrie,  whych  for  hastie  dede 
Calls,  for  the  rodeynge  of  some  doughtte  power. 
To  royn  3rttef  roynerB,  make  yttes  foemenae 
Uede. 

BIRTHA. 

Rouze  all  thie  loTie;  folseandenttykyngwyghte! 
Ne  leave  tbie  Birtha  thos  uponne  pretence  of 
fygbtc. 

Tbou  nedest  notte  goe,  untyll  tbou  hastę  eooi* 

mand 
Under  the  sygnette  of  oore  lord  the  kji^^ 

JBLLA, 

Aod  wooldest  thou  make  me  tten  a  recreandee 
Uollie  seyncte  Marie,   keepe  mee  from  tba 

thynge! 
Heere,  Birtha,  tbon  bas  pottea  double  stynge. 
One  fbr  thie  lOTe,  anodber  for  thie  mynde. 

BIRTHA* 

Agyited  Alla,  thie  abredyoge  blynge. 
Twas  tove  of  thee  tbatte  foule  intente  ywrjrnde, 
Yette  heare  mie  supplycate,  to  mee  attende, 
Hear  from  mie  groted  harte  the  lover  and  the 

frtende, 
Lett  Celmonde  yn  thie  armour-brace  be  dyghte; 
And  yn  tbie  stead  unto  the  battle  goe;  [flighte, 
Thie  name  alleyne  wylle  putte  the  Danes  to 
The  ayre  thatt  beares  ytt  woulde  presse  downa 

the  foe. 


Birtha,  yn  Tayne  thou  wouldste  mee  recreande 

doe; 
•1  moste,  I  wylle,  fyghte  for  mre  countries  wele. 
And  leave  thee  for  ytt  Celmonde,  sweftlie  goe. 
Telle  mie  Brystowaas  to  [be]  dyghte  yn  stele; 
Tell  hem  I  scorne  to  kenne  hem  from  afar, 
Botte  leave  the  vyrgyn  brydall  bedde  for  bedde  of 

warre. 

MhLAf  Birtha. 

BIRTHA. 

And  thou  wylt  goe:  O  mie  agrotedt  harte! 

Mie  conntrie waites  mie  marche;  I  muste  awate; 
Albeytte  Ischulde  go  to  metę  the  darte 
Of  certen  detbe,  yette  berę  I  woulde  notte  staic. 
Botte  thos  to  leaTe  thee,  Birtha,  dothe  aaswaie  < 
Moe  tortnrynge  peynes  yanne  canne  be  sedde 

bie  tyngue.  [daie, 

Yette  rouze  tbie  honoiire  uppe,  and  wayte  the 
Whan  nmnde  aboute  mee  songe  of  warre  heie 

syi^e. 
O  Birtha,  8trev  mte  agreeme  to  accaie. 
And  joyous  see  mie  armes,  dyghte  oute  y^a 

warre  arraie. 

^Sy.    Sick,  qnasi  asroted  or  agNRtecL 
•  Unknown  and  uninteUigible. 
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BUTHA. 


Bifficile  ys  the  pennaunoe,  yette  TUe  strev 
To  keepe  mie  woc  behyltren  yn  mie  breaste. 
Albeytte  oete  maye  to  mee  pleasauoce  yeT, 
Łyćhe  tbeey  I  Ule  8trev  to  sette  mie  myade  atte 
reste.         ' 
.  Yett  oh!  forgeve,  yff  1  bave  thee  dystreste; 
IiOve,  dougbtie  love^  wylle  beare  no  odher  swaie. 
Juste  as  1  was  wythe  ^la  to  be  bieste, 
Sbappei  foullie  thos  hathe  saatched  hym  awaie. 
I^  was  a  tene  too  dougbtie  to  be  borne, 
Wydhout  an  oande  of  teares  and  breastc  wythe 
syghes  ytoroe. 

XUJi. 

Tbie  myndeys  now  thieselfe;  why  wyitethoa 

bee 
Ali  blanche,  al  kyngelie,  aH  soe  wygę  yn  mynde, 
AUeyne  to  lett  pose  wretched  j£lla  see, 
Whatte  wondrouB  bighes  he  nowe  mnste  leave 

behynde>  [wynde, 

0  Birtha  &yre,  warde  e^eryche  commynge 
On  everych  wynde  I  wylle  a  tołcen  sende: 
Onn  mie  longe  shielde  ycorne  thie  name  thoal  *t 

fynde.  [and  friende. 

Butte  here  comines  Celmonde,  wordhie  knyghte 

iBŁŁA,  BIHTHAy  CEŁM ONDE  gpeokmg, 

Thie  Brystowe  knyghtes  for  thie  forth-comynge 

lynge  [shield  dothe  sljmge. 

Echone  athwarte  bys  backe  hys  longe  warre- 

AŁŁA. 

Birtfaa,  edieu;  but  yette  I  cannotte  goe. 

BIBTHA. 

Łyfe  of  mie  spry  te,  mie  gentle  JE,\U.  staie. 
Eogyue  mee  notte  wy  th  syke  a  drierie  woe. 

iBŁŁA. 

1  mi|Ste,  I  wylle;  tys  honnoure  cals  awaie. 

BIRTHA. 

O  mie  agroted  harte,  braste,  braste  ynn  twaie. 
JEllai  for  honnouie,  flyes  awaie  frgm  mee. 

Birtha,  adieu ;  I  maie  notte  here  obaie. 
I'm  flyynge  from  mieselfe  yn  flying  thee. 

BIRTHA. 

OiEIIa,  housband,  friend,  and  loTerde,  staie. 
He  's  gon,  he  's  gone,.alai8 !  percase  be*s  gone  for 


aie. 


CEŁMONDB. 


Hope,  hallie  suster,  sweepejmige  thro*  the  skie, 
In  crowne  of  goulde^  and  robę  of  lillie  why  te, 
Whyche  farre  abrode  ynne  gt^tle  ayre  doe  flie, 
Meetynge  from  dystaunce  the  enjoyous  syghte, 
Albeytte  efte  thou  takest  thie  hie  flyghte 
Hecket  ynne  a  myste,  aiid  wyth  thyne  cynę 
yblente,  lyghte; 

Nowe  commest  thou   to  mee  wythe    sturrie 
Ontoe  thie  reste  the  rodde  sonne  ys  adente ; 
'  The  sommer  tyde,  the  month  of  Maie  appere, 
Depycte  wythe  skyiledd  hondę  upponne  thie  wyde 
aumere^. 

''Sy.  Hap? 

■  jiwmere.  The  word  does  not  occur  in  any  of 
our  ancitfnt  poets,  escept  ia  Chaucer>s  Romaunt  of 
the  Rosę.  V.  2271.      . 


1  from  a  netę  of  hopelen  am  adawed, 
Awhaped  atte  the  fety reness  of  daie ; 
AUa,  bie  netemoe  thannbys  myodłnrochea«fed 
Is  gone,  and  I  moste  foliowe,  toe  the  fraie. 
Celmonde  canne  ne^er  from  anie  byker  stsie. 
Bothewarreb^ynne?  there*s  Celmonde  yntiie 

place  *  [a^aie. 

Botte  whanne  the  warre  ys  donnę,  V\\  hastę 
The  reste  from  nethe  tymes  masque  most  iliev 

yttesiace. 
I  see  onnombered  joies  ^rounde  mee  ryae; 
Blake  stondethe  futurę  doome,  and  joiedotbenes 

alyse. 

Weare  streighte  gloyes  wlth  aumen 
Ofsilk. 

The  French  original  standa  thus 

De  gans  et  de  bourse  de  soye. 
Et  de  saincture  te  coint03re. 

Skinner,  who  probably  did  not  think  of  consoltiiy 
the  original,  supposes  aumere  to  be  somethia;  be- 
longing  to  ghoes,  and  so  at  a  Tenture  espounded  it 
finhria,  insiUa;  a.fringe  er  óonUr,  It  seemed,  ud 
still  seems  most  probable  to  me,  that  aumere  ifalk 
is  Chaucer's  tranalation  of  bourse  de  n^e;  andcon- 
seąuently  that  aumere  was  sometimes  eqQi?a|eBŁ 
to  a  purse.  But  the  dean,  if  I  underatand  him 
rightly,  differs  from  us  both,  and  thinks  tbst  o- 
ynere  is  a  translation  of  ceintme,  a  girdle.  "  Tbe 
cehture,  or  girdle,"  says  be^  '*  has  escaped  theno- 
tice  of  the  leamed  editor,  though,  as  a  priocipil 
ornament  in  ancient  dress,  it  was  morę  likely  to  ht 
mentioned  by  the  poet,  than  tlie  purse."  Which 
was  morę  likely  to  be  mentioned  by  the  poet,is 
not  the  ąuestion,  but  which  is  mentioned;  aodif 
the  girdle  escaped  the  notice  of  Chaucer,  I  do  not 
see  that  I  was  bound  to  take  any  notice  of  it  In 
shorŁ  aumere,  upon  the  face  of  this  puoftj 
must  probably  signify,  eitber  aomeOag  k&agw 
tnę  Ło  glaoes^  or  a  purse,  or  a  girdle;  and  I  tbiok  I 
might  safely  trust  the  intelligent  reader  with  tiie 
determination,  in  which  of  these  tbrce  woses  it  is 
used  by  Chaucer.  But  I  have  also  refencd  to 
another  passage  of  the  same  poem  R.  R.  ver.  2087. 
in  which  he  uses  aumener  in  this  same  seoseofs 
purse. 

Then  from  his  aumaier  he  droogh 
A  little  key  fetise  enougb. 

The  original  is 

Adonc  de  sa  bourse  ii  traict 
tTn  petit  clef  hien  fait, 

Where  mmener  is  undoubtedly  the  trantlstion  of 
bourse.  I  must  obserre  forther,  that  in  viitt  I 
take  to  be  the  most  accurate  andautbenticeditioa 
of  the  French  Roman  de  la  Rotę,  (Paris  1727}  tbeie 
two  lines  are  thus  written,  v.  2028. 

Lors  a  dc  1'  aumankre  traicte 
Uiie  petite  clef  bien  faicte. 

Which,  I  apprehend^  adds  no  smali  f:trength  to  my 
coąjecture,  that  both  tatmener  and  attma-e  are  de- 
rivativeii  from  the  French  attmomere,  If  so,  it  be* 
comes  stłll  clenrer,  that  the  proper  significatioa 
foiatmere  inBp*trsei  a  signification  wbich  wiltiiót 
suit  any.  one  of  the  passages^  in  which  tbe  Word 
occors  in  these  poeiQ8.-«TyTWhitt« 
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,  O  haunoure,  honnoure,  whąt  ys  bie  thee  hanne  ? 
Hailie  the  robber  and  the  bordelyer, 
Who  keos  oe  thee,  or  ys  to  thee  bestanne,   . 
And  nothyoge  does  thie  myckle  gastness  fere. 
Faygne  woulde  I  from  mie  bosomme  alle  thee 

tarę.    < 
Thou  there  dysperpellest  thie  leyynne-bronde; 
Whylest  mie  souigh^s  forwyąed,  thou  art  the 

gare; 
Sleene  ys  mie  comforte  bie  thie  ferie  hondę; 
Aa  somme  talie  hyłle,  whann  wynds  doe  shake 

the  ground,  [wounde. 

Ute  kerveth  all  abroade,  bie  brasteynge  hyltreii 
Honnoure,  whatt  bee  y tte  ?  ty s  a  shadowes  shade, 
A  thynge  6f  wychencref,  an  idledreme; 
On  of  the  fonnisC  whych the  clerche  have  madę 
MeiiDe  wydhoute  sprytes,  and  wommen  for  to 

flenie;  [beme, 

Knyghtes,who  cfte  keime  the  loude  dynne  of  the 
Schulde  be  forgarde  to  syke  enfeebiynge  waies, 
Makeererych  acte,  alychetheyrsoales  be  breme, 
ind  for  theyre  chyva]ne  alleyne  have  prayse. 
O  thou,  whatteer  thie  name, 

Or  Zabalus  or  !2ueed, 
Comme,  Steel  mie  sable  śpryte. 

For  fremde  and  dolefulle  dede. 

Magnus,  Hurra,  awd  Hib  Preeste,  tt^th 
THE  Armie  neore  Watchette. 

MAGlfUS. 

Swythe  lette  the  offrendes  to  the  goddes  begynne. 
To  knowe  of  hem  tbe  issue  of  the  fyghte. 
Potte  the  blodde-steyned  sword  and  pavyes  ynne; 
Spreade  swythyn  all  arounde  the  hajlie  lyghte. 

HIE  PREESTE  syngeth, 
Yec,  who  hie  yn  mokie  ayre 
Belethe  seasonnes  foule  or  foyre. 
Yee,  who,  whanne  yee  weere  agguylte, 
Thtf  monę  jnn  bloddie  gyttelles  hylte, 
Mooved  the  starres,  and  dyd  unbynde 
£vcryche  barriere  to  the  wynde; 
Whanue  the  oundynge  waves  dystrcste, 
Stroven  to  be  overest, 
Sockeynge  yn  the  spyrc-gyrte  towne, 
Swołterynge  wole  natyones  downe, 
Sendjmge  detho  on  plagues  astrodde,. 
Mooyynge  lyke  the  crthys  godde; 
To  mee  send  your  heste  dwyne, 
J.yghte  eletten  all  myne  eyue, 
Tbatt  I  n^aie  now  undevyse 
All  the  actyonnes  of  th>  empprize. 

faUeik  dozcne  and  ęfte  rysethe, 

Thus  sayethe  the  goddes ;  goc,  y  ssue  to  the  playne; 
Porr  there  shkll  meynte  of  my  tte  menne  beeslayne. 

MAONOS. 

Whie,  8oe  there  e^ere  was,  whanne  Magnus 

foughte. 
Eftc  have  Itreynted  noyance  throughethe  hoaste, 
Athorowe  swerdes,  alychethe  <jueed  dystraughte, 
Havc  Magnus  pressynge  wroghte  hys  foemen 

looste, 
As  whanne  a  tempeste  vexe  the  soare  the  coaste, 
The  dyngeynge  ounde  the  sandeie  stronde  doe 
So  dyd  I  inne  the  warre  the  javlynne  toste,  [tarę, 
Puli  meynte  a  champyonnes  breaste  received 

mie  spear. 

9  A  word  of  anknown  ońgio. 


Mie  sheelde,  iyche  sommeremorte  gronfer  droke 
Mie  letballe  speere,  alyche  a  ievyii-mylted  oke. 

HURRA. 

Thie  wordes  are  greate,  fuli  hyghe  of  sonnd,  and 
eeke  [rayne. 

Lyche  thonderre,  to  the  whych  dothe  comme  no 
Itte  lacketh  notte  a  doughtie  hondę  to  speke; 
Thecocke  saietbe  drefte,3rtt  armed  ys  he  alleyue. 
Certis  thie  wordes  maie,  thou  motest  have  sayne 
Of  mee,  and  meynte  of  moe,  who  eke  canne 

fygl»te, 
Who  baveth  trodden  downc  the  adrentayle. 
And  tore  the  heaulmes  fron)  heades  of  myckle 

myghte. 
Sytbenoe  syke  myghte  ys  placed  yn  thie  hondę, 
Lette  blowes  thie  actyons  speeke,  and  bie  thie  cor* 
ragę  stonde. 

MAGNUS. 

Thou  are  a  warrioure,  Hurra,  thatte  I  kenne. 
And  myckle  fiumed  for  thie  handle  dede. 
Thou  fyghte'8t  anente  maydens  and  ne  menne^ 
Nor  aie  thou  makest  armed  hartes  to  blede. 
Efte  I,  caparysonM  on  bloddie  stede, 
Hayethe  thee  seene  binethemee  ynn  the  fyghte, 
Wythe  corses  I  inyestynge  ereryche  mede, 
And  thou  aston,  and  woi^rynge  at  mie  myghte. 
Thanne  wouldest  thou  comme  yn  for  mie  t^ 
nome»  [dome. 

Albeytte  thou  wouldst  rcyne  awaie  from  bloddie 

HURRA. 

How!  butte  bee  bourne  mie  ragę.     1  kemie 

aryghte 
Bothethee  and  thyne  maie  nebee  wordbye  peena 
Eftsoones  1  hope  wee  scaUe  engage  yn  fyghte  j 
Thanne  to  thesouldyers  all  thou  wylte  bewrecne, 
I  *11  prove  mie  courage  onne  the  burled  gieene; 
Tys  there  alleyne  Ł  'ii  telle  thee  whatte  I  bee. 
Gyf  1  weelde  notte  the  deadlie  sphere  adeene, 
Thanne  lett  mie  name  be  fulle  as  lo\ye  as  thee. 
Thy  smicadented  shielde,  thys  mie  yrarre-speare, 
Schalle  telle  the  fiilleynge  foe  gyf  Hurra'8  harte 

can  feare. 

MAGNUS. 

Magnus  wonide  speke,  butte  thatte  hys  noble 
spryte  [saie. 

Dothe  soe  enrage,  he  knowea  notte  whatte  to 

HeMde  speke  yn  blowes,  yn  gottes  of  blodde  he'd 
wryte. 

And  on  thie  heaibrf  peyncte  hys  myghte  for  aie. 

Gyf  thou  anent  an  wolfynnesrage  wouldest  staie. 

Tys  here  to  meet  ytt;  botte  gyff  nott,  bee  goc; 

Lest  1  in  forrie  shulde  mie  armes  dysplaie, 

Whych  to  thie  boddie  wylle  wurche  myckle  woe. 

Oh!  I  bee  madde,  dystfaughte  wyth  breiidyng 

ragę ;  [asswage. 

Neseas  of  smethynge  gore  wylle  mie  chafed  barie 

HURRA. 

I  kennethee,  Magnus,  welle;  a  wyghte  thou  art 
That  doe«t  aslee  »<*  alonge  ynn  doled  dystresse, 
Strynge  bulle  yn  boddie,  lyoncelle  yn  harte,  ' 
1  almost  wysche  thie  prowes  were  madc  lesse. 
Whan  .^la  (name  drest  uppe  yn  ugsomness 
To  thee  and  recreandes)  thondered  on  the  playne, 
Howe  dydste  thou  Łhorowe  fyrste  of  fleers  presse' 
Swefter  Uianne  federed  takelledydste  thou  reyne! 

.'?  An  unkno^n  word. 
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A  ronnynge  pryze  onn  leyncte  daie  to  ordajme, 
IfagDus,  and  nonę  botte  bee^  tbe  roDDynge  pryze 
wyUe  gayne. 

MAGNUS. 

Steroalle  plagoes  devuur  thie  baued  tyngue ! 
Myrriades  uf  nederH  pre  uppoooe  thie  spryte ! 
Maiest  thou  flele  al  the  peynes  of  age  whylst 

Unmanned,  tmejmed,  excIooded  aie  tbe  lyghte, 
Tbie  ^enseSylycht:  tbieselfe,enwrapped  ynnyghte, 
A  scoff  to  foemen,  and  to  beastes  a  pheere ! 
Maie  fiircbed  levynne  onne  thie  head  alyghte, 
>Iaie  on  thee  falle  the  f  buyr  of  tbe  unweei^: 
Ten  yaipoiirs  blaste  thieeyeiicbe  maniie  powere, 

Itf  aie  thie  bante  boddie  quycke  the  wolsome  peenes 
devoure.  [tyugue 

Faygne  woulde  I  curse  thee  farther,  botte  mie 
Denies  mie  bartę  tbe  ftivoure  toe  toe  doe. 

HDRBA. 

Kowe  bie  the  Dacyanne  goddes,  and  Welkyns 

kynge, 
Wythe  f  barie,  as  thon  dydite  beg3mne,  penue; 
Calle  onne  mie  heade  aM  torturea  that  be  rou, 
Bane  onne,  tylle  thie  owne  tongue  thie  curses 

fele.  f  yiine  blewe, 

Sende  onne  mie  heade  Hie  blyghteynge  lev- 
The  tbonder  loode,  the  ewellynge  a^ure  rele, 
Thie  wordes  be  hie  of  dynne,  botte  netebesyde; 
on,  good  chieflayn,  fyghte  wythe  wordes  of 

myckle  pryde.  (come. 

Botte  doe  notte  waste  thie  breath,  lest  JEWa 

MAGNUS. 

JBUa  and  tbee  tof[yder  syiike  toe  Helle! 

Bee  youre   uames  blasted  from  the  roHe  of 

dome! 
I  feere  noe  ^lia,  thatte  thou  kennest  welle. 
Unlydgefulłe  trajrtoure,  wy  It thou  nowe  rebelie? 
^ji  knoweav  thatte  yi«  menn  bee  lyncked  to 


royne, 


[felle; 


Botbe  sente,   as  troopes  of  wol^en,   to  ^letre 

Botte  nowe  thou  lackest  hem  to  be  all  iryoe. 

Kowe,  bie  the  goddes  yatte  renie  the  Dacyanne 

State,  [dytregate. 

Speacke  thou  yn  ragę  once  moe,  I  wyU  thee 

HURRA. 

.    I  pryze  thie  threattes  joste  as  I  doe  thie  banes, 
The  8t;de  uf  ma  tyce  and  recendize  al. 
Thou  art  a  btey  ue  unto  the  name  of  Danes ; 
Thou  alleyne  to  thie  tyngue  for  proofe  canst 

ca  ile.  ^ 

Thou  beest  a  worme  su  gruffile  and  so  smal, 
I  wythe  thie  bloude  woulde  scorne  to  fouł  mie 
sworde,  [fellci 

Botte  wythe  thie  weaponnes  wonide  upon  thee 
Alycbe  thieowne  feare,  slea  thee  wythe  a  worde. 
I  Hurra  amme  miesel,  and  aie  wylle  bee, 
Ab  greate  yn  va]ourous  actes,  and  yn  commande 
as  thee. 

Magnus,  Hurra,  Armys,  ani  Messengbrb. 

MBSSENGBRE. 

^'  filynne  youT  contekions,  chiefa;  for,  as  I  stode 

>*  These  nine  lines,  and  the  speech  of  tbe  se- 
cond  messienger  afterwards,  are  in  blank  yerse;  a 
metns  fint  practised  tn  England  by  Surrey, 


Uponna  mie  watehe,  I  spiede  aa  armie 

mynge, 

Notte  lyche  ann  handfyille  of  a  fremded  foe, 
Botto  blacke  wythe  aimonre,  motynge  n^tm- 

lie*  [«loD^ 

Łychę  a  blacke  fiiUe  doode,  thatte  dotbe  |di 
Tb  droppe  yn  hayle,  and  bele  the  thoader 

Stornie. 

MAGNUt. 

Ar  tbere  meynte  of  tbem } 

MESSENOERR. 

Thycke  as  the  ant^flyes  ynne  a  sommer^iaoBa 
Seemynge  as  tho'  theie  stynge  as  peisaotetoo. 

HURRA. 

Whatte  matters  thatte  ?  lettes  sette  onre  wut- 
arraie.  [paw; 

Ooe,  sounde  the  beme,  lette  cfaampyoDs  pre. 

Ne  doubtynge,  we  wylle  stynge  as  iiute  ultae. 

Whatte  ?  doest  foigard  Łbie  blodde  ?  ys  ytte  for 
feare? 

Wouldest  thou  gayne  the  towne,  aod  end^ 
stere, 

Ąnd  yette  ne  byker  wythe  the  soldyer  jnutrde) 

Go,  hyde  thee  ynn  mie  tente  annetbe  tbe  lere; 

1  of  thie  boddie  wyli  keepe  wateh  and  varde. 

MAGMUi. 

Oure  goddes  of  Denmarke  knowe  nue  hsiteyi 
goode. 

HURRA. 

For  nete  uppon  the  erthe,  botte  to  be  choogtaii 
foode. 

Magnus,   Hurra,  Armie,  Seconds 
Messengerrb. 

tbcondb  mbbsengbrre. 

As  irom  mie  towre  1  kende  the  comitfyngs  (be, 
I  spied  the  croased  shielde,  a^nd  bloddie  nreide, 
The  furyous  JEUa*8  banner;  wythynne  kense 
The  armie  yi.     Dysorder  throughe  oure  houte 
l8  fleynge,  borne  onne  wynges  of  .SUa'iaa|Dei 
Styr,  styr,  mie  lordes ! 

MAGNUS. 

What?  JElla?  andtoeneare? 
Thcnne  Denmarques  roiend;  ok  mie  lysjBgi 
feaiel 

HURRA, 

What  doeste  thou  mene?  thys  JElla^  botte  4 

mannę. 
Nowe  bie  mie  sworde,  thon  arte  a  Teriebene. 
Of  late  1  dyd  tbie  creand  valoare  scauie, 
Whanne  thou  dydst  boaste  so  mocbe  of  asFCtsi 
derne. 
Botte  1  tue  warr  mie  doeynges  nuute  sttDOK^ 
To  cheeie  the  sabbataneres  todoere  dede, 

MAGNUS. 

I  to  the  knyghtes  onne  e\reryehe  syde  wyBe 

borne, 
Telleynge  *bem  alle  to  make  beribemenbtede; 
Sythe  shame  or  deathe  onne  eidber  lyde  wfk 

bee 
Mie  barte  I  wylle  upryscs^  aadinnelfa^  bsttisibs 
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MLUt  Cełmondb,  and  Armie  near 
Waichette. 

EŁŁA. 

Kow  bavynge  done  oure  mftttyiies  and  onre 

▼owe«, 
Łette  os  for  the  intended  fyghte  be  boane, 
Aod  everyebe  ctiampyone  potte  the   joyoos 

crowne  p>rowc«. 

Of  certane  masterschjrppe  upon  hys  glestreynge 

As  fbr  mie  bartę,  I  owne  ytte  yi,  as  ere 
Itte  has  beene  ynne  tbe  sommer-sheeDe  of  fate, 
Uoknowen  to  the  iigsomme  gratcbe  of  fere; 
Hie  blodde  emboUen,  wythe  masterie  elate, 
Boyles  ynne  mie  yeynes,  aiid  roUes  ynn  rapyd 

State, 
Impatyente  forr  to  metę  the  persante  iŁele, 
And  telle  tbe   worlde,   thatte  iElla  dyed  as 

greate,  [weale. 

As  anie  knyghte  who  foughte  fbr  Englondes 
Friends,  kynne,  and  soldyerres,  ynne  blacke  ar- 

more  drere, 
Uie  actyons  ymytate,  mie  presente  redynge  berę. 

Tbere  ys  ne  hoose,  athrow  thys  shap-scurged 

isle, 
Thatte  has  ne  loste  a  kynne  yn  tbese  fell  fyghtei, 
Fatte  blodde  has  sorfeeted  the  hongerde  soyle, 
And  to«*De8  eulowed  lemed  oppe  the  nyghtes. 
Inne  gyte  of  fyre  oure  hallie  churche  dheie 

dyghtesj  [gore; 

Oure  sonnes  lie  storren  ynne  theyre  smethynge 
Oppe  bie  the  rootes  oure  tree  of  lyfe  dheie 

pyghtes, 
Vexynge  oure  coaste,  as  byllowes  doe  tbe  sbore. 
Yee  menne,  gyf  y«  are  menne>  di8|»lałe  yor 

name,  [flame. 

Ybiende  yer  tropes,  alyche  the  roarynge  tempest 

Ye  Chrystyans,  doe  as  wordhie  of  the  name; 
These  royuerres  of  our  hallie  houses  slea; 
Braste,  lyke  a  cloude,  from  whence  doth  come 

.the  flame, 
Łychę  torrentes,  gushynge  downe  the  moun- 

tainesy  bee.  {flee, 

And  whanne  alonge  the  grene  yer  champyons 
Swefte  as  the  rodde  for-welŁrynge  leryn-bronde, 
Yatte  hauntes  the  flyinge  mortherer  oere  the 

lea, 
Soe  flie  oponne  these  royners  of  the  londe. 
Lette  those  yatte  are  unto  yer  battayles  fledde, 
Take  alepe  etenie  uponne  a  feerie  lowynge  bedde. 

Let  cowarde  Łondonne  see  berre  towne  on  fyre. 
And  strer  wythe  goulde  to  staie  the  royners 
hondę,  [hygher, 

JElla  and  Brystowe  havethe  thonghtes  tbattes 
Wee  fyghte  notte  forr  ourselres,  but  all  the 
londe. 
•  As  Sevenies  byger  lyghethe  banckes  of  sondę, 
Pressynge  ytte  downe  binethe  the  reynynge 
streme,  [stronde, 

Wjrtlie   dreerie    dynn  enswolters    the    hyghe 
>  .Hecrynge  the  rockes  alonge  ynn  f brrye  breme, 
Soe  wylle  wee  beere  tbe  Dacyanne  armie  downc, 
And  thronghe  a  storme  of  blodde  wyli  reache  the 
cbampyon  crowue^ 


Gyff  ynn  thys  battelle  loekćtie  Wayte  cmre  gara^ 
To  Brystowe  dheie  wylle  tourne  yeyre  f  h<irie 

Biystowe,  and  alle  ber  joies,  wylle  synke  toe 
Brendeynge  perforce  wythe  unenhantende  fyre, 
Thenne  lette  oure  safetie  doubiie  moove  oureirej^ 
Łychę  woUyns,  rovynge  for  the  emynge  pre, 
See  [ing]  the  lambe  and  shepsterr  nerę  the  brire, 
Doth  th*one  forr  safetie,  th'one  for  hongre  slea; 
Thanne,  whanne  the  rai^enne  crokes  uponne  the 
playnoy  [slayne. 

Ob !  lette  ytte  bee.the  kn^e  to  myghtie  Dacyaona 

Lyche  a  rodde  gronfer,  sballe  mie  anlace  sheene, 
Lycheastrynge  lyoncelle  TUe  bee  ynne  fyghte. 
Łychę  fallynge  leaTCS  the  Dacyannes  shall  bee 

steene.  [mygbte. 

Łychę  [a]  loud  dynnynge  streeme  scalie  be  mie 
Ye  menne,  who  woulde  deserve  the  name  of 

knyghte,  [wepte; 

Lette  bloddte  teares  bie  all  your  pavefl  be 
To  commynge  tymes  no  poyntelle  shalle  y  write/ 
Whanne  Englonde  han  ber  foemenn,  Brystow 

slepte.  .  [crie^ 

Yourselfes,  yonre  chyldren,  and  youre  fellowes 

Go,  fyghte  ynn  rennomes  gare,  be  brave,  aad 

wynne  or  die. 

I  saie  ne  moe;  youre  spryte  the  reśte  wylle  saie; 
Youre  spryte  wylle  wrynne,  thatte  Brystow  ys 

yer  place ;  [waie; 

To  honoures  faouse  I  nede  notte  marcke  the 

.  Inne  youre  owne  haites  you  maie  the  foote- 

pathe  tracę.  [space; 

Tweste  sbappe  and  ns  there  ys  botte  lyttelle 

.The  tyme  ys  nowe  to  proove  youraelres  be 

menne;  [grace^ 

Drawę  forthe  the  bornysbed  bylle  wythe  fotyre 
Rouze,  lyche  a  wolfynne  rouzing  irom  hya 

denne. 
Thus  1  enrone  mie  anlace;  go  thou  shetbc; 
Pile  potte  ytt  ne  ynn  place,  tyli  ytte  ys  syck« 

wythe  deathe. 

S0ŁDYER8. 

Onn^  JElla,  onn;  we  longe  for  bloddie  fraie; 
Wee  longe  to  here  the  raven  syngeyn  Tayne; 
Onn,  iEIla  onn;  we  certys  gayne  the  daie, 
Whanne  thou  doste  leade  us  to  the  leatbal 
playne. 

CEŁMONDE. 

I 

Thie    Bpeche,   O  loverde,  fyrethe  the   whole 
trayne;  [breathe; 

Tbeie  pancte  for  war,   as  honted  wolves  for 
Qo,  and  sytte  cro«rned  on  corses  of  the  slayne; 
Qo,  and  y  wielde  the  massie  swerde  of  deathe* 

MM.DYERRB9. 

Prom  thee,  O  ^ila,  alle  oure  courage  reygnes; 
Echone  yn  phantasie  do  lede  the  Danes  ynne 
chaynes. 

Mte  conntrymenne,  mie  friendesi  your  noble 

sprytes 
Speke  yn  youre  eyne,  and  doe  yer  master  telle. 
SwełYe    as    the  rayne-storme  toe    the    erthe 

alyghtes, 
Soe  wylle  we  fali  npon  these  ro3nEiers  fellew 
Oure    mowynge   swerdes  shalle   pkmge   hem 

downe  to  Hetle^ 


>tó 


OHATTERTON^S  POT^MS. 


Theyre  throngyuge  corsem  shall  onlyghte  the 

starresj  ^   [swelle, 

The  barruwes  brastynge  wy  the  the  sleene  schall 

Brynoynjre   to  commyngc  tymes  our  famous 

warres; 
Imie  everie  eyne  I  kenne  the  lowe  of  mygbtc, 
Sheenynge  abrode,  alyche  a  hylle-fyre  ynne  the 
nyghte. 

Wbanne  poyntelles  of  oure  famous  fyghte  shaU 

saie, 
iCchone  xłylle  marvelle  atte  the  dernie  dede, 
Echoue  \vylle  wyssen  hee  hanne'*  seene  the  daic. 
And  bravelie  holped  to  inake  the  foemcna  blede; 
Botte  for  yer  holpe  our  battcUe  wy  Ile  notte  nede  j , 
Oure  force  ys  force   enowe  to   staie   theyre 

hoi)(i^i 
Wee  wyile  retoumc  unto  thys  grened  mede. 
Cer  corses  of  the  foemen  of  the  londe. 
Nowe  to  the  warre  lette  all .  the  slu^hornes 

souiide,  [grounde. 

The  Bacyanne  croopes  appere  on  yinder  rysynge 

Chiefes,  heade  youre  bandes,  and  leade. 

Danes  fyinge,  Jieare  Watchette. 
FYRSTE  DANE. 

Ry»  ^Tf  y®  Danes;  Magnus,  the  chiefe,  ys 
sleene;  [heade; 

The  Saxonne8  come  wy  the  jElla  atte  theyre 

Lette's  strev  to  gette  awaie  to  yinder  greene; 

Plic,  flie;  thys  ys  the  kyngdomme  of  the 
deadde. 

SECOlfDE  DANE. 

O  goddes!   hava  thousandes    bie  mie  anlace 

bledde» 
And  muste  I  nowe  for  safetie  flie  awaie  ? 
Sce!  ferre '  besprenged  alle  oure  troopęs   are 

spreade, 
Yette  I  wylle  syngtie  dare  the  bloddie  fraie. 
.  Botte  ne;  Tile  flie,  and  morther  yn  retretc; 
Peatlie,  blodde,  and  fyre,  scalle  tuark  the  goeynge 
ofmyfcete. 

THYRDE  DANK 

Enthoghteynge  forr  to  scape  the  brondeynge 

focj 
As  nerę  unto  tl.e  byllowd  bechc  I  came, 
Farr  ofTe  I  spied  a  syghte  of  inyckle  woe, 
Oure  spyryuge  battayles  wrapte  ynn  sayles  of 

flanie. 
The  burled  Dacyannes,  who  wcre  ynne  the  same, 
Fro  syde  to  syde  fledde  the  pursuyte  of  deathe; 

"  The  oapital  blunder  which  mns  through  all 
these  poems,  and  would  alone  be  sufliicient  to  de- 
stroy  thcir  credit,  is  the  termination  of  yerbs  in 
the  singuiar  nuiuber  in  n;  han  is  in  twenty-six 
instances  used  in  thcse  poems,  for  the  present  or 
past  time  singuiar  of  the  verb  hate.  But  A^n,  be- 
ing  an  abbreviation  oihacen,  is  never  used  by  any 
•ncientwrifer  except  in  the  present  time  plural, 
and  the  infinitive  mood.— -Tyrwhitt. 

In  opposition  to  this  canclusi^e  rcmark  Anony- 
mus  produced  twelve  passages,  of  which  only  one 
is  in  the  W&t  to  his  purpose.  **  leh  ban  bitten 
thił:  wax*'— an  old  rbyme  of  nobody  knows  whom. 
Mr.  Eryant  and  the'  dean  of  Excter  have  botb 
&iled  in  attempting  to  answer  the  objection. 


The  swelleynge  iyre  yer  corrage  doe  en6amet 

Theie  lepe  ynto  the  sea,  and  bobbiynge  ^  yield  yer 

breatbe ; 

Whyiest  thQse  thatt  bee  nponne  the  bloddie 

playne^  .  [battle  slayne. 

Bee  deatbe-doomed   captyres  taene,   or  yn  t^ 

HURRA. 

Nowe  bie  the  goddes,  Magnus,  dyscoorteoiis 
knyghte, 
^  Bie  craveute  havyoure  harethe  don  oare  woe, 
Despendynge  all  the  talie  menne  yn  the  fyghte^ 
And  placeyng  valourou8  menne  wbere  drafls 

mote  goe. 
Sythence  oure  fourtunie  havethe  tourned  soe, 
Gader  the  souldyers  iefle  to  future  shappe, 
1*0  somme  new  place  for  safetie  we  wylle  goe. 
Inne  future  daie  wee  wylle  have  better  happe, 
Sounde  the  loude  slughome  for  a  qnicke  for- 
loyoe;  U^y*^- 

Lette  all  the  Dacyannes  swythe  anto  oure  bander 

Tbrowc  hamlettes  wee  wylle  sprenge  sadde  detbe 

and  dole, 
Bathe  yn  hotte  gore,  and  \ra8ch  oaisdvea  tbere- 

ynne:  [rollc. 

Goddes!    here  the  Sasonnes  lyche  a  bjrtlowe 
I  hecre  the  anlacis  detested  dynne. 
Awaie,  awaie,  ye  Danes,  to  yonder  penne; 
Wee^ow  wylle  make  forloyne  yn  tyme  to  fyghte 

agenne:  ^    . 

Cełmonde,  itBor  Watchette. 

O  forr  a  spryte  al  feere !  to  telle  the  daie, 
The  daie  whyebe  scal  astounde  tbc  herers  redę, 
Makeyng-e  oure  fbemennes  envyynge  haites  to 

blcde, 
Ybereynge  thro  the  woride  oore  rennorode  naaie 

for  aj^. 

Bryghte  Sonnc  han  ynn  bys  roddie  robes  b|ii 

dyghte,  [trayne, 

From  the  rodde  easte  he  flytted  irytbe   bys 
The  howers  *♦  drewc  awaie  the  geete  of  nyghte, 
Her  sable  tapistrie  was.  rentę  yn  twayne. 
The  dauncynge   streaks    bedecked    hearennes 

playne,  [ae. 

And  on  the  dewe  dyd  smyle  wytbe  shemiynge 
Lyche  gottes  .of  blodde  whyche  doe  btacke  ar- 

moure  stcyne, 
Sheenynge  upon  the  borne  whyche  stondeth  Ińe; 
The  souldyers  stood  nponne. the  hillis  syde, 
Lyche  yonge  enlefed  trees  wbyche  yn  a  fońreste 

byde, 

JEUa  Toae  lyche  the  tree  beaette  wytbe  brieres; 
Hys  talie  speere   sheenynge  as  the  starres  tt 

nyghte, 
Hys  eyne  ensemeynge  as  a  lowe  of  fyre; 
Whanne  he  encheered  ererie  mamae  to  fyghte, 

■^  Then  plunged  into  the  sl  ream  with  deep  despair, 
And  ber  last  sighs  came  bubbling  up  in  air. 

Dryden'sVir9L 

'^  Heaven*8  gatesspontaneousopen  to  the  powen, 
Heayen'8  golden  gates,  kept  by  the  winged  Houm 
Commissioned  in  altemate  watch  they  staod, 
T^ie  Sun*s  bright  portals  and,  the  skies  commaad^ 
Close  or  unfold  the  etemai  gates  of  day, 
"Oąt  Heayea  with  cload8,or  roli  tbose  cloudsaw^^. 

Popc>s  UoBMf. 
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Rys  gentle  wordes  ^yd  moo^e  eche  yalourous 

knyghfce; 
Itte  moorethe  'hem,  as  honterreB  lyoncellos; 
]n  trcbled  armoure  ystheyre  coarage  dyghte; 
EcbB  warryńge  bartę  for  prayse  and  renno^e 

snrclfos; 
Ly^fae  t1o«reIie  dynnyoge  of  tbc  croucheynfre 

streme  [armie  seme. 

Syche  dyd  tbe  monnrynge  sounde  of  the  whol 

Hee  ledes  'hem  onne  to  iyghte;  oh !  tbenne  to 

saie 
Uofir  £lla  loked,  and  lolcyng  dyd  encheere, 
Moovynge  alycKe  a  mountayne  yn  afiTraie^ 
Whanne  a  lowde  whyrlevynde  doe  yttes  boe- 

somme  tarę 
To  telle  faowe  ever'ie  loke  wuld  banyśhe  feere, 
Wottlde  aske    an    angelles    poyntell  or   hys 

tyngue. 
Łychę  a  talie  rocke  yatte  ryseth  heaven-\rcre, 
Lycbeeyongewolfynncbrondeous  and  stryntce, 
Soedydde  he  goe,  and  myghtie  warriours  he<łde 
Wylhe  gore-depycted  wynges  masterie  .ailoundc 

bym  fledde. 

The  battelle  jyned;  twerdes  if)[>onne  swerdes 

dyd  rynge; 
^tta  Was  chafied  Ha  lyonns  madded  bee; 
Lyche  fallynge  starrea,  he  dydde  the  javlynn 

flyngłJ; 
Hyi  mightie  tol|ice  mlgbtte  inenne  dyd  slea ; 
Where  he  dydde  comine,  the  Oemed  foe  dydde 

flee, 
Or  Wie  benethe  hyg  hondę,  as  fallynjCre  rayne, 
Wythe  sythe  a  f  h  uyrie  he  d  y  dde  onn  'hemm  dree, 
HyUes  of  yer  bowkea  dyd  rysę  opponne  the 

pbyne;  [nee; 

JEJht  thou  arte- — botte  staie,  my  tyn^;  Saie 

Hove  greate  I  hymme  maye  make,  śtyUe  greater 

hee  wyllc  bee. 

Nor  dydde  hya  souldyetrea  see  hys  actes  y n " 

va)me.  [fejle^ 

Heere  a  stoute  Dane  uponne  hys  compheere 
Heere  lorde  and  hyndlette  sonke  uponne'  the 

playne; 
Heere  senne  and  fadre  trembled  ynto  helle. 
Chief  Magnus  aought  hys  waie,  and,  shame  to 

telle!  [speere 

Hee  soughte  hys  waic  for  flyghte ;  botte  iĆlla's 
Uponne  the  flyynge  Daryannes  schoulder  feJle, 
Quyte  throwe  hys  boddie,  and  hys  harte  ytte 

tarę, 
He  gToned,  and  sonke  nponne  the  gorie  greene, 
And  wythe  hys  corse  encł^eased  the  ffyles  of  Da- 

cyannes  sleene. 

S^te  wythe  the  fyghte,  the  Hsnyshe  cham- 

pyons  stonde, 
Łychę  bullesy  who^e  strengthe  and  wondrous 

tinyghte  ys  fl^dc ; 
.dla,  a  javelynne  grypped  yn  eyther  hondę, 
Flyes  to  the  thronge,  and  doomea  two  Dacy- 

annes  deadde. 
After  hya  acte,  the  armie  atl  yspedde; 
Fromm  ererich  on  unmyssynge  javlynnes  flewe; 
Tbeie  stran^te  yerdoughtie  awerdes;  the  foe- 

menn  bledde ;  [alewe; 

Palle  three  of  foure  of  myghtie  Danes  dheie 
The  Danea,  wythe  terroure  rulynge  att  their 

head,  [ravenne  fledde. 

Thiewe  downe  theyr  baonere  taJle,  and  lyche  a 


The  sołdyerres  followed  wythe  a  myehtie  crie, 
Cryes,  vatte  welle  myghie  the  atouteste  hartea 

affraie.  [annes  flie; 

Swefte»  as  yer  shyppeś,  the  vanquysh€^  Dacy 
Swefte,  aa  the  raynfe  hponne  an  Apryłle  daie, 
,  Piessynge  behynde,-  the  Englysche  sołdyerres 

slaie.  [niayne; 

Botte  halfó  the  tythes  of  Danyabe  menne  re- 
JElla   commaundes  *heie  shoulde  the    sleetre 

staie;  [playne. 

Botte  byiide  'hem  prysonners  on  the  bloddie 
The  fyghtynge  beynge  done,  I  caiiie  awaie, 
In  odhef  fieldes  to  fyghte  a  moe  unequalie  Iraie. 

Mie  servant  squyrc ! 

CełmomdEi  Sertitocbb* 

cełmondb< 

Prepare  a  fleing  horse, 
"Whose  feete  are  wynges,  whose  pace  ys  lyckc 
the  wynUc,  '  [yn  course, 

Whoewylle  outestreppe  the  momeynge  lyghte 
Leaveynge  the  gytteiles  of  the  merke  behynde. 
Somme  hyltrea  matteradoe  mie  presence  fynde. 
G  yv  oHte  to  aiie  yatte  1  was  sleene  ynne  fyghte. 
G  yfl* ynne  thy s  gare  thoudoest  mie  order  mynde, 
Whanne   i  retunie,  thou  shalte   be  madę  a 

knyghte ; 
FHe,  flie,  be  gon ;  an  howerre  ys  a  daie ; 
3uycke  dygbte  my  bcste  ot  stedes,  and  brynga 
hymm  heere  —  ąwaie ! 

CEŁMOMIUS.     [&&tfO 

^la  ys  woundedd  sore,  and  ynae  the  innne 
He  waytethe^  ^lle  hya  w6undes  be  broghte  to 

etbe.  [croune. 

And  shalle  1  from  hys  browes  plocke  oif  the 
Makynge  the  vyctore  yn  hys  vyctorie  blelhe  ? 
O  no!  £lle  souner  sehulde  mie  hartea  bladd« 

smethć, 
Fullh  soonere  wouldc  1  tortnred  be«  toe  deathe ; 
Botte— Bhtha  ys  the  pryze;  ahe!  ytte  wera 

ethe  [breathc ; 

To  gayne  so  gayne  a  prjrze  wythe  loase  of 
Botte  thanne  rennome  seterne— ytte  y*  botte 

ayre;  [there, 

Bredde  ynne  the  phantasie,  and  alleyn  lyyjmga 

Albeytte  everyche  thynge  yn  lyfe  conspyre 
To  telle  me  of  the  laulte  I  now  achulde  doe, 
Yette  woulde  I  battenttie  assuage  mie  fyre. 
And  the  samemenes,  aa  1  scali  nowe,  punue. 
The  qualytyes  I  fro  mie  parentes  drewe, 
Werę  blodde,  and  morthet,  ma8terie,and  warre; 
Thie  1  wy  Ile  holde  to  nowe,  and  hede  ne  moe 
A  wonnde  yn  rennome,  yanne  a  boddie  scarre. 
Nowe,  iElla,  nowe  Ime  plantynge  of  a.thome, 
Bie  whyche  thie  peace,  thie  lOTe,  *nd  glorie  shalle 
betórne. 


BRYSTOWE. 

BlIITHA,  EGWIHA. 
BIHTBA. 

Gentle  Egwina,  do  nottc  preche  me  j<»ie; 
1  cannotte  joie  ynne  anie  tbyngt  botte  w«te» 

MM 
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CHATTERTON^S  POElWS- 


Oh!  yatte  aughte  ichuMe  oure  sellynesse  de- 
stroie,     , 
Floddynge  the  foce  wythe  woe,  and  biynie  teare ! 

EG  WINA. 

^  You  mnste,  you  mnste  eiideavour  for  to  clieere 
Yoare  harte  unio  somme  cherisaunied'^  reste. 
Youre  loverde  from  the  battle  wytle  appere, 
Ynne  honnoure,  and  a  greater  loTe»l>e  dreste; 
Botte  I  wylle  cali  the  mynstrelles  roundelaie; 

PerchauDce  the  swotie  aounde  maie  chaae  your 
wiere  awaie. 

BiRTflAy  Egwina,  Mynstrelles. 

MTNSTRELLE8  80N«E. 

O !  syngę  untoe  mie  roundelaie,  ^ 

O ! ,  droppe  the  brynie  teare  wythe  mee, 
Daunce  ne  moe  atte  hallie  daie, 
Lycke  a  reynynge  ryrcr  bee  5 

Mie  loTe  ys  dedde> 

Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Blacke  hys  cryne  as  the  wyntere  nyghtc, 
Whyte  hys  rode  as  the  sommer  snowe, 
Rodde  hys  face  as  the  mornyDge  lyghte. 
Cale he  lyes  ynne  the  graye' helowe; 

Mie  lorę  ys  dedde» 

Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Swote  hys  tyngue  as  the  throsUes  notę, 
Suycke  ynn  daunce  as  thoughte  canne  bee, 
Defte  hys  taboure,  codgelle  stote, 
O !  bee  lyes  bie  the  wyllowe  tree : 

Mie  luTC  ys  dedde, 
^  Gonne  to  hys  deatbe-bedde, 

Alle  underre  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Harke !  the  raTenne  flappes  hys  wynge, 

I|i  the  briered  delie  helowe; 

Harke!  the  detbe-owle  loude  dotfae  synge. 

To  the  nyghte-mares  as  heie  goe; 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Goune  to  hys  deatbe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wylk>we.tvee. 

See!  the  whyte  moone  sheenes  onne  bie; 
Whyterre  ys  mie  tme  loyes  shroude; 
"Whyterre  yanne  the  mornynge  skie, 
Whyterre  yanne  the  evenyoge  cloude; 

Mie  loTe  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  deatbe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Heere,  uponne  mie  true  lores  gra^e, 

Schalle  the  baren  fleurs  be  lajrde, 
.   Nee  one  ballie  sesrncte  to  save 

Al  the  celness  of  a  ma3rde. 
Mie  loTe  ys  dedde, 
Gonne  to  hys  deatbe-bedde, 
Alle  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Wythe  mie  hondes  Ille  dente  the  brieres 
Rounde  his  hallie  corse  to  gre, 
Oiiphante  fiiirie,  lyghte  youre  fyres, 
Ueere  mie  boddie  stylle  schalle  bee. 

^  By  9&  error  of  the  press,  cherisaunci  is  print* 
^  in  Keraey  instnd  of  cherisaunce.  Chatterton 
has  copi^  tbe  błunder  in  three  places. 


Mie  love  ys  dedde. 

Gon  to  hys  deathe-hedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  iree. 

Comme,  wythe  acorne-^oppe  and  tbome^ 
Dniyne  miehartys  blodde  awaie;  , 
Lyfe  and  all  jrttes  goode  I  scome, 
Daunce  bie  netę,  or  feaste  by  daie« 

Mie  loTC  ys  dedde. 

Gon  to  hys  death-bedde, 

Al  under  tbe  wyllowe  tree. 

Waterre  wytches,  crownedc  wythe  reytes, 
Berę  mee  to  yer  leathalle  tyde. 
1  die;  I  comme;  mie  tnie  love  waytes, 
Thos  the  damselle  spake  and  dycd* 

BIRTHA. 

Thys  sjmgeyng  ha^eth  whatte  ooalde  make  ytte 

please;  [*^*« 

Butte  mie  uncourtlie  shappe  benymmcs  meeof  iH 


.£łłA,  o/le  Watchette. 

Curse  onne  mie  tardie  wonndes!  4>r3ruge  mee  a 

stede! 
I  wylle  awaie  to  Birtha  bie  thys  nyghte; 
Albeytte  firo  mie  wonndes  mie  soul  doe  Uede, 
I  wylle  awaie,  and  die  wy thjfene  ber  syghtc. 
Brynge  me  a  stede,   wythe  eagle-wynges  fer 

flyi^te;  ^    [stioogc 

Swefte  as   mie  wyshe,  and,  as  mie  loTe  yi, 
The  Daues  have  wrouglite  mee  myckłe  woe  ynne 

fyghte,  • 

Inne  kepeynge  mee  from  Birtha'8  armes  soMoge, 
O !  whatte  a  dome  was  myne,  sythe  mastene 
Canne  yere  ne  pleasaunce,  nor  mie  londes  goode 

lememyne  eie! 

Yee  goddes,  howe  ys  a  loverres  temper  fonned! 
Sometymes  the  samme  thynge  wylle  bothe  bane, 

andblesse;  [waraed, 

On  tyme  encalede,  yanne  bie  tbe  same  thynge 
Estrottghted  foorthe,  and  yanne  ybrogtca  kss. 
'Tys  Birtha's  loss  whyche  doe  mie  thonghtts 

possesse; 
I  wylle,  I  muste  awaie:  whie  sŁaies  mie  stede? 
Mie  huscarles,  hyther  hastę;  prepaic  a  dresie, 
Whyche  couracyers  yn  bastie  joumies  nede. 
O  heavens  1  I  moste  awaie  to  Byrtha  cynę. 
For  yn  her  lookes  I  fynde  mie  beynge  doe  et- 

twyne. 


Ceucondb,  oto  Bi3rstowe. 

The  woilde  ys  darke  wythe  nyghte;  the  wyndes 
are  stylle;  gtene; 

Fayntelte  the  mone  her  palyde  lyghte  roakes 
The  upryste  spiytes  the  sylcnte  letten  <yile, 
Wythe  oupliaflt  faeryes  joynyng  ynne  the  dreme; 
The  forreste  sheenethe  wythe  the  sylTer  le»e; 
Nowe  maie  mie  love  be  sated  jm  yttes  treaiej^ 
I7ponne  the  lynche  of  somme  swefte  reyoyng 

stremet 
At  the  swote  banquette  1  wylle  swotdie  ft^ 
Thys  ys  the  howse;  yee  hyndcs,  swytbfn  «ppe» 
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CBŁMONDE. 

Go  telle  to  Birtha  strayte,  a  stranogeor  wa)rtcthe 
here. 

Cbłmondb,  Birtha. 

BIRTHA. 

Celmonde!   yee  seynctes!  I  bope  thou  liaste 
goode  newes. 

CBŁMONDK. 

Tbe  bope  ys  lonte;  for  beacie  newes  prepare. 

BIRTHA. 

la  iElIa  welle  ? 

CBŁMONDE. 

Hee  1  jvef ;  and  stylle  nuue  use 
Tbe  behylte  blessyngies  of  a  futare  yeare. 

BIRTHA. 

Whatte  heaTie  tydynge  thenne  bare  I  to  feare  ? 
Of  wl^tte  miscbaance  dydste  thou  ao  latelie 
saie? 

CEŁMONDB. 

For  heavie  t3rdynges  swjrtbyn  nowe  prepare. 
J£\]i,  sOre  woanded  ys,  yn  bykerous  fraie  j 
In  Wedecester^s  wallid  toune  be  lyes. 

BIRTHA. 

0  nie  agroted  breast! 

CEŁMONDB. 

Wythoute  yonr  syg^bte,  he  dyes. 

BIRTHA. 

Wylle  Birtka's  preaence  ethe  herr^]a's  payne } 

1  flie;  new  wynges  doe  from  mie  schoulderTS 

•piynge. 

CBŁMONDB. 

Kie  fltedewydhoute  wylle  deftelie  beere  us  twayne. 

BIRTHA. 

Oh!  I  wyli  flie  aa  wynde,  and  no  waie  lynge: 
Sveftjlie  caparisons  for  rydynge  brynge; 
I  hareamynde  wynged  wythe  tbe  lerynploome. 
O  i£lla,  ^Ila !  dydste  thou  kenue  tbe  stynge, 
Tbe  wbyche  doetb  canker  ynne  mie  hartys 
roooie,  [bee; 

Tboa  wouldste  see  playne  thieselfe  tbe  gare  to 
Aiyse,  uponne  tbie  love,  and  flie  to  meeten  me. 

CEŁMONDB. 

The  stede,  on  whycbe  I  caitie,  ys  swefte  as  ayre  j 
Mie  lenrytoures  doe  wayte  mee  nerę  tbe  wodc; 
Swythynne  wy  tbe  mee  unto  tbe  place  repayre; 
To  ^la  1  wylle  gev  you  conducte  goode. 
Yoiire  eyne,  ałyche  a  baalme,  wylle  staunche 

bysbloode,  [allecheere; 

Holpe  oppe  bys  wonndes,  and  yev  hys  harte 
Uponne  yonr  eyne  be  holdes  bys  lyrelyhode; 
Yott  doe  bys  spryte,  and  alle  bys  pleasaunce 

berę. 
Comme,  lette>s  awaie,  albeytte  ytte  ys  moke, 
Yette  loYe  wille  be  a  tore  to  toame  to  feere  nygbtes 

smoke. 

BIRTHA. 

Albeytte  Mwears  dyd  the  welkynn  rende, 
Reyac  alycbe  fidlynge  ryrer*,  dyd  ferse  bee. 


Krthe  wythe  tbe  ayte  enchafed  dyd  contende, 
Ererycbone  breatbe  of  wynde  wytheplaguesdyd 

slee, 
Yette  I  to  j£Ua'8  eyne  eftmones  woulde  flee; 
Albeytte  hawethomes  dyd  mie  fiesbe  enseme, 
Owlettes,  wytbe  scrycbynge,  sbakeynge  ere- 

ryche  tree. 
And  water-neders  wryggiynge  yn  eche  streme, 
Yette  woulde  I  flie,  ne  under  coverte  staie, 
Botte  seke  mie  JBUa  owte j  brave  Celmonde,  leade 

tbe  waie. 


-A  WODĘ. 
Hurra,  Danes* 

HURRA. 

Heere  ynn  yis  forreste  lette  na  watcbe  for  pree, 
Bewreck^ynge  on  oore    foemenne   oure   ylle 

warre;  [slea, 

WhatteTerre  schalle  be  Eoglyscb  wee  wylle 
Spreddynge  our  ugsomme  rennome  to  aiarre. 
Ye  Dacyanne  menne,  gjrff  Dacyanne  menne  yea 

are, 
Lette  netę  botte  blodde  suffycyle  for  yee  bee; 
On  evericb  breaste  yn  gorie  letteres  scarre, 
Wbatt  spry  tes  you  hare,  and  howe  those  sprytes 

maie  dree. 
And  gytf  yee  gette  awaie  to  Dcnmarkes  shore, 
Eftesoones  we  will  retoume,  and  wan4ui8bed  bee 

ne  moere. 

The  battelle  loste,  a  battelle  was  jmdede; 
Notę  queedes  hemselfes  culde  stonde  so  barde  a 

fraie; 
Oure  rerie*  armoure,  and  oure  heauUnes  dyd 
.  blede,  [fledde  awaie, 

The  Dacyannes  sprytes,  lyche  dewe  dropes, 
Ytte  was  an  ^lla  dyd  commaunde  the  daie; 
Ynn   spyte  of  foemanne,   I   mośte  saie  byt 

myghte;  [paie, 

Botte  we  ynn  hynd-lettes  blodde  tbe  loss  win 
Brynnynge,  thatte  we  knowe  howe  to  wynne 

yn  fygbte;  [destroie;— • 

Wee  wylle,  lyke  wylfes  enloosed  from  cbayues, 

Oure  armoiires— wynter  njrgbte  shotte  oute  the 

daie  of  joie, 

Wbene  swefte-fote   tyme  doe  rolle  the  daie 

alonge,  [brende; 

Somme  bamlette'  scałle  onto  oure  fhuyrie 
Brastynge  alycbe  a  rocke,  or  mouotay ne  stronge, 
Tbe  talie  chyrche>spyre  upon  the  grene  shalle 

bende;  [rende, 

Wee  wylle  the  walles,  and  anntyante  tourreties 

Pete  everych  tree  wbychgoldy  nfruyte  doe  beere, 

Downe  to  the  goddes  the  owncrrs  dhereof  sende, 

Bcspreng-ynge  alle  abrode  sadde  warre  and  bloddie 

weere. 
Botte  fyrste  to  yynder  oke-tree  wee  wylle  flie ; 
And  thence  wyli  yssue  owte  onne  all  yatte  com- 

metb  bie. 


ANODHER  PARTE  OF  THE  WOODE. 
CEŁMONDB,  Birtha. 

BIRTHA. 

Thys  merkness  doe   afi^aie  mie  froomumiia 
breaste. 
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Hove  Mbfe  ys  the  spreddynge  akie  arrayde"^! ' 
Hailie  the  bordeleire,  who  Iyvei  to  reste, 
Ne  ys  att  nyghtys  flemynge  hue  dysmayde; 
The  starres  doe  flcantillie  the  lable  brayde; 
Wyde  ys  the  syWer  lemes  of  comforte  wovc; 
St>eke,  Celmonde,  does  ytte  make  tbeenotte 
.    afrayde  ? 

CEŁMOMDB. 

Merker  tbe  nyghte,  the  fitter  tyde  for  love< 

BIRTHA. 

Saiest  thou  for  1ove  ?  ab !  lorę  is  lar  awaie. 
Faygne  would  t  see  onoe  moe  the  roddie  lemes  of 


daie. 


Łove 


CEŁMONDB. 

Die,  woulde  Birtha  callc  ytte 


maie  bee 
here. 

BIRTHA. 

How,  CeliAonde,  dothe  thou  mene  ł " 

CEŁirONDK. 

Tliys  Celmonde  mefies. 
Ko  leme,  i^o  eyne,  no  mortalle  mannę  appere, 
Ne  lyghte,  an  acte  of  love  for  to  beirreene; 
Netę  in  tbys  forreste, .  botte  thys  tore,  dothe 

shecne,  [nysł>*«5 

The  whych,  potte  oate,  do  lea^e  the  whole  yn 
See !  bowe  tbe  biauncynge  trees  doe  here  en- 

twyne,  [sygbtc; 

Makeynge  thys  bower  eo   pleatynge  to  the 
Tbys  was  for  love  fyrste  madę,  and  heere  ytt 

stondes,  [lotet  bondes. 

Thatte  hereynne  lovers  maie  eniyncke  yn  true 

BIRTHA. 

Celmonde,  sp^^ke  whatte  thou  menest,  or  aise 

mie  thoughtes 
Perchaunce  maie  robbe  thte  honestie  so  fayre. 

CELMONDE. 

Then  here,  and  knowe,    bereto    I    bave  you 

'  broughte, 
Mie  longe  hydde  lorę  uoto  you  to  make  clere. 

BIRTHA. 

Oh  HeaTen  and  Eaithe!  whatte  ys  ytt  I  doe 

h^are  ? 
Am  1  betraste }  Where  ys  mie  JElIa,  saie! 

CEŁMOMDB. 

O !  do  netę  nowe  to  iBIla  syke  love  berę, 
Botte  geven  some  oune  Celmondes  bedde. 

BIRTHA. 

Awaie ! 
I  wylle  be  gone,  and  groape  mie  passage  oote, 
Albeytte  neders  stynges  mie  legs  do  twyne  aboute. 

CELMONDE. 

Nowe  bie  tbe  seynctes  1  wylle  notte  lette  thce 

Ontylle  thou  doeste  mie  brendynge  ]ove  amate, 
Those  eyne  have  caused  Celmonde  rayckle  woe, 
Yenne  lette  yer  smyle  fyrst  take  bym  yn  regrate. 
O !  didst  thou  see  mie  breastis  troblous  state, 
Theere  love  doth  harrie  up  mie  joie,  and  ethe ! 

1^  Ali  is  bu8h'd  and  still  as  death !  — .'tis  dreadfui; 
How  reverend  is  the  face  of  tbis  tali  pile ! 
Oive  ae  thy  hand,  and  let  me  hear  thy  Toice. 

MouriUDg  Bride. 


I  wretched  bee,  beyonde  tbe  betę  of  iUe, 
Gyff  Birtha  stylle  wylle  make  mie  &aite-TCfiK» 

blethe. 
Sofie  as  the  sommer  flowreets,  Birtha,  kwkf, 
Fulle  ylle  I  canne  thie  fipownes  and  harde  dyitple^ 

saunoe  brooke. 

^IRTHA. 

Tbie  loTe  ys  foille ;  I  woulde  bee  deafe  for  sie, 
Radher  thanne  heere  syche  deslavatie  ledde. 
Swythynne  ilfe  from  mee,  and  ne  fiirthfr  saie; 
Raidher  thanne  heare  thie  lorę,  I  woulde  tee 

dead.  \M^ 

Yee  seynctes;  and  sbal  I  wronge  nie  JSU'i 
And  wouldst  thou,   Celmonde,  tempie  me  to 

the  thynge? 

Lette  mee  be  gone — alle  curees  onne  thie  hedde! 

Was  3rtte  for  thys  thciu  dydste  a  messagebryn;^! 

Lette  mee  be  gone,  thou  mannę  of  sable  faaitef 

Or  welkyn  and  ber  starres  wyli  take  a  maydesi 

parte. 

CEŁMONDB. 

Sytbence  you  wylle  notte  lette  mie  taf\£  vnk, 
Mie  love  wylle  bare  yttes  joie,  altbo  wytbe 
gujdtej  [ftole; 

Youre  lymbes  słiall  bende,  albeytte  stiynp  u 
Tbe  merkye  seeaonne  wylle  your  blosbes  bytte. 

BIRTHA. 

Holpe,  holpe,  yee  seynetes!    oh  tkattt  nie 
blodde  was  spylte ! 

CELMONDE. 

l*he  seynctes  att  distaunoe  stonde  yntjrDetf 
nede.  [Uiou  w]rił6 

Strey  notte  to  goe;    thon  canste  notle,  gyff 
UntomiKwyache  bee  kinde,  and  netę  alse hele. 

BIRTHA. 

Ńo,  foule  bestoykerre,  I  wylle  rende  theayie, 
Tyile  detbe  do  staie  mie  dynne,  or  some  kftfb 

roder  heare. 
Holpe!  holpe!  oh  Godde! 

CEŁMONDB,  Birtha,  Hcrra,  Dum. 

HURRA. 

Ab!  thatts  a  wommsBnecrieŁ 
1  kenn  hem;  saie  who  are  you,  yatte  betłme? 

CEŁMONDB. 

Yee  hyndes,  awaie !  orre  bie  thys  gweide  jft 
dies. 

Hurra. 

Thie  wordet  wylle  ne  mie  hartis  setę  iSat, 

BIRTHA. 

SaTe  mee,  oh !  saTe  from  me  thys  mjmer  heoef . 

HURRA. 

Stonde  thou  bie  mee;  nowe  saie  tbie  nanetal 

londe; 
Or  swy thyne  achali  mie  sweide  thie  boddietsn 

CEŁMONDB. 

Bothe  I  wylle  sbewe  thee  bie  mie  bnodeom 
bottde. 

HURRA. 

ReKtte  bym  rounde»  yee  Panei. 
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CSŁMONDB. 

Comme  ónne,  and  see 
<lyffmlestrynge  anlace  maie  bewryen  wbatte  I 
bee. 
IFygkie  al  anfnsU  C^monde,  meirnit  Danet  he 
Jealk,  andfoM  to  Hurra. 

Oh!  I  fbrsla^n  be!  ye  Danes,  now  keone, 
J  amme  yatte  Celmuńde,  seconde  yn  the  fychte, 
Wbo  dydd,  atte  Watcbette,  so  forelege  youre 
menne;  [nyghte; 

1  fele    myne    ^•yne    to    swymme    yn   aeteriie 
To  her  be  kimde. 

HURRA. 

Th^nne  felle  a  wordbie  knyghte. 
Saje,  wbo  bee  you  ? 

BIRTHA. 

1  am  s^eate  AlLa*8  wjrfe. 

HURRA. 

ih! 

RIRTHA. 

Gyff  aneiistje  hym  yon  harboare  f)ttle  despyte. 
Nowe  wytbe  the  iethąl  ąnlace  take  mie  lyfe, 
Mie  thaokes  1  «ver  onne  yoa  wyilc  bestowe, 
Arom  .ev  bryce  you  mee  pyghte,  tbe  wonte  of  mor- 
tal  woe. 

HURRA. 

I  wylle;  ytte  scalłe  bee  aoe:  yee  Dacyans, 

heere. 
Thys  ^Ua  fiavetbe  been  onre  foe  for  aie. 
Thorrowe  the  battelie  he  dyd  bmndeoiis  teare, 
Beyng  tbe  lyfe  and  head  of  everych  fraie; 
From  everych  Dacyanne  power  he  won  the  daie, 
Fitniagen  Magnus,  all  our  schippes  ybrente; 
Hie  hys  feHe  anne  wee  now  are  madę  to  straie; 
The  speeie  of  Dacya  he  ynne  pieces  sbente; 
Whfnne  bantoned  barckes  nnto  our  londe  dyd 

comme, 
£Ua  the  gare  dhete  sed,  and  wysched  bym  by^ter 

dome. 


Mercie! 


BIRTHA. 


HURRA* 


Bee  stylle. 
Boite  yette  he  ya  a  foemanne  goode  and  fayre; 
Whaone  wee  are  apente,  he  soundethe  the  fbr- 

loyne; 
The  captyves  phayne  he  tosteth  ynne  the  ayre, 
Cbeeied  the  Wpłjnded  bothe  wythe  bredile  and 

wyne; 
Has  hce  notte  untoe  somme  of   you  bynn 

dygnę?  [fielde^ 

You  wonide  have  smethd  otine  Wrdecestrian^ 
Botte  bc^  behylte  the  słughome  for  to  cleyne, 
Throwynge  oniie  hys  wyde  backe,  hys  wyder 

j^>reddynge  shielde. 
Whiipne  you,  as  caytysned,  yn  fielde  dyd  bee, 
Be  oathed  yon  to  be  stylle,  aud  strayte  didd  sette 

you  free. 

So^Ule  wee  forsloge  hys    wyfo,  becąuie  he'8 

bnive? 
Biraus  hee  fyghtcth  for  hys  countryes  gare? 
Idylle  bee,  who  havJth  bynue  yU  ^lła'f  s]ave. 


Robbe  bym  of  whatte  percase  he  holdtth  deere? 
Or  scalle  we  menne  of  mennys  sprytes  appere* 
Doeynge  bym  fsvoure  for  hys  faronre  donnę, 
Swefte  to  hys  pallaoe  thv8  damoiselie  berę, 
Bewrynne  oure  case,  and  to  oure  waie  be  genne  ? 
The  last  you  do  approve;  so  lette  ytte  bee; 
Damoyselle,  comme  awaie;  you  safe  scalle  bee 
wythe  mee. 

BIRTHA. 

Al  blessynges  maie  the  leynctes  unto  yee  gyre ! 
Al  plea»uoce  maię  youre  long&«traughte  lyv- 

ynges  bee! 
^lla,  whanne  knowyn^  thatte  bie  you  I  lyre, 
Wylle  thyncke  too  snialle  a  guyfte  the  londe 

and  jwa. 
O  Celmonde!  I  maie  deftlie  redę  by  thee» 
Whatte  ille  betydethethe  enfouled  kynde; 
Maie  ne  thie  cross^tOne  of  thie  cryme  bewree! 
Maie  alle  menne  ken  thie  yaloure,  fewe  thie 

mynde! 
Soldyer !  for  syke  thou  arte  ynu  noble  fra^e, 
I  wylle  thie  goinges  'tende,  and  doe  thou  lede  the 

waie. 

IfURRA. 

The  momynge  'gyns  alonge  the  e^ste  to  sheene; 
Darklinge  the  lyghte  doe  onne  the  waters  plaie ; 
The  fejnate  rodde  leme  slowe  creep^th  oe<e  t^e 

greene, 
Toe  cha^  the  merkynds  of  ny^te  awaie; 
Swifle  flies  the  howers  thatte  wylle  brynge  oute 

the  daie ; 
The  softe.  dewe  falleth  onne  the  gree3nngc  gra;»e ; 
The  shepster  mayden,  dyghtynge  ber  arraie, 
Scante  sees  her  Tysage  yn  tbe  wavie  glasse; 
Bie  the  fuUe  daylieghte  woe  scalle  JEWn  see, 
Or  Bryttowes  wallyd  towne;  damoyselle,  foliowe 

mee. 


AT  BRYSTOWE. 
JBlla  and  Seryitourbi, 

Typ  nowe  fuUe  mome ;  I  thoughten,  bie  laste 

nyghte  [love; 

To  haTe  been  heere;  nąle  stede  han  m>tte  mie 
Thys  ys  mie  pallace;  lette  mte  byndes  alyghto, 
Whylste  1  goe  oppe,  and  wake  mte  slepeynge 

do^e. 
Staie  here,  mie  h3mdlette8;  I  shal  goe  above. 
Nowe,  Biitha,  wyl|  thie  loke  enhele  mie  spryte, 
Thie  smyles  unto  mie  woundes  a  baulme  wylle 

prooTe; 
Mie  ledanne  boddie  wylle  bee  sette  aryghte. 
Eg  wina,  ha.^te,  and  ope  tbe  portalle  doore, 
Yatte  I  on  Birtha's  breste  maie  thynke  of  wari^ 

ne  morę. 


JElla,  EowiHA. 

BOWINAf 


Oh^lla! 


Ah !  that  scmmlykeene  to  mee. 
Speeketh  a  legcndary  tale  of  wo«. 

BG^iNA. 
Birtha  is-H- 
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iBŁŁA. 

WbaŁ?  wbere?  how?  Saie^whatteW  shee? 

EGWINA. 
MLLA, 

Oone !  yc  goddes ! 

EGWINA. 

Alas!  ytte  ys  toe  trae. 
Yee  sejmctes,  hee  dies  awaie  wythe  myckle  woe ! 
^lla!  whatt?  ^la!  Oh!  hee  lyresagen! 

JBLLA, 

Cal  mee  aotte  Alla;  1  am  hymme  ne  moe. 
Where  ysshee  gon  awaie?  Ahl  speake!  How? 
WheD> 

BGWINA. 
I  will. 

iEŁŁA. 

Caparyson  a  score  of  stedes;  flie,  flie ! 
Where  ys  shee?  Swythynne  speeke,  orinstante 
thou  sbalte  die. 

EGWINA, 

Stylle  thie  loud  ragę,  and  here  thou  whatte  I 
knowe. 

MULA. 

Oh!  speek. 

EGWINA. 

■ 

Lyche  prymrose,  droopynge  wythe  the  heavie 

rayne.  [wiere, 

Łaste  nyghte  I  lefle  her,  droopynge  with  her 

Her  love  the  gare,  thatte  gave  her  harte  syke 

.  peyu&— 

JEŁLA. 

Her  loTe!  to  whomme? 

-  « 

EGWINA. 

To  thee,.  her  spouse,  alleyne. 
As  ys  mie  hentylle  everyche  mome  ^to  goe, 
I  wentę,  ^  and  oped  her  chamber  doore  ynn 

twayiie, 
Botte  found  her  notte,  os  I  was  wont  to  doe; 
Tbanne  alle  arounde  the  pallace  I  dyd  seere, 
Botte  cnlde  (to  mie  hartes  woe)  ne  fynde  her  anie 
wheere. 

MLIA, 

Thou  lyest,  fonl  hagge !  thou  lyest;  thou  art  her 

ayde  '  [hee. 

To  chere  herlouste;»«-4>otte  noe^  ytte  can  aotte 

EGWINA. 

Gyfif  trouthe  appear  notte  inne  whatte  I  bave 

sayde,  [slea. 

Drawę  forthe  thie  anlace  swythyn^  thanne  mee 

JEŁLA. 

Sotte  yette  ytte  muste,  ytte  must  bee  soe ;  I 

see, 
f>hee  wythe  somme  loustie  paramoure  ys  gone; 
Itte  moste  be  soe— oh !  howe  ytte  wracketh  mee ! 
Mie  race  of  love,  mie  race  of  Ijrfe  ys  ronne; 
Kow  ragę,  and  brondeous  stonUi  and  tempeste 

comme; 
Netę  lyvynge  upon  erthe  can  now  enswote  mie 

domme. 

JElua,  Eg  w  IN  Aj  Seuyttourb. 

tERTYTOURE. 

ŁoTerde !  I  am  aboute  the  trontbe  to  saie. 


Laste  nyghte,  fuUe  late  I  dydde  retourne  to  reste. 
As  to  mie  chamber  1  dydde  bende  mie  waie. 
To  Birtha  onne  bys  name  and  place  addreste; 
Downe  to  hym  camme  sheej  bntte  thereof  the 

reste 
I  ken  ne  matter;  so,  mie  faommage  rnade-^ 


O!  speake  ne  moe^  mie  harte  flames  yn  yttet 

heste; 
I  once  was  ^la;  nowe  bee  notte  yttes  shade. 
Hannę  alle  the  fuińe  of  mysfortunes  wylle 
Fallen  onn  mie  bennedheadde  I  hanne  been/BUa 
stylle. 

Tbya  alleyn  was  unbniled  of  alle  mie  spryte: 
Mie  honnoore,  honnouie,  frownd  on  ibe  dolca 

wynde, 
Thatte  steeked  on  ytte;  nowe  wyth  ragę  Im 

pyghte; 
A  brondeous  unweere  ys  mie  engyned  mynde. 
Mie  hommeur  yette  somme  drybblet  joie  mait 

iyudey 
To  the  Panes  wonndes  I  wylle  anotber  yere; 
Whanne  thos  mie  rennome  and  mie  peace  ji 

rynde, 
Itte  were  a  recrandizc  to  thyncke  toe  lyve ; 
Mie  huscar^es,  untoe  everie  asker  telle, 
Gyffe  noblie  JElla,  lyyed,  as  noble  ^Ua  felle. 

IStabbeth  hft  breńe, 

SERFITOURE. 

^Ila  ys  sleene;  the  flowerof  Englonde^  msnde ! 

^ŁŁA* 

Be  stylle :  stythe  lette  the  chyrches  ly nge  mie 

knelle. 
Cali  hyther  braye  Coemyke;  he,  as  warde 
Of  thys  mie  Brystowe  castle,  wylle  doe  weUe. 

[Knelle  tyng^k- 

JElla,  £gwina»  Sertttourb,  Coerryul 


Thee  T  ordeyne  the  warde;  so  alle  maie  telle. 
I  hare  botte  lyttel  tym  to  dragge  thys  lyfe; 
Mie  lethal  taie,  alyche  a  lethalle  belle, 
Dynne  yn  the  eares  of  her  1  wyschd  mie  wyfe ! 
Bottei  aih !  shee  maie  bee  fayre. 

EGWINA. 

Yatte  shee  moste  bee: 

iBŁŁA. 

Ah!    saie  notte  soe;   yatte  worde  woulde  JBU 
dobblie  slee. 

JEuJL,  Egwina,  Seryytoure,  Cobrntu, 
Birtha,  Hujuia. 

JBŁŁA. 

Ah!  Birtha  here! 

BIRTBA. 

Whatte  dynne  ys  thys  ?  WhaUe  menes  yis  leatb. 
alle  knelle?  [bee? 

Where  ys  mie  ^Iła?  Speekc;  where?  Howeyi 
Oh  ^Ua!  art  thou  yanne  alyre  and  welle!. 

JSLUL 

I  ly  ve  y  ndsed  $  botte  doe  notte  lyre  for  thee. 

BIRTHA. 

Whatte  menet  mie  i£ll  ? 


fiŁŁA. 

Herę  mie  meatyngę  seże, 
Thie  Ibulness  urged  mie  hondę  to  gyve  thys 

wounde, 
Ytte  mee  aiispry  tes. 
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GODDWYN; 

^    A  TRilOEOIB,  BY  THOMAS  ROWŁEIE. 

(Truiscribed  by  Mr.  Catcott  from  a  poem  in 
Chatterton's  band  writing.] 


BTRTHA. 

Ytte  hathe  unspiyted  mee. 

^BŁŁA. 

Ab,  HeaTens !  mie  Birtha  fallethe  to  the  grounde ! 
JBotte  yette  1  am  a  maone,  and  so  wylle  bee« 

HURRA. 

JElIa!  1  amme  a  Dane;  botte  yette  a  friende  to 

tbee. 
Thys  damoyselle  I  founde  wythynne  a  woode, 
Stierynge  fulle  harde  anenste  a  burled  swayiie: 
I  sente  bym  inyrynge  ynne  mie  compheeres 

blodde, 
Celmonde  hys  name,  chief  of  thie  warrynge 

trayne. 
Yis  damoiselle  songhte  to  be  here  agayne; 
nie  irhycbe,  albeytte  foemen,  wee  dydd  wylle; 
So  berę  wee  broughte  ber  wythe  you  to  re- 

mnjnfie. 

COERNIKE. 

Ye6  Dobylle  Dancs !  wythe  goiildc  I  wyli  you 
iytte. 

iBŁŁA. 

Birtha,  mie  ]yfe !  mie  love !  Oh !  §he  ys  fayre. 
Whatte  fiiultes  coulde  Birtha  bave;  whatte  faultes 
coulde  jSMa.  feare  ? 

BIRTHA. 

Amm  1  yenne  thyne?  I  cannotte  blame  thie 

feere. 
Botte  doe  reste  mee  nponne  mie  ^lla'8  breaste; 
I  wylle  to  thee  bewryen  the  woefulle  gare. 
Celmonde  dyd  comme  to  mee  at  tymc  of  reste, 
Wordeynge  for  mee  to  flte,  att  your  reąueste^ 
To  Watcfaette  towne,  wbere  you  deceasyngc 

laie;  [preste, 

I  wyth  bym  fledde;  thro*  a  mnrke  wodę  we 
Wbere  hee  foule  love  unto^mie  eares  dyd  saie: 
TheDanes— 

JBŁŁA* 

Oh !  1  die  contente..—        [Dielh. 

BIRTHA. 

Oh1  ys  mie  ifilla  dedde? 
Oh!  I  wyli  make  hys  graye  mie  yyrgyn  spouśal 
bedde. 

\^BirtkaftyHiielk 

COBRVTKB. 

Whatte?  iBHa  deadde!  and  Birtha  djrynge  toe ! 
Soe  felles  the  fityrest  flourettes  of  the  playne. 
Wbo  canne  unplyie  the  wurcbys  Heaven  caii 

doe, 
Or  who  untweste  the  role  of  shappe  y  n  tway  ne } 
JBWtif  thie  renuome  was  thie  oniie  gayne; 
For  yette,  thie  pleasauoce,  and  thie  joie  was 

loste,  A 

lilie  countrymen  shaJl  rere  tnee  on  the  plaync, 
A  pyle  of  cames,  as  anie  grave  can  boaste: 
Furtber,  a  jast  amede  to  thee  to  bee. 
Inne  Heaven  thou  synge  cf  Godde,  on  £rthe  we'11e 

lynge  of  thee* 


PROLOGUE, 
MADB  BIB  UAISTRB  WILLIAM  CANTNGE. 

WuYŁOMMB  bie  pensmenne  moke   ungentle 

name 
Have  upon  Goddwynne  erle  of  Kenta  btn  layde, 
Dherebie   benymmynge  hymme  of  faie  and 
Unliart  dińnistres  hav^  saide,  [Ame; 

Thalte  be  was  knowen  toe  noe  hallie  wurche; 
Botte  thys  was  all  hys  ftuilte,  be  gyfted  ne  the 

churche. 

The  aucthoure  of  the  piece  whiche  we  enactt, 
Albeytte  a  clergyon,  troutbe  wyli  wrytte. 
Inne  drawynge  of  hys  menne  no  wytte  y  s  lackte  ; 
Eotyn  a  kynge  mote  bee  fuli  pleased  to  nyi^te. 
Attende,  and  marcke  the  partes  nowe  to  be 

done; 
Wee  bctter  for  toe  doe  do  champyon^  anie  oniie. 


Persons  represented* 

bie  T.  Am&itf,  the  Aucthoureu 
Johan  de  Iscamme, 
Syrr  Tkyiboi  Gorget, 
Śfrr  Alan  de  J^erg. 
Kynge  Edwardę^  Mottrę  WiOyam  Canpigę. 

Odhers  bie  Knyghtes  Mynstrelles. 


Ilarolde, 
Goddieyn, 
Biwarde^ 
Alstan^ 


GoDDWYN  and  HAROŁDE. 
GOODWTM. 

H^IROLDB  1 

HAROLDE. 

Mie  loverde ! 

GO0OWYN. 

O !  I  weepe  to  tbyncke^ 
What  ibemen  ryseth  to  ifrete  the  londe. 
Theie  batten  onne  ber  flesbe,  ber  hartes  bloude 

dryocke. 
And  all  ys  graunted  from  the  roieal  hondę. 

HAROLDB. 

Lette  notte  thie  agreme  blyn,  ne  aledge*  stonde; 
Bee  I  toe  wepe,  I  wepe  in  teres  of  gore: 
Am  I  betrassed,  syke  shulde  mie  burlie  bronde 
Depeyncte  the  wronges  on  bym  from  whom  I 
borę. 

66DDWTW. 

I  ken  thie  spry te  ful  welle ;  gentle  thou  art, 
Stringe,  ugsomme,  rou,  as  smethynge  armyes 

seeme; 
Yett  efte,  I  feare,  thie  chefes  toe  grete  a  parte, 
And  that  thie  redę  bee  efte  borne  downe  bie 
What  tydynges  from  the  kynge  ?  [breme. 

1  No  instance  of  this  reib  has  yetbeen  addnced 
from  a  wrlter  earlier  than  Shakspcare. 

*  UtiinteUigible.  Mr.  Bryant  supposed  it  to 
nave  bcen  written  adelege,  which  be  says  is  analo- 
gous  to  the  Saxon  adverb  yddechy  and  corresponds 
to  Chatterton*s  interpretatioa. 
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HAROŁDE* 

His  Normans  know. 
I  make  noe  compheere  of  th«  shemrynge  trayne. 

GODDWYK. 

Ah,  HaroMe  \  tis  a  syghte  of  myckle  woe, 
To^kenne  thesę  Normannes  everich  rennome 
Wbąt  tydyng^  withe  the  foulke?  [gayne. 

|IAROI«n|E. 

Stylle  inonnoiynge  atte  yer  shap,  stytle  toe  the 

kyh^e 
Theie  roile  theire  trobi>le3,  lyche  a  sorgie  sea. 
Hane  Englonde  tbenne  a  tongue,  butte  notte  a 

stynge?  [bee? 

Dothe  alie  compleyne,  yette  apne  wylle  lyghted 

GODDWYN. 

Away  te  the  tyme  whanne  Godde  wylle  tende  os 
ayde. 

BAROŁPt. 

Nq,  we  musie  streve  to  ayde  omreseWes  wyth 

po  wre.  [prayde. 

'W^han  Godde  wyli  sende  os  ayde!  tis  fetelie 

Moste  we  those  caike  awaie  the  lyye-loDge 

howre  ? 
Thos  CTOche  pure  aimet,    aod  ne  toe  }yve 
Unburled,  undelievre»  uuespryte  ?       [dareygne. 
Far  fro  tnie  haite  be  Ifed  thyk  thoughleof  peyiie, 
He  free  miie  countrie,  or  Ule  die  yn  fygltte* 

Botte  lette  us  wayte  untylle  somme  leason  f ytte. 
M|e  Heiity^hraen,  tbie  Summertoi^f  sbcll  ryte; 
Aden^ed  prowess  to  the  gite  of  witte, 
Aga5me  the  argeiit'horse  shail  daunce  yn  skies. 
Oh  Hai-ołde,  heere  foratraugliteynge  wanhope 

Itea. 
£ngloDde,  oh  Engloode,  tis  for  thee  I  blethe. 
'  Whylste  Edwardę  to  tbie  sonnes  wyile  netealjrse, 
Shulde  anie  ofthie  sonnes  ^ele  aughte  of  ethe? 
Uppoune  the  tronc  I  sette  thee',   helde  thie 

crowne ;  [downe. 

Botte  oh!  twerc  hommage  nowe  topygfate  thee 

Thou  aite  all  preestc,  aud  notheynge  of  (he 

kynge. 
Thou  arte  alie  Norman,  notbynge  of  mie  blodde. 
Know,  yttebeseies  thee  notte  amasse  to  synge; 
Sen  ynge  thie  lecgefolcke  thou  arte  seryynge 

Godde. 

BAROLDB. 

Thenne  Ule  doe  Heaven  a  serryce.  To  the 
The  dailie  contekes  of  the  loude  ascende.  [skyes 
The  wyddówe,  (hhdrelesse,  and  bondemennes 

cties 
Acheke  the  mokie  aire  and  Hea^en  astende'. 
On  U8  the  rulers  doe  tbe  fblcke  depende; 
Hancelled  from  Erthe  these  Normanne  hyndes 

shalle  bee; 
Lyche  a  battently  Iow,  mie  ą werde  ihalle  brende. 
Lyche  fallynge  softe  rayne  diop»pe«»  I  wyli  hem 

slea;  '  '      '    '         [iayte; 

Wee  wajrte  too  longe;  oure  parpose  wylle  de- 
boune  tbe  hyghe  empryze,  aód  rouze  tbe  cham- 

pyones  strayte. 


Thie 


coopww. 


4  Unantfaorlzed. 


HAROŁDB. 

Aye,  I  knowe,  śbe  it  his  ąwną. 
Albeytte,  dyd  sbee  speeke  ber  foemen  fajre,' 
1  wulde  deąuaoe  ber  comlie  temlykeeńe. 
And  foukle  mie  bloddie  anlaoe  yn  her  bayre. 

GOUDWYK. 

Thye  f  huir  blyn, 

HAROLD*. 

•  m 

No,  bydde  the  leathal  mat, 
ifpriste  withe  biltrene  wyndef  aii4  cs^ąe  ob. 
Bebeste  it  to  be  lete;  so  twylle  appeare,  [kend, 
Eere   Harolde  byde  hys  narne,  bis  conątiiei 

friende,  ' 

The  gule-steynct  brygandjrpe^  the  adTeotayle, 
The  feerie  anlace  bfede  ^al  make  mie  ^are  pn> 
yayle. 

G01>DWTV. 

Har614e«  what  wuldest  doe? 

BAAOŁDB. 

'  Bethyncke  thee  włuitL 
Herę  Iłethe  Bnglonde,  all  her  drites  unfree, 
Herę  liethc  Normans  coupynge  ber  bie  lotU^ 
CaUysnyng  everich  native  plant  to  gre, 
Whatte  woulde  i  doe?    I  bfoudeous  wóldeheB 

idee;  [brene; 

Tarę  owte  theyre  sable  harte  bie  (yg;hteiulie 
Theyre  deathe  a  meites  imtoe  mie  lyfe  ihulde 

bee, 
Mie  spryte  shulde  reveUe  yn  theyr  hafte-Uodde 

streme. 
Eftsoones  1  wylle  bewryne  mile  ragefone  ire^ 
And  Goddis  anlace  weilde  yn  fiirie  dyie. 

What^  woQ|de^  thoa  wythe  the  kynge? 

9AB0|^B. 

Take  offe  hys  ciwie; 
The  ruler  of  somme  mynsier  bym  ordeyne; 
Sette  uppe  som  dygnfr  (h»a  I  han  pygłite 

downe; 
And  peace  in  Engloode  shulde  be  brayd  agsyni 

GOOOWYir. 

No,  lette  the  snper-hallie  seyocte  kynge  reygne, 
Ande    somme  moe  reded  rule  the  untentjff 

reaulme; 
Kynge  Edwardę,  yn  hys  cortesie,  wylle  dey^ 
l^o  ytelde  the  spoiles,  anid  alleyne  «ere  the 

heaulme: 
Botte  from  mee  harte  bee  e^erych  thoogliteof 

g*yne, 
Not  anie  of  mie  kin  I  wyache  him  to  ordeyse. 

HAROŁOB. 

Tell  me  the  meenes,  I  wylle  boute  yttstnyte} 
Bet^  n^ee  tp  slea  mieselfe,  ytte  sluJ|e  be  ifon, 

GODDUrTN. 

To  thee  I  wylle  swythynne  the  meoes  aopliytr, 
Bie  whyche  thou,  Harolde,  sbalte  be  prored 

mie  sonne. 
I  hare  longe  seen  whatte  peynes  were  undeiiDB, 
Whatte  agrarnej  braunce  put  from  the  genotl 

tree; 
The  tyme  ys  commynge,  wban  the  mollock  fpn 
Drented  of  alie  yts  swoljrnge  owndes  shaJIe  bee; 
Mie  remedie  is  goode ;  our  meune  shaJI  rysę; 
Eftsooiis  the  Nonnani  and  owre  agrune  flitt. 
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OUIBHS. 


I  will  to  the  West,  and  gemote  alle  mie  knygbtes, 
^l^ythe  byłles   that  paocte    for    blodde,    and 

Bbeeldes  as  brede  [dygbtes 

As  the  ybrocbed  Moon,  wben  blauncb  she 
The  wodeland  grounde  or  water-mantled  mede; 
Wytbe  hondes  whose  mygbte  canne  make  the 

dou|(htiest  biedę, 
Wbo  efte  bave  kn^lte  upon  forslaaren  fbes, 
Whoe  wytbe  yer  fote  onrests  a  ćastle-stede, 
Wbo  dare  on  kynges  for  to  bewfecke  yiere  woes ; 
Nowe  wylle  the  ipenne  of  £ngloiide  haile  the 

daie,  [fraie. 

Whan  Qoddw]rn  leades  tbem  to  thfe  ryS^^A^^ 

OODDWTlf. 
Botte  firete  well  cali  the  loyerdes  of  the  West, 
Tbe  eries  of  Mercia,  Conventńe  and  all ; 
The  moe  wee  gaype,  the  gare  wylłe  procper 
Wythe  syke  a  nomber  wee  can  never  fali.  [beste, 

IIAROŁDB. 

Trae,  so  vee  sal  doe  best  to  lyncke  the  chayne, 
iĄd  aile  attenes  the  spreddynge  kyngedomme 

bynde.  [feygne 

No  croached  champyone  ^  vythe  an  harte  moe 
Dyd  3rssue  owte  the  hallie  swerde  to  fynde, 
Than  [  nowe  8trev  to  ryd  mie  londe  of  peyne. 
Goddwyn,  irhat  tbanckas  owre  laboŁnrea  wylle 

enhepe ! 
IMIe  rysę  mie  friendes  anto  the  bloddie  pleyne; 
l'Ue  wake  the  honooure  thatte  ys  uowe  asiepe. 
Wheń  wylle  the  chiefes  metę  atte  thie  |iea6tive 

halle,  [calle? 

fhat  I  wythe  yoice  alowde  maie  there  upon  'em 

GOOOWYf. 

Next  eye,  my  sonne. 

HAROŁPS. 

Nowe,  Cnglonde,  ya  tbe  tyme, 
Whan  thee  or  thie  felle  foemens  caosemoste  die. 
Thie  geason  wronges  bee  reyoe  ynto  theyre 

piyme; 
Now  wylle  thie  sonnes  unto  thie  snocoure  flię* 
Alyche  a  storm  egederinge  yn  tbe  skie, 
Tys  fulle  ande  brasteth  on  the  chaper  grounde ; 
Sycke  shalle  mie  fhuirye  on  the  Normans  flie. 
And  alle  theyre  mittee  menne  beslcene  arounde. 
Nowe,  nowe,  wylle  Harolde  or  oppressionne 
folie,  [calle. 

Ne  moe  the  Englyshmenne  yn  yayne  for  hele  sbal 

I^YMOB  Edwardę  and  hft  Qijbbjib. 

Q|7BB|IB. 

Botte,  lo^eide,  whie  so  manie  Normannes  here  ? 
Mee  thynckethe  wee  bee  nptte  yn  Englysbe 
londe. 
'    These  browded^  straungers  alwaie  do  appere, 
Tbde  parte  yor  trone,  and  setę  ąt  your  ryghte 
-hondę, 

KWGB. 

,  Go  to,  goe  to,  yott  doe  ne  nnderstonde: 

Theie  yeave  mee  lyffe,  and  dyd  niiebowkie  kepe; 

Theie  dyd  mee  feeste,  and  did  embowre  me 

'  gronde;  [ślepe. 

To  trete  hem  ylle  wuMe-lette  mie  kyndnesse 

f  OnHieMctoiipsiioiitf,  one  wbo  takes  np  the  cross 
10  order  to  fight  against  the  Saracens. 

'  Browded,  embroidered;  it  is  conjectnTed  em- 
'^idery  wą«  pęt  iise4  ia  Eoglaiid  till  ii^nry  IŁ 


Mancas6  you  have  yn  storę,  and  to  then|  partej 
Yoare  leege*fotcke  make  moke  dole,  you  hare 
theyr  worthe  asitertei}. 

KYNOB. 

I  heste  no  redę  of  you.    I  ken  mie  friendes. 
Hallie  dheie  are,  fulle  ready  mee  to  bele. 
Theyre  voIundes  are  ystorven  to  self  endes; 
No  denwere  yn  mie  breste  I  of  them  fele: 
1  muste  to  prayers;  goe  yn,  and  you  do  weto; 
1  muste  ne  lose  the  dutie  of  the  daie; 
Go  inne  go  ynne,  ande  viewe  the  azure  rele, 
fulfe  irelle  I  wote  you  have  noe  mynde  toe 
praie. 

IttyEBBB. 

I  l«eve  youe  to  doe  hommąge  heaven-were; 
To  servę  yor  |eege4blcko  toe  is  doeynge  hommaga 
there. 

Ktngb  tmd  Syr  Hughji^ 

KYNOB. 

Mie  friende,  syr  Hughe^  whatte  tydyQgesbryng08 
thee  here? 

HUGBB. 

There  is  no  mancas  yn  mie  loverdes  ente; 
Tbe  hus  dyspensę  unpaied  doe  appere; 
The  laste  reoeivure  ys  eftsoones  cfispente. 

KYRGIk 

Thenne  guvlde  the  Westc. 

BVGHB. 

Mie  loYeide,  I  dyd  speke 

Untoe  the  mitte  erle  Harolde  of  the  thynge; 

He  raysed  hys  hondę,,  and  smote  me  onne  the 

cheke,  [kynge* 

Saieynye,   go   beare   thatte  measfąga  to   tbe 

IKYNGB. 

Ąrąoe  bym  ąf  hys  powers;  bia  Goddit  worde, 
Ne  moe  thatte  Harolde  shaU  ywlekł  the  erliet 
swerde* 

BUGBB. 

Atte  seeson  fytte,  mie  lorerde,  lette  itt  bee; 
Botte  nowe  the  Iblcke  doe  soe  enalse  hys  name, 
Inne  strewynge  to  siea  hymme,  ourselves  we 

slea; 
Syke  ys  the  doughtyness  of  hys  grete  fame« 

KYNGB. 

Hughe,  I  bethyncke,  thie  redę  ys  notte  to  blame. 
Botte  thou  maiest  fynde  fulle  storę  of  marckes 
yn  Kente. 

BUGBB. 

Mie  noble  loTerde,  Godwynnys  the  same;  [ent. 
He  sweeres  be  wylle  notte  swelle  the  Normanf 

KYNGB. 

Ab  traytoure!  botte  mie  lage  I  wylle  com- 

maunde.  [launde. 

Thou  arte  a  Normanne,  Hughe,  a  straunger  to  the 

Thou  kenneste  howe  these  Eoglysdie  erle  doe 
Such  stedness  in  the  yll  andery  Ile  thynge,  [here 
Botte  ątte  the  goode  theie  hover  yn  denweroą 
Onknowlachynge  gif  thereunto  to  clynge. 


^  Mąncas  werc  smali  Sazan  coins^ 

*>  UnittteUigible. 
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Oowordie  syke  a  inarvelle  of  a  kynge ! 

0  Edi^arde,  thou  deseryest  purer  leege; 

To  thee  heie  shulden  al  theire  mancas  brynge ; 
Thie  nodde  should  save  menne,  and  Łhie  glomb 
forslege. 

1  amme  no  cnrriedowe,  I  lacke  no  wite» 

I  speke  wbatte  bee  tbe  ŁrouŁbe,  and  wbatte  all  see 
isryghte. 

•  "    KYNGE. 

Thou  arie  a  nallie  mannę,  I  doe  thee  pryze. 
Comme,  comme^and  here  and  hele  mee  ynn  mie 
Fulle  twentie  mancas  I  wy  Ile  thee  alise,  [praires. 
And  twayne  of  hamlettes  to  thee  and  thie 

beyres. 
Soe  shalle  all  Normannes  from  mie  londe  be  fed, 
Theie  alleyn  hare  syke  love  as  to  acquyre  yer 

biiedde» 


CHORUS, 


TO  GODDWYN,  A  TRAGEDIE. 
T^n^an  Treedom,  dreste  yn  blodde-steyned  veste, 

To  ererie  knyghte  ber  warrę-songe  sunge, 
Uponne  ber  bedde  wylde  wedes  were  spredde^ 
A  gorie  anlace  bye  ber  honge. 
She  daunced  onne  the  heathe; 
Sbe  hearde  tbe  voice  of  deatbe; 
Pale-eyned  affryghte»  hys  bartę  of  sylver  hue, . 
In  vayne  assayled  ber  bosomme  to  acale; 
She  hearde  onflemed  tbe  shriekynge  voice  of  woe, 
Aod  sadnesse  ynne  the  owlette  sbake  the  dale. 
She  shooke  tbe  burled  speerc, 
On  hie  i$be  jeste  her  sheelde, 
Her  foemen  all  appere. 
And  flizze  alonge  the  feelde. 
Power,  wytbe  his  beafod  straught  yntd  the  skyes, 
Hys  spcere  a  sonne-beame,  and  hys  sheelde  a 

starre, 
Alycbe  twaie  brendeyngc  gronfyres  roUs  hys  eyes, 
Cbiaftes  with  hys  yronne  feete  and  soundes  to  war. 
She  syttes  apon  a  rocke, ' 
Sbe  bendes  befbre  hys  speercy 
She  ryses  from  the  shocke, 
Wieldynge  her  owne  yn  ayre. 
Harde  as  the  thooder  dotbe  sbe  drive  ytte  on« 
Wytte  sciUye  W3rmpled  i^ies  ytte  to  hys  crowiie, 
Hys  longe  sharpe  spcere,  hys  spreddyngw  sheelde 

ysgon, 
He  feUes,  an'd  fallynge  rolleth  tbousandes  down. 
War,  goare-faced-war,  bie  envie  burld  arist, 
Hys  feerie  heaulme  noddynge  to  the  ayre, 
Tenne  bloddie  arrowes  ynne  hys  streynyngft 
fyste— - 
•        •         •         ♦        #        • 


EyGLYSH  METAMORPHOSIS. 

BIE  T.  ROMTEIE. 
BÓOKE  Ist*. 

[This  poem  is  printed  from  »  single  sheet  in  Gbat- 
terton*B  band-writing,  comtnunicated  by  Mr. 
Barrett,  who  received  it  from  Chatterton.] 

Whannb  Scythyaimes,  caWage  as  the  wolres 

theie  chaode, 
Peyncted  in  borrowe  formes  bie  natare  dyghte, 

'  BodkM  \sU  \  will  ettdea?onr  to  get  the  remain- 
der  of  these  poems*    (Chatterton. 


^leckied  yn  beastskjrns,  slepte  aponne  the^ 
And  wyth  the  momeynge  rouzed  tbe  wołfe  to 

fyghte, 
Swefte  as  descendeynge  lemes  of  roddie  lyghte 
Plonged  to  the  bulstred  bcdde  of  lareynge  seas, 
Gerd  the  blacke  mountayn  oket  yn  drybblets 

twighte, 
And  ranne  yn  thougbte  alonge  tbe  aznre  men, 
Whose  eyne  dyd  feerie  sheene,  likeblae-bayrel 

defs, 
That  dreerie  bangeupon  Dover>scrabIaimchedcIcft. 

Soft  boundeynge  over  sWeUeynge  aznre  reles 
The  salvage  natyres  sawe  a  ibsrppe  appere ; 
An  imoouthe  denwere  to  theire  bosamroe  stdei^ 
Theyre  mygfate  yt  knopped  ynne  tbe  fhwte  of 

fere. 
The  heade^  ja^lyn  Usseth  berę  and  tbere ; 
Tbeie  stonde,  theie  lonne,  theie  Łoke  wyth  eger 

«ync;  [ayre, 

The  sbyppes  sayle,  boleynge  wythe  the  ky  ndełie 

Ronneth  to  h^irbourfrom  the  beatynge  bryne; 

Theie  dryre  awueaghaste,  wbannetothe  strooda 

A  burled  Trojan  lepes,  wythe  moiglaien  aweerde  ya 

hondę. 

Hymme  fbllowede  eftsoones  hys  oompbeeieg, 

whose  swerdes 
Glestred  lyke  gledeynge  starres  yn  frostienete, 
Hayleyngetheyrecaptayneinchirckyngewordes 
Kynge  of  the  lande,  whereon  theie  set  theyre  fetę. 
Tbe  greete  kynge  Brutus  thanne  tbeie  i^  hfm 

greete, 
Prepared  for  battle,  mareschalled  the  fyghte; 
Theie  ufgcd  the  warre,  the  naty  ve9  fledde,  as' 

flete  [>3rEhte; 

^As  fleaynge  cloudes  that  swymme  brforetbe 
Tyli  tyred  wythe  battles,  for  to  ceese  the  firaie, 
Theie  uncted  Brutus  kynge,  and  ga^e  the  Tiojamii 

swaie. 

Twayne  of  twel?e   years  han  lemed  np  tbe 

myndes, 
Leggende  the  salrage  unthewes  of  theire  lH«8te, 
Improved  inmjrsterk  warre,  andlymmed  tbeyie 

kyndes,  [reste. 

Whenne  Brute  from  Brutons  sonke  to  aeteine 
Eftsoons  the  gentle  Locryne  was  possest 
Of  swaie,  and  yested  yn  the  paramente; 
Halceld  the  bykrous  Huns,  who  dyd  infeste 
Hys  wakeynge  kyngdom  wyth  a  foule  intente;  • 
As  hys  broade  swerde  oer  Homberres  baade  waii 

honge,  [aloogei 

He  toumed  toe  ryrer  wyde,  and  roaiynge  roUed 

He  wedded  G«ndolyiie  of  roieal  sede,  [spieade; 
Upon  whose  countenance  rodde  healtbe  wsi 
Blousblng,  alyche  the  scarlette  of  her  wede, 
She  sonke  to  pleasaunce  on  the  marryage  bedde. 
EiUoons  ber  peacefuU  joie  of  mjrnde  was  fledde; 
Elstrid  ametten  with  the  kynge  Locryne; 
Unnombered  beauties  were  upon  her  shedde, 
MoGhe  fyne,  moche  fiiyrer  thanne  was  Gendo- 

lync ; 
The  mornynge  tynge,  the  roae,  tbe  lillie  floaie, 
In  ever  ronneynge  race  on  her  dyd  peyncte  theym 

IK>were.: 

The  gentle  snyte  óf  Locryne  gayned  ber  lorę; 
Tbeie  ly  ved  soft  momentes  to  a  swotie  age; 
Eft  wandringe  yn  the  coppyoe,  delie,  and  groT^ 
Where  ne  one  eyne  mote  theyre  disporte  engafcj 
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Tbere  ćjdóe  theie  tell  Łhe  merrie  lorynge  fage, 
Croppe  Łhe  prymroaen  floare  to  decke  tbeyre 

headde; 
The  feerie  Gendolyne  yn  woman  ragę 
Gemoted  wanriours  to  bewreck  ber  bedde; 
Theie  rosę;   ynne  battle  was  greete  Locryne 

sleene; 
Tbeiaire  Elstńdsfleddefrom  theenchafed  queene. 

A  tye  of  Iovey  a  dawter  fiiyre  she  hanne,   [daie, 
"Whose  boddeynge  morneyng  shewed  a  fayre 
Her  fadre  Jjocrynne,  once  an  baiłie  mannę. 
Wyth  the  fayre  da  wterre  dydde  she  hastę  awaie. 
To  where  the  Western  mittee  pyles  of  claie 
Arise  ynto  the  cloudes,  and  doe  them  beere; 
There  dyd  Elstridaand  Sabryna  staie; 
The  fyrste  tryckde  out  a  whyle  yn  warryours 

gratch  and  gear, 
Yyncentewas  she  ycleped,  batte  falle  soone  fetę 
8eute  deathe,  to  telle  the  damę,  she  was  notte  yn 

regrate. 

Tbequeene  Oendolyne  sente  a  gyaunte  knyghte, 
Whose  doughtie  heade  ^wepte  the  emmertleynge 

skics. 
To  8)ea  ber  whefesoever  she  shulde  be  pyghte> 
Eke  everychoQe  who  shulde  herele  emprize. 
Swefteas  theroareynge  wyndes  the  gyaunte  flies, 
Stayde  the  loude  wyndes,  and  shaded  reaulmes 

yn  nyghte, 
Stepte  over  cyttiesy  on  meintacres  lies,  [lighte; 
Meeteynge  the  herehaughtes    of   momejmge 
Tyli  mooveynge  to  the  .Weste,  myschaunce  bys 

He  thorowe  wanriours  g^tcb  fayre  EUtrid  did  espie. 

He  tore  a  ragged  mountayne  from  the  grounde, 
Harried  uppe  uoddynge  forrests  to  the  skie, 
Tbanne  wythe  a  fuirie,  mote  the  crthe  astoiinde. 
To  meddle  ayre  he  lette  the  mountayne  flie. 
The  flying  wolfynnes  sente  a  yelleynge  crie; 
Oane  Yyncente  and  Sabryna  felle  the  mount; 
ToIyve  seŁemalle  dyd  theie  eftsoones  die; 
Thorowe  the  sandie  grave  boiled  op  the  pourple 

founte. 
On  a  broad  graissie  ptayne  was  layde  the  hylle, 
0taieynge  the  rounynge  course  of  meinta  limmed 
rylle. 

The  goddes,  who  kenned  the  actyons   of  the 

wy^hte. 
To  leggen  the  sadde  happe  of  twayoe  so  fayre, 
Honton  dyd  make  the  mountsune  bie  tbeire 

mighie. 
Forth  from  Sabryna  ran  a  ry verr6  cleere, 
Roarynge  and  rolleynge  on  yn  course  bysmare; 
From  female  Yyncente  shotte  a  ridge  of  Stones, 
Eche  syde  the  ryver  rysynge  heavenwerej 
Sabrynas  floode  was  helde  ynne  Elstryds  bones. 
So  are  theie  cłepcd;  gentle  aod  the  hynde 
Can  telle,  that  Sevemes  streeme  bie  Yyncentes 

rockers  ywrynde. 

The  bawsyn  gyaunt,  hee  who  d3rd  them  slee. 
To  telle  Oendolyne  ąnycklie  was  ysped ; 
Whanne,  as  he  strod  alonge  the  shakeynge  lee, 
Tberoddie  levynne  glestend  on  hys  headde: 
Into  hys  hearte  the  aznre  vapoure8  spreade; 
He  wrythde  arounde  yn  drearie  demie  payne; 
Whanne  from  his  lyfe-bloode  the  rodde  lemes 

were  fcd, 
He  felle  an  hepe  of  ashes  on  the  playne: 


Styllc  does  hys  ashes  shoote  ynto  the  lyghte, 
A  wondrous  ijiountayne  hie,  and  Snowdon  ys  ytte 
hyghte. 


ANEKCELEKTE  BALADE  OF  CHARITIE. 

A8  WROTBN    BIB   THE  OODB   PRIE8TE  TBOMAt 
ROWŁEIE*.    1464. 

[Tbis  poem  is  printed  from  a  single  sheet  in  Chat- 
terton'8  hand-writing,  communicated  by  Mr. 
Barrett,  who  received  it  from  Chatterton.] 


In  Yirgyne  the  sweltrie  Sun  gan  sheene. 
And  hotte  upon  the  mees  did  caste  his  raie; 
The  apple  rodded  from  its  palie  greene. 
And  the  mole  peare  did  bende  the  leafy  spraie; 
The  pecde  chelandri  sange  the.ly\'elong  daie  ; 
'Twas  nowe  thepryde,  the  manhodeof  the  yeare. 
And  eke  the  grounde  was  dighte  in  its  mose  defte 
aumere« 

The  Sun  was  glemeiog  in  the  middc  of  daie, 
Deadde  still  the  aire,  and  eke  the  weikcn  bluę^ 
When  fr6m  the  sea  arist  in  drear  arraie 
A  hepe  of  cloudes  of  sable  sullen  huc, 
The  which  fiiU  fest  unto  the  woodlande  drewe, 
Htltring  attenes  the  Sunnis  fctyve  face. 
And  the  blacke  tempeste  swolne  and  gatłierd 
up  apace. 

Bcncathc  an  holme,  faste  by  a  pathwaie  sidc, 
Which  dide  unto   Seyncte  Godwine'8  covent* 
A  hapless  pilgrim  moneynge  dyd  abide,    [lede. 
Porę  in  his  viewe,  ungentle  iń  his  weede, 
Longe  bretful  of  the  roiseriesof  necde, 
Whercfrom  thehail-stonecoulde  the  almer^  flie? 
Ile  had  no  housen  theere,  ne  anie  coveut  nie. 

Look  in  his  glommed  <  foce,  his  sprighte  tbere 

scanne ; 
Howe  woe-be^one,  howe  withered,  forwynd^ 
deade !  [mannę ! 

Hastę  to  thie  church-glebe-house,  asshrewed 
Hastę  to  thie  kiste,  thie  oniie  dortoure  bedde. 
Cale,  as  the  claie  which  will  gre  on  thie  hedde; 
Is  charitie  and  Iove  aminge  highe  elves$ 
Knightis  and  barous  liva  for  pleasure  and  them* 

'  Thomas  Rowky,  the  author,  was  bom  at  Norton 
Mal-reward,  in  Sumersetshire,  educated  at  the 
convent  of  St  Kenna,  at  Keynesham,  and  died  at 
Westbury  in  Gloucestetshire. 

*SeyncU  Godsomt^t  Cwent,  It  would  have  beea 
charitabUf  if  the  author  had  not  pointed  at  personal 
characters  in  this  Ballad  of  Charity.  The  Abbott^ 
of  St  Godwin*s  at  the  time  of  the  writing  of  this 
was  Ralph  de  Bellomont,  a  great  stickler  for  the 
Lancastrian  family.     Rowleywos  a  Yorki  st. 

3  Unauthorized,  and  contrary  to  analogy. 

A  Glommed,  clouded,  dgected.  A  person  of  some 
notę  in  the  literary  world  is  of  opiuion,  that  gbtm 
and  giom  are  modern  cant  words;  and.  from  thig 
circumstance-doubts  the  authenticity  of  Rowley's 
Manuscripts.  Gluinmung  iu  the  Saxon  signifies 
twiligbt,  a  dark  or  dubious  łight;  and  the  modern 
word  glooH^  is  deiived  from  the  Saxon  glum.  * 
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The  gfttherd  ^rme  is  rype ;  the  bigge  drops 
falle;  ^         [rainc; 

The  forawat  meadowes  smethe,  and  drenche  the 
The  comyng  chastDess  do  the  cattle  pall, 
And  the  iull  flockes  aredrivynireore  the  plaine; 
Dashde  fromthe  cloudes  the  waters  flottagaine; 
The  welkin  opes;  the  yellow  levynne  flies; 
A»i  Uie  hot  fierientnothe  in  the  wideiowingsdied. 

Listę!  DOW  the  thunder*8  rąttling  clymmynge 

sound 
Cheyes  slowHe  on,  and  then  embollen  dangs, 
Shakes  thehieapyre,  and  losst,di8pend^d^drowi^'d, 
Still  on  the  gallard^  eure  of  terroure  hanges; 
The  windes  are  up;  the  lofty  elmen  swanget; 
Agayn  the  ]evyime  ^nd  the  thunder  poures. 
And  the  inll  cloades  are  braste  attenes  tn  stooen 

showers. 

t    Spurreynge  his  palfrie  oere  the  watne  plaine, 
The  Abbote  of  Seynote  Godwynes  oonvente 

oame; 
Bifi  chapoumette^  was  drcnted  with  the  reioe. 
And  bis  pencte  gardle  met  with  mickle  shame; 
He  aynewarde  told  his  bederoIPat  the  same; 
The  storme  encreasen,  and  he  drew  aside,[bide. 

"With  the  mist  al  mes  craver  neere  to  tlje  holme  to 

His  cope  was  all  of  Lyncolne  clothe  so  fyne, 
With  a  gold  buttOD  fasten^d  neere  his  chynne; 
"His  autremete  was  edged  with  go  (den  twynno, 
Andhisshoonepykealorerds  mightehave  biune; 
Fuli  weil  it  shewn  he  tboughten  coste  no  smne: 
The  trąmmels  of  the  palfrye  pleasde  his  sigbte, 
^orthe  horse-millanare'  his  ^ead  with  rpsesdighte. 

'  Gallied  is  ftjU  iised  ią  this  sense  in  the  coun- 
iry  around  Bristol. 

^Chapournette,  a  smali  loitnd  hat,  no^  unlike  the 
lihaponmette  in  heraldry,  formerly  wpm  by  eccie* 
•iastics  and  lawyers. 

*^He  mptewarde  iolde  his  htderoŁl,  he  told  his  beads 
backwanis;  a  figurati^e  expression  to  siguify 
cursing* 

?  fforte^mSlananf  I  beUe?e  this  trade  is  sttU  in 
1>eing,  tbough  but  seldom  empioyed. 

Mr.  Steąrens  bas  left  a  curious  notę  upon  this 
word.  "  One  mornthg,  whiłe  Mr.  Tyrwhittand  I 
were  at  Bristol,  in  1776,  we  had  not  proceeded  for 
Drom  our  lodging,  befooe  he  found  he  had  left  pn 
his  table  a  memorandum  book  which  itwąs  neces* 
aary  he  should  have  about  him.  He  thereibre  re- 
tumed  to  fetch  it,  w&ile  I  iStood  still  in  tbe  vęry 
place  we  pąrted  at,  lopHing  on  the  objec^  $ibout 
me.  By  this  spot,  as  t  wąs  subsequeiitly  assured, 
the  young  Cfiatterton  would  naturally  pass  to  the 
charity  school  on  $t  Ąugustine's-Back,  whcre  he 
wis  educ^te^.  But  whether  this  circum8|tance  be 
eorrec^iy  stated  or  not,  is  immaterial  to  the  gene- 
rał tendency  of  the  fbUowing  remark.  On  the  spot 
Iio»'eyer  where  I  was  staiiding,  our  retentive  ob- 
scrver  had  picked  up  an  idea  which  ailerwards 
Ibund  its  way  into  his  Exrelente  Balade  of  Cha- 
ritie,  aS  wroten  bie  the  gode  prieste  Thomas  Row- 
leie.     1404. 

For  the    horse-millanare   his  head  with    roses 
dighte. 

The  considerate  reader  most  obvioQ6ly  have  stared 
•A  being  infomcd  tbat  such  a  term  ąad  sucb  a 


An  almes,  sir  prieste!  the  droppynge  pSgriii 

saide, 
O !  let  me  waite  within  your  coTente  dore, 
Ti II  the  Sunne  sheneth  hie  aboye  our  hesde, 
And  the  loud  tempeste  of  the  aire  is  oer; 
Hełpless  and  ould  am  I  alaas!  and  poor; 
No  house,  ne  friend,  ne  mpneie  in  my  pooche; 
All  yatte  I  cali  my  owne  is  this  my  si1ver  crouehe. 

Yarlet,  reptyd  the  Abbatte,  oease  your  dinne; 
This  is  no  season  almes  and  prayersto  0ive; 
Mic  porter  never  lets  a  faitour  in; 
Kone  touch  mie  rynge  who  not  in  honoor  lift. 
And  noW  the  Sonne  with  the  blacke  cloodesdid 

stryve. 
And  shettynge  on  the  gronnde  his  glairie  rsie, 
The  Abbatte  śpurrde  his  steede,  and  eftsooaei 

roadde  awaie. 

Once  moethe  skia  wasblacke,  the  thounderroU^ 
Faste  reyneynge  oer  the  plaine  a  prieste  wu 

seen; 
Ne  dighte  fiiU  proude,  ne  bottoned  up  in  gohle; 
His  cope  and  japę  ^  węre  graie,  and  eke  were 
A  Łimitou)^  he  was  of  order  seene;       [clene;* 
And  from  the  pathwaie  side  then  turned  hec, 
Where  the  porę  almer  lisie  binethe  the  boUnen  tree. 

An  almes,  sir  priestl  the  droppynge  pilgiin 

sayde. 
For  sw<^te  seyncte  Marie  and  your  Ofder  sake. 
The  Limitoore  then  loo|ien'd  his  pouche  threadci 
And  did  tbereoute  a  gruate  of  sylyer  take; 
The  mister  pilgrim  dyd  (br  halline  shake. 
IJere  take  this  silTer,  it  maie  eathe  thie  csre; 
We  are  Ooddes  stewards  all,  netę  of  oure  owne  ve 

bare. 

But  ah!  uiihailie  pilgrim,  lerne  of  me^ 
Scatiie  anie  give  a  rentrołle  to  their  Lorde. 
Herę  take  my  semecope,  thoa  arte  bare  I  see; 
Tisthyne;  the  seynctes,  will  give  nie  mie  re- 

warde. 
He  left  the  pilgrim,  and  his  waie  aboide. 
Yyrgyiineand  hallie  Seyncte,  who  sitte  yn  gloore, 
Or  give  the '  mittee  will,  or  give  the  gode  man 

powcr. 


BATTLE  OF  HASTINGS. 

[In  printing  the  6rst  of  the»e  poems  twocopies 
have  been  madę  use  of,  boUi  taken  from  copia 
of  Chatterton's  handwriting,  the  one  by  Mr.Cat- 

tradehad  been  extant  in  1464;  but  hiswoąder 
would  have  (^ased,  had  he  been  convinced  aslijin, 
that,  in  a  public  part  of  Bristol,  fuli  ip  sigfat  of 
evciy  passer  by,  was  a  Sadler's  shop,  over  whicb 
iras  inscribed  A  or  B  (no  matter  which)  ńonel 
Młlliner.  On  the  outside  of  one  of  the  wiodows 
of  the  same  operator,  stood  (and  1  supposeyet 
stands)  a  wooden  horse  dressed  out  with  ribboas, 
to  explain  the  naturę  of  horse-mitlinery.  W«  hsve 
here,  pcrbaps,  the  history  of  this  modem  iinsge, 
which  was  impressed  by  Cbatterton  into  hit  de- 
scriptiun  of  an  Abbote  of  Seyncte  Godwynes  Coa- 
vcnte," 

^Jape,  a  sbort  surpLice,  wom  by  frisn  o(  a^ii* 
fertoT  cla^and  secular  pries^. 


BAtrtE  ÓF  HAStINGS. 


itiott,aiid  t(ie6therby  Mr.  Barrett.  The  princi- 
paJ  diderence  between  theiń  is  at  tbe  end,  where 
the  latter  has  fouitcen  linesfrom  yer.  550,  which 
are  aranting  i  o  the  fbrmer.  The  second  poem 
ii  prioted  fromasinfde  oopy,  madę  by  Mr.  Bar- 
rett from  one  in  ChattertoQ's  hand-writing. 
It  sbould  be  obaerred,  thst  the  poem  marked  No«  I , 
wasf^hren  to  Mr.  Barrett  by  Chatterton  Irith 
the  foUowingtitle:  "  Battle  of  Haatioff^wrote  by 
Toi)rot  the  Monk,  a  Saxon,  in  the  tenth  cen- 
imy, and  tmnslated  by  Thomas  Rowlie,  pariah 
preeste  of  St  Joho^s  in  the  city  uf  Bristol,  in  the 
year  1445. — Tbe  remminder  of  the  poem  I  have 
not  been  happy  enougrh^o  meet  with."  Being 
aftervanls  prest  by  Mr.  Barrett  to  produce  any 
part  of  this  poem  in  the  original  hand-writing, 
be  at  last  sald  that  he  wrote  this  poem  himself 
for  a  fKend;  but  that  he  had  another,  the  oopy 
of  an  original  by  Rowley :  and  being  then  de- 
sh«d  to  produce  that  other  poem,  he,  after  a 
oonsiderable  interral  of  time,  brought  to  Mr. 
Barrett  the  poem  marked  No.  8,  as  for  as  ver. 
530incLwith  the  fonowing  title;  "  Battle  of  Has- 
tyngs  by  TUrgotus,  trandated  by  Roulie  for  W. 
Canynge  Esą.**  Tbe  lines  from  Ter.  531  ind. 
were  bronght  some  time  after,  in  consequence 
of  Mr.  Barrett*s  repeated  solicitations  for  the 
condnsipn  of  the  poem.] 


^  (No.  1.) 

O  Chrtstb,  it  is  a  grief  for  me  to  telle, 
Hbw  manie  a  nobil  etle  and  Talrous  knyjirhte 
In  fyghtynge  for  kynge  Harrold  noblie  fell, 
Al  sleyne  in  Hasty ng«  feeld  in  blottdie  fyghte. 
Oiea!  our  teeming  donore,  han  thy  Aoude, 
Hao  anie  fhictoous  entendement,  [bloude, 

Thott  wouldst  havo  rosę  and  sank  wyth  tyd«}S  of 
Before  duke  Wy11yam*8  knyghts  han  hither  went; 
Whose  cowart  arrows  UAnie  erles  sleyne, 
And  broed  tbe  feeld  wyth  bloude  as  season 
rayne. 

And  of  his  knygfates  did  eke  fuli  manie  die, 
Ali  pasfting  hie,  of  mickle  myghte  echone, 
Whote  poyirnant  arrowes,  typp'd  with  destynie, 
CansM  manie  wydowes  to  make  myckle  monę. 
Łordynges,  ayaunt,  that  chycken-harted  are, 
From  oot  of  hearynge  qnicklie  now  departe; 
Fuli  well  I  wote,  to  synge  of  bloudie  warre 
Will  greere  yoor  tenderlie  and  mayden  harte. 
Go,  do  the  weaklie  womman  inn  mann's  geare. 
And  scond  yoor  mansion  łf  gryrom  war  come 
there. 

Soone  as  the  eriie  matcn  belle  was  tolde, 
And  Sonne  was  come  to  byd  us  all  good  dale, 
Bothe  armies  on  the  feeld,  both  brave  and  bolde, 
Prepar*d  for  fyghte  in  champyon  arraie. 
As  when  two  bu  Ileś,  destsrnde  for  Hctpktide  fygbte, 
Are  yoked  bie  the  necke  within  a  sparre, 
Tbeie  rend  ti^e  erthe,  and  traveUyrs  affryghte, 
Lackynge  to  gage  the  sportiTe  bloudie  warre; 
Soe  lacked  Harroldes  menne  to  come  to  blowes, 
The  Nonnans  lacked  for  to  wielde  tbeir  bowes. 

Kynge  Harrolde  tamynge  to  hys  leegemeo  spake ; 
Uy  DMirie  meoi  be  not  c«it  downct  io  myiide; 


Your  onlie  lode  for  aye  to  mar  or  make', 
Refore  yun  Sunnc  has  dopde  his  welke  you  'U  fynde^ 
Your  loyynge  wife,  wbo  erst  dyd  rid  the  londe 
'Of  Lurdanes,  and  the  treasure  that  you  han. 
Wyli  ftille  into  tlie  Normanne  robber^s  hondę, 
Uniesse  with  hondę  and  harte  you  plaie  the  mannę. 
Chcer  up  yoitre  hartes,chasesorrowe  fiirre  awaie^ 
Godde  and  sejrncte  Cuthbert  be  the  worda  t# 
daie. 

And  thenne  dulse  WyHyam  to  hit  knyghtes  dJ4 

»««e; 
My  menie  menne^  be  brayene  eTeriohe'; 
Gif  I  do  gayn  the  bonore  of  the  daic. 
Ech  one  of  you  I  wyli  make  myckle  riche. 
Beer  you  in  mynde,  we  for  a  kyngdomm  fyghte t   • 
Lordshippes  and  honores  echone  shall  possesse  | 
Be  this  tbe  worde  to  daic,  God  and  my  ryghte; 
Ne  doubte  but  God  will  oure  tnie  cause  blesac. 
The  claiions  then  sounded  sharpe  and  shrijle  j 
Deatbdoeynflpe  blades  were  out  intent  to  kille. 

And  brave  kjmg  Harrolde  had  nowe  donde  his  saio; 
He  threwe  wythe  myghte  amayue  hys  sborte  hone- 

spear, 
The  noisc  it  madę  the  duke  to  tum  awaie. 
And  hytt  bis  knyghte,  de  Beque,  upon  the  eąr. 
His  cristede  beaver  dyd  him  smalle  abounde^ 
The  cruel  spear  went  thorough  all  his  hede; 
The  purpel  bloude  camegousbynge  to  the  groiinde. 
And  at  duke  Wyllyam's  feet  he  tumbled  deade: 
So  fell  the  myghtie  tower  of  StandiHp,  whemie 
It  felte  the  furie  of  the  Danish  menne. 

O  Afflem,  son  of  Cuthbert,  holie  sayncte, 

Come  ayde  thy  freend,  and  sbewe  duke  Wyllyami 

paync; 
Take  up  tby  pencyl,  all  his  features  paincte; 
Thy  cdioryng  excells  a  synger  strayne. 
Duke  Wyllyam  sawe  his  freende  sleyne  pitcouslie. 
His  loyynice  freende  whome  hc  muchę  honorqd. 
For  he  han  lovd  bym  from  puerilitie. 
And  theie  together  bothe  ban  bin  ybrcd:^ 
O !  in  duke  Wyllyam's  harte  it  raysde  a  flame^ 
To  whiche  the  rmgc  of  emptie  wolyeg  is  tamę* 

He  tooke  a  brazen  crosse-bowe  in  his  hondę. 
And  drewe  it  harde  with  all  hys  myghte  ameip, 
Ne  doubtyng  but  the  bravest  in  the  londe 
Han  by  his  soundyngearrowe^lede'  bene  sleyne* 
Alured*s  stede,  the  lynest  stede  alive, 
Bye  comlie  formę  knowlached  from  the  rest; 
BuŁ  nowe  his  destind  huwre  dyd  aryrc, 
Tłie  arrowe  byt  opon  his  milkwhite  breste: 
So  have  I  seen  a  ladie-smock  aoe  wbite, 
Blown  in  the  momynge,  and  mowd  downe  af 
night. 

With  tbilk  a  force  it  dyd  his  boddie  gore, 
That  in  his  tender  guttes  it  entered, 
In  reritee  a  fuli  clothe  yarde  or  morę. 
And  downe  with  daiten  noyse  he  sunken  dedew 
Brave  Alured,  benethe  his  foithfiill  horse, 
Was  smeerd  all  oTer  withe  the  gorie  duste, 

'  One  commentator  supposes  that  this  meant 
tłie  path  of  the  arrow,  from  the  Saxon  ładę,  i  ter. 
profecttv.  Dean  Milles,  that  it  may  mean  an  ar« 
row  headed  with  lead,  or  that  it  is  mispelled  foi 
arrow-bede,  Either  fk  thete  lattar  coi^actures  'm 
probable. 
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And  on  hym  laie  the  recei^i  lulcewanne  oone, 
ThAt  Alured  coulde  not  hymsdf  alnste*. 

The    standjmg    Normans  drew  theyr   bowe 
echone,  [downe. 

And  broght  fiiU  manie  Englysh  cbampyons 

The  Normans  kepi  aloofe,  at  dutaunce  styUe, 
The  Englysh  netę  but  shoii  hone-«pear8  oo«ld 

welde ; 
The  Englysh  monie  dethe-sure  dartes  did  kille, 
And  manie  arrowes  twangM  upon  the  sheelde. 
KyngeHaroldes  knyghts  desir^de  forhendie  stroke, 
And  marched  furious  o'er  the  Uoudie  pleyne, 
In  bodie  close,  and  madę  the  pleyne  to  smoke ; 
Their  sheelds  rebounded  arrowes  back  agaynne. 
Hie  Normans  stode^aloofe,  nor  hede  the  same, 
Their  arTowes  woulde  do  dethe,  tho*  from  &r  of 
they  came. 

Duke  Wyllyam  drewe  agen  bys  arrowe  stiynge^ 
An  arrowe  withe  a  sylyer-hede  drewe  be; 
The  arrowe  dauncynge  in  the  ayre  dyd  synge^ 
And  hytt  the  horse  Tossdyn  on  the  knee. 
At  this  brave  Tossiyn  threwe  his  short  horse- 

speare; 
Dnke  Wyttyam  stooped  to  ayoyde  the  blowe; 
The  yrone  weapon  hnmmed  in  his  eare,     ' 
And  hitte  sir  DouUie  Naibor  on  the  prowe: 
Upon  his  helme  soe  furious  was  the  stroke» 
It  spięte  his  beaver,  and  the  rytets  broke. 

Downe  fell  the  beayer  by  Tossiyn  spięte  in  tweine. 
And  onn  his  hede  exp6s*d  a  ponie  wound^ 
But  on  DestoutYilles  sholder  came  ameiiie, 
And  feird  the  charopyon  to  the  bloudie  groonde. 
Ttien  DouUie  myghte  his  bowestrjmge  drewe, 
Enthougbte  to  gyve  brave  Tossiyn  bloudie  wounde. 
But  Karolde's  assenglaye^  stopp^d  it  as  it  flewe. 
And  it  fell  bootless  on  the  bloudie  grounde. 
Siere  DouUie,  whenhe  sawe  hys  vengethus  broke, 
Death-doynge  blade  from  out  the  scabard  toke. 

And  nowe  the  battail  closde  on  eTerych  syde, 
And  foce  to  face  appeard  the  knyghtes  fuli  brave; 
They  litled  up  theire  bylles  with  myckle  pryde. 
And  manie  woundes  unio  the  Normans  ga^c. 
So  have  I  sene  two  weirs  at  once  give  grounde, 
White  fomyng  hygh  to  rorynge  combat  runne; 
In  roaryng  dyn  and  heaven-breaking  sounde, 
Burste  waves  on  waves,  and  spangle  in  the  sunnć ; 
And  when  their  myghte  inburstyngewavesisfled, 
Lłke  cowards,  stele  alouge  theire  ozy  hede* 

\  Yonge  Egelrede,  a  knyghte  of  comelie  mein» 
AfTynd  unto  the  kynge  of  Dynefarre; 
At  echone  tylte  and  tourney  he  was  seene. 
And  lovM  to  be  amonge  the  bloudie  warre) 
He  couch*d   hys  launce,  and  ran  wyth  mlckle 
Ageinste  the  brest  of  sieur  de  Bonoboe;    [myghte 
He  grond  and  sunken  on  the  place  of  fyghte, 
O  Chryste!  to  fele  hys  wounde,  hys harte  was woe. 

Ten  thousand  thoughtes  push'd   in   upon  his 
mynde. 

Not  for  hymselfe,  but  those  he  lefl  behynde. 

•  Mr.  Bryant  and  Mr,  Tyrwbitt  agree  that  this 
word  bas  been  put  by  a  mistake  of  Chatterton's 
for  {^uste, 

^  This  word  is  not  known;  itoccurs  again  in 
this  poera,  I.  423.  Chatteron  has  used  it  in  The 
Unknown  Knight. 


He  dy*d  and  lefled  wyfis  and  chyldren  t««nis, 
Whom  he  wytbe  cheiysfament  did  dearlie  love; 
In  £ngland's  court,  in    goode  kynge  Edwaid^ 

regiie, 
He  wonne  the  tylte,  and  ware  ber  crymson  gkiw 
And  thence  unto  tbe  place  where  he  was  borne, 
Togetfaer  with  hys  wdthe  and  better  wyfe. 
To  Noimandie  be  dyd  perdie  retnme, 
la  peace  and  ąuietnesse  to  lead  his  lyfe; 
And  now  with  soivrayn  Wyllyam  be  came^ 
To  die  in  battel,  or  get  welthe  and  fiune. 

Then,  swefte  as  lyghtnynge,  Egeiredus  set 
Agaynstdu  Barlie  of  the  mounten  head; 
In  his  derę  faartesbloude  his  longe  launce  was  ««tt, 
And  from  his  courser  down  he  tumbled  dode; 
So  haye  1  sene  a  mountayne  oak  that  loi^ 
Has  Cfliste  his  shadowe  to  the  mountayne  syde, 
Brare  all  the  wyndes,  tho'  ever  they  so  stronge, 
And  Tiew  the  briers  helowe  with  self-taugbt  pńde; 

Buty  whan  throwne  downe  by  mighlie  thuoder 
.  stroke, 

He'de  rather  bee  a  bryer  than  an  obe. 

Then  Egeired  dyd  in  a  declynie 
>Hys  launce  uprere  with  all  hys  myghte  ameioe, 
And  strok  Fitzport  upon  the  dexter  eye. 
And  at  his  pole  the  spear  came  out  agayne. 
Butt  as  he  drewe  it  forthe,  an  arrowe  fledde 
Wyth  mickle  myght  sent  from  de  TiacyU  bowe. 
And  at  hys  syde  the  arrowe  entered. 
And  out  tiie  crymson  streme  of  błoude  gan  flowe,* 
In  purpłe  strekes  it  dyd  hy»  anner  staine. 
And  smokM  in  puddles  on  the  dostie  plaiae. 

But  Egetred,  before  he  sunken  downe, 
With  all  his  myghte  amein  his  spear  besped, 
It  hytte  Bertrammil  Mannę  upon  the  crowae^ 
And  bothe  together  quicklie  sunken  dede. 
So  have  I  seen  a  rocke  o*er  others  hangę, 
Who  stronglie  plac*d    laughde  at  his  slippry 

State, 
But  when  he  falls  with  beaven-peercyqge  bangt 
That  he  the  sleeye  unrayeb  all  theire  fale, 
And  broken  onn  the  beech  tbys  lesson  spesl^ 
The  stronge  and  firmę  should  not  defiune  tbe 
weake. 

How^l  ap  Jeyah  came  from  Matrayal, 
Where  he  by  chaunce  han  slayne  a  noble^s  sos, 
And  now  was  come  to  fyghte  at  Haruki^s  cali. 
And  in  the  battel  he  much  goode  han  dune; 
Unto  kyng  Harold  he  foughte  mickle  near. 
For  he  was  yeoman  of  the  bodie  guard^; 
And  with  a  targy t  and  a  fyghtyng  spear, 
He  of  his  boddie  han  kepte  watch  and  wsrd: 
Truć  as  a  shadow  to  a  substant  thynge, 
So  true  he  guarded  Harold  hys  good  kynge. 

But  when  Egeired  tumbled  to  the  grounde, 
He  from  kynge  Karolde  quicklie  dyd  adraonce^ 

*The  author  of  the  Eiramination,  printed  st 
Sherborne, remarks  thus  upon  thispassage.  Howsl 
is  catled  in  the  above  lines  *'  yeoman  of  the  body 
guard."  Now  that  ofii(*e  was  unkUown  in  the 
days  of  Tnigot,  and  did  not  subsist  even  in  14<^, 
at  which  time  the  pocm  h  said  to  bayebeentnint- 
lated.  King  Henry  7  was  tbe  first  that  set  upths 
band  of  pcMsioncrs.  The  yeomen  of  the  gosrd 
were  instituted  aftcrwards. 
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And  itMoke  de  Tracie  tfailk  a  crewel  wonade, 
Hfs  harte  and  lerer  caine  out  on  the  lounce. 
And  then  retreted  for  to  guarde  hys  kynge. 
Od  dented  launoe  he  borę  the  harte  awaie; 
An  arrowe  caoie  from  Auffiroie  6riel*8  strynge, 
Into  hys  hede  betwyxt  hys  yron  staie ; 
Tbe  grey-goose^  pynion,  that  thereon  was  sett, 
Eftsoons  wythsmokyugcrymsonbloud  was  wett 

His  UoDde  at  this  was  waxen  iłami dj^  hotte, 
Without  adoe  he  tumed  onoe  aga3me. 
And  hytt  de  Griel  thilk  a  blowe,  Ood  wote, 
Maagre  hys  helme,  he  spięte  his  hede  in  twayne. . 
Tbts  Aiiffroie  was  a  mannę  of  mickle  pryde, 
Wbose  featliest  bewty  laddea  in  his  foce; 
Hii  cbannoe  in  warr  he  ne  before  han  tryde, 
fiut  lyy'd  in  love  and  Rosaline*8  embrace; 
And  like  a  useless  weede  amonge  tbe  haie 
Amonge  tbe  sleine  warrionra  Griel  laie. 

Kynge  Harolde  then  he  putt  his  yeomen  bie^ 
And  fendie  ryd  into  the  bloudie  fyghte; 
Erie  Ethelwolf,  and  Goodrick,  and  Allie, 
Cathbert,  and  Goddard,  mica]  menne  of  myghte, 
Ethelwin,  Etbelbert,  and  Edwin  too, 
Effred  the  fkmous,  and  erle  Ethelwarde, 
Kynge  Harolde*s  leegemenn,  erlies  hie  and  true, 
Rode  after  hym,  his  bodie  for  to  guarde; 
The  reste  of  erlies,  fyghtynge  other  whercs, 
Stained  with  Norman  bloode  tbeire  fyghtynge 
'  speres. 

As  vhen  aome  ryver  witb  tbe  season  raynes 
Wbite  ibmynge  hie  dothe  breke  the  bridges  oft, 
pertnmes  the  hamelct  and  all  conteins. 
And  layeth  óer  the  hylls  a  muddie  toft; 
So  Harold  ranne  upón  his  Nonnaune  foes, 
And  layd^  the  greate  and  smali  upon  the  groundei 
And  deltę  among  tbem  thilke  a  storę  of  blowes, 
fnll  manie  aNormanne  fell  by  łiym  dede  wounde; 
.  So  who  he  be  that  ouphant  faieries  strike, 
Their  soules  will  wander  to  kynge  Offii*s  dyke. 

Fitz  Salnarrille.duke  William^s  farourite  knyghte* 
To  noble  Edelwarde  his  life  dyd  yielde;  [myghte, 
Witbe  hys  tylte^Uunce  hee  stroke  with  thilke  a 
Tbe  Nonnan's  bowels  steemde  upon  the  feeld. 
OM  Selnaryille  beheld  hys  son  lic  ded, 
Agamst  erle  Edelwarde  his  bowe-strynge  drewe; 
Bot  Harold  at  one  błowe  madę  tweine  his  head; 
He  dy*d  before  the  poignant  arrowe  flew, 
So  was  the  hope  of  all  the  issue  gone, 
'  -And  ia  one  battle  fell  the  sire  and  son. 

De  Aubignee  rod  fercely  thro'  the  fyghte, 

To  where  the  boddie  of  Salnarville  laie ; 

Ouodhe;  And  arttbouded,  thou  manneof  myghte? 

ril  be  revenged,  or  die  for  thee  this  daie. 

Diethen  thou  shalt,  erle  Ethelward  he  said; 

I  am  a  cunnynge  erle,  and  that  can  tell; 

Tiien  drewe  hys  swerde,  and  ghastlie  cut  hys  hede, 

And  on  his  freend  eftsoons  he  lifeless  fell,  [iend, 
Stretch'd  on  the  bloudie  pleyne ;  great  God  fore^ 
It  be  the  fiite  of  uo  such  trusty  freende ! 

Then  Bgwin  sieur  Pikeny  dyd  attaque ; 
He  tumied  aboute  and  vilely  souten  flie; 
But  EgWin  cutt  so  deepe  into  his  backe, 
He  ToUed  on  the  grounde  and  soon  dyd  die. 

*Tbe  grey  goofe  wing  that  was  thereon 
In  hif  heart's  blood  was  wet.    . 


His  distant  sonne,  sire  Romara  di  Biere^ 
Soughte  to  re^enge  his  failcn  kynsman's  lote^ 
But  soone  erle  Cuthbert'8  dented  fyghtyng  spear 
Stucke  in  his  bartę,  and  ktayd  his  speed, God  wote. 
He  tumbled  downe  close  by  hys  kynsman*8  syde, 
Myngle  their  stremesof  pourpIebloude,anddy'd« 

And  now  an  arrowe  finom  a  bowe  unwote 
Into  erle  Cuthbert*ś  bartę  eftsoones  dyd  flee; 
Who  dying  sayd;  ah  me!  how  bard  my  k)te! 
Now  slaync,  maybap,  of  one  of  lowe  degree. 
So  have  I  seen  a  leafie  elm  of  yore 
Have  been  tbe  pride  and  glorie  of  tbe  pleine; 
But,when  the  spendyng  landlord  is  gruwne  poore, 
It  falls  bepethe  the  axe  of  some  rude  sweine; 
And  like  the  oke,  the  sorran  of  the  woodci 
lis  falleu  boddie  tells  you  how  it  stoode. 

When  Edelward  perceevd  erle  Cnthbert  die^ 
On  Hubert  strongest  of  the  Normanne  crewą, 
As  wolfo  when  hungred  on  the  catte)  ńie^ 
So  Edelward  amaine  upon  him  flewe. 
With  thilk  a  force  he  hyt  bym  to  the  gronnde; 
And  was  demasing  bowe  to  take  his  life, 
Wheii  he  bebjrnde  received  a  ghastlie  wounde 
Ojren  by  de  Torcia  with  a  stabbjmg  kn3rfe;  ^ 
Base  trecherous  Normannes,  if  such  acts  yon 
The  conąuer^d  mai  clame  victorie  of  you.  [doe, 

The  eriie  feite  de  Torcie's  treacherous  knyfe 
Han  madę  his  crymson  bloude  and  spirits  floe; 
Andknowlachyng  he  soon  must  quyt  this  lyfe^ 
Reso!ved  Hubert  should  too  with  bym  goe. 
He  held  hys  trustie  swerd  against  his  breste, 
And  down  he  fell,  and  peerc^d  him  to  the  harte ; 
And  both  together  then  did  take  their  reste, 
Their  soules  from  corpses  nnaknelfd  depart; 
And  both  togetber  soughte  the  unknown  shore, 
Where  we  słiall  goe,  where  manie'8  gon  before* 

Kynge  Harolde  Torcie^s  trechery  dyd  spie. 
And  hie  alofe  his  temper'd  swerde  dyd  welde, 
Cut  offe  hys  arme,  and  madę  the  bloude  to  flic. 
His  proofe  steel  armoure  did  him  littel  sbeelde  j 
And  not  content  he  spięte  his  bede  in  twaine,  - 
And  down  he  tiunbled  on  the  bloudie  grounde; 
Mean  while  the  other  erlies  on  tbe  plajme 
Gave  and  received  manie  a  bloudie  wounde, 
Such  as  the  arts  in  warre  han  leami  with  care. 
But  manie  knyghtes  were  women  in  men*8  gear. 

Herrewald,  borne  on  Sarim's  spreddyng  plaine, 
Where  Thor^s  £un*d  tempie  manie  ages  stoode; 
Where  Druids^,  auncient  preests  dyd  ryghtes  or- 

daine^ 
And  in  the  middle  shed  the  yictyms  bloude; 
Where  auncient  bardi  dyd  their  yerses  synge, 
Of  Cesar  conąuer^d  and  his  migbty  hoste, 
And  how  old  Tynyan,  necromancing  kynge, 
Wreck'd  all  hys  shyppyng  on  the  British  coaste, 

^  Mr.  Warton  ai^gues  that  this  opinion  ooncem- 
ing  Stoneheoge  did  not  ezist  in  the  dayv  of  Turgot. 
<*  The  consferuction  of  this  stupendous  pile  ^  the 
Drukby  asa  plaeeqftBorMkip,w99tk  disco  very  reserved 
for  tbe  sagacity  of  a  wiser  age,  and  the  laborious 
dtscussion  of  modern  antiquaries.'*  Dean  Milles 
controrerts  this  in  a  long  notę  without  eSecL  It 
only  appears  that  he  ą^id  the  poct,  with  the  same 
ignoranee,  confound  the  Celtic  and  Teutonic  dl- 
vinities. 
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Anci  madę  hym  io  his  tatter'd  barks  to  fiie, 
TUI  Tynyan^a  dethe  and  opportunity. 

To  make  it  morę  renomed  than  before, 

(i,  tho  a  Saxon,  yet  the  truihe  will  telle) 

The  Saxonnes  steynd  the  place  wyth  Brittish  gore, 

Where  netę  but  bloud  of  8t»crifices  felle. 

Tho*  Chrystians  stylle  they  thoghte  moucbe  of 

the  pile, 
And  here  tbeie  mett  \yhen  causes  dyd  it  iieede ; 
Tnraa  here  the  auncient  etders  of  the  igle 
Dyd  by  the  trecherie  of  Ueiigist  bieede; 
O  Hengist !  han  thie  cause  btn  good  aod  tnie, 
Thou  wouldst  such  murdrous  acti  aa  theae 

eschew. 

The  erlie  was  a  mannę  of  hie  degre*. 
And  han  that  daie  fuli  manie  Noi-manńes  slelnć; 
Three  Norman  champyons  of  hie  degree 
Helefte  to  smoke  upon  the  bloudie  pleine: 
The  »icr  Fitzboteyilleine  dld  thcn  advaunce, 
And  with  bis  bowe  he  smote  the  eriies  hedei 
Who  eftioons  gored  hym  with  his  tylting  launce, 
And  at  his  horses  feet  be  tumbled  dede: 
His  partyńg  spirit  hovered  o'er  the  floude 
Of  soddąyne  roushyuge  moucbe  lor^d  pourple 
bloude. 

t)e  Yiponte  then,  a  squier  of  Iow  degree,    . 
An  arrowc  drewe  with  all  his  myghte  ameine; 
The  arrowe  graz*d  upon  the  eriies  knee, 
A  punie  wounde,  tbat  causd  but  litte!  peine. 
So  hare  I  seene  a  doUhead  place  a  stooe, 
Enthoghte  to  staie  a  driving:river8  course; 
But  better  han  it  bin  to  lett  alone, 
It  onlie  drive8  it  on  with  mickle  force; 
The  erlie,  wounded  by  so  baac  a  hyude, 
RaysM  fiiryous  doyngs  in  his  noble  mynde. 

The  sierc  Chaiillioo,  yonger  of  that  name, 
Advaunced  next  before  the  erlie'8  syghtej 
His  fader  was  a  mannę  of  mickte  &me, 
And  he  renomde  and  Talorons  in  fyghte; 
Chatillion  his-trnstie  swerd  fbrth  drewe, 
The  erledrawes  his,  menne  both  of  mickle  myghte ; 
And  at  eche  other  yengouslie  they  ftew, 
As  mastiedogs  at  Hocktide  set  to  fyghte; 

Bothe  ftcomd  to  yeelde,  and  bothe  abhorMe  to 
ńie, 

iŁesoW^d  to  vanqulshe,  or  re8olv*d  to  dle, 

Chatillion  byt  the  erlie  on  the  hede, 
That  splytte  eftsoons  his  cristed  hełm  in  t^ynej 
Whiche  be  peirfocce  withe  torget  covered. 
And  to  the  battel  went  with  myghte  ameine. 
The  erlie  hytte  Cbatillio.n  thilke  a  blowe 
Upori  hisbreste,  hia  harte  was  plein  to  see; 
He  tumbled  at  the  horses  feet  alsoe. 
And  in  dethe  pangęs  he  seez'd  the  reccr's  knee: 
Faste  as  the  ivy  rounde  the  okc  doth  clymbe, 
Sofaste  be  dying  grypM  the  racer'8''lymbe. 

The  lecer  then  beganne  to  flynge  and  kicke^ 
And  toste  the  erlie  farr  off  to  the  grounde; 
The  erlie'8  «quire  then  a  swerde  did  stłcke 
Into  hys  harte,  a  dedlie  ghastlie  wounde; 
And  downe  he  felle  upon  the  crymson  pleilke, 
Upon  CbatiUion's  souUess  corse  of  claie; 

7Thls  ifs  a  modern  word<    Dean  Milles  justifles 
it  from  the  a&tiqiuty  and  uniyersalHy  of  horse 


A  puddiie  streme  of  bloude  flowM  out  aiMine  •   • 
Stretch*d  out  at  length  besmerM  wiŁhgoiebekiei 
As  some  tali  oke  feird  from  the  gieeoie  pUiocu 
To  Iive  a  second  time  upon  the  maia, 

The  erlie  nowe  an  horse  and  bever  han. 
And  nowe  agayne  appered  on  the  feeld; 
And  muny  a  mickle  knyghte  and  migbtie  mannę 
To  his  dethe-doyng  svterd  his  Ilfe  did  yceld; 
When,siere  de  Broque  an  arrowe  longe  lettflte, 
Intending  Merewaldus  to  have  slejme; 
It  miss'd$  butt  hytte  Edardus  on  the  eye, 
And  at  his  pole  came  out  with  horrid  payoe. 
F^ardus  felle  upon  the  bloudie  grooade, 
Hisnoblesoule  came  roashyng  from  the  woandn 

Thys  Herewald  perceevd,  and  ftfll  of  h-e 
He  on  the  siere  de  Broque  with  furie  ćame; 
Suod  he,  thou'8t  slanghtred  rty  beloved  8qaier, 
But  I  will  be  reyenged  for  the  same. 
Into  his  bowels  then  hi^  launce  he  thruste. 
And  drew  thereout  a  steemie  drerie  lode; 
3uod  he,  these  ofials  are  for  ever  curst,      [foodSi 
Shall  sen'e  the  coughs,  and  rodks,  and  dawes  for 
Then  on  the  pleine  the  st6emie  lode  beethtx>vde, 
Smokynge  wyth  lyfe,  and  dy^d  with  cryintoB 
bloude. 

Fitz  Broque,  who  satw  his  &ther  killen  lie, 

Ab  me !  sayde  be;  what  woeful  myghte  1  see! 

But  now  I  muste  do  somethyng  morę  than  sighe; 

And  then  an  arrowe  from  the  bowe  drew  be. 

Beneth  the  erlie's  navil  came  the  darte; 

Fitz  Broqne  on  foote  han  drawne  it  Iromthebowtf^; 

And  upwards  went  into  the  ealie^s  harte, 

And  out  the  crymson  streme  of  blonde  gan  (km^ 
As  fh>uim  a  hatch,  drawne  with  a  ▼ebement  geir, 
Wbite  rushe  the  bursty  nge  wares,  and  roar  sioo; 
the  weir. 

The  erle  with  one  hondę  grasp*d  tfae  rcćer^smayn^ 
And  with  the  other  he  his  launce  be^{)ed ; 
And  then  felle  blee^^g  on  the  bloudie  plainc. 
His  launce  it  hytt  Fitz  Broque  upon  the  hede; 
Upon  his  hede  it  madę  a  wounde  fuli  slygbte, 
But  peerc'd  his  sboulder,  ghastlie  wouode  infzmc^ 
Before  his  optici  daunced  a  shade  of  nyghte, 
Whyche  soone  were  closed  ynn  a  sleeps  eteme, 
The  noble  erlie  than,  withote  a  grone, 
Took  6yghte,  to  fynde  the  regyons  nnknowne. 

Brave  Aluted  from  binethe  hh  noble  horse 
Was  gotten  on  his  leggs,  with  bloude  all  smore; 
And  nowe  eletten  on  another  horse, 
Eftsoons  he  withe  his  launce  did  manie  gore. 
The  co^^art  Norman  knyghtes  before  hym  fiedde^ 
And  firom  a  distaunce  sent  thetr  arroves  keene; 
Bat  no  snch  destinie  awaits  his  hedde, 
As  to  be  sleyen  by  a  wighte  so  meene. 
Tho  oft  the  oke  falls  by  the  villen>s  sbock, 
Tys  moe  thau  byndes  can  do,  to  move  tfae  rock 

Upon  Du  Chatelet  he  ferselie  sett. 
And  peercM  his  bodie  with  a  foroe  ful)  grete; 
The  asengłave  of  his  tylt-launce  was  wett, 
The  rollynge  bloude  alonge  the  launce  did  flett 
Advauncynge,  as  a  mastie  ata  bnU, 
He  rann  his  launce  into  Fitz  Warren^s  harte; 
From  Partaies  bowe,  a  wight  unniercifaU, 
Within  his  own  he  felt  a  crael  darte; 
Close  by  tbe  Norman  champyons  heban sleine, 
He  fieU ;  and  mUd  faU  bloude  witk  thein  npoi 
tbe  plóne. 
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Erie  Etbelbert  then  liOTe,  and  with  dmie  juste, 
A  hance,  that  stroke  Partaie  opon  the  thighe, 
Aod  pian'd  bim  donnae  unto  the  gorie  duste; 
Cniely^uod  be,  thou  cruellie  shalt  die. 
With  that  his  launce  be  eoterd  at  his  throte ; 
Be  icritcb'd  and  screem'd  in  melancholie  moodj 
And  at  hit  backe  eflsoons  came  out,  God  wote. 
And  after  it  a  crymson  streme  of  bloude: 
In  agonie  and  peine  he  there  did  lie, 
WhiJe  Ufo  and  dethe  8trove  for  masterrie. 

He  gryped  bard  the  Uoudie  murdring  lannce, 
And  in  a  grone  he  left  thie  mortcl  ly&. 
Bebynde  tbe  erlie  Fiscampe  did  adyaunce, 
Betbogbte  to  kill  him  with  a  Itabbynge  knife; 
Bot  Egiraid,  wbo  perceevd  his  fotvle  intent, 
fftsooDs  his  trustie  swerde  he  fortbwjrth  drenre. 
And  thilke  a  cruel  blowe  to  Fiscampe  sent, 
That  soule  and  boddie'8  bloude  at  one  gate  flewe. 
Thilk  deeds  do  all  deserve,  wbosedeols  so  fowle 
Wili  black  theire  earthlie  name,  if  not  their 
soole. 

Whenlo!  an  arrowe  from  Walieris  honde^ 
Wioged  irith  fiite  aifd  dethe  daunced  alonge; 
Andilewe  the  noble  flower  cf  Poii'y$londe, 
Uowel  ap  Jerah,  who  yciepd  tbe  stronge. 
Whan  he  tbe  flrst  mischaunce  reoeived  han, 
With  horsemans  hastę  he  flrom  the  armie  rodde; 
And  did  repaire  unto  the  cunnynge  mannę, 
Who  Muige  a  cbarme,  that  dyd  it  mickle  goode; 

Tben  praid  seyncte  Cuthbert,  and  onr  hdlie 
damę, 

To  blesse  his  labour,  and  to  heal  the  same. 

Then  drewe  tbe  arrowe,  and  the  wonnde  did  seck. 
And  pott  the  teint  of  holie  berbies  on; 
And  pntt  a  rown  of  bloude-atones  ronnd  his  neck; 
And  t&en  did  say;  go,  champyon,  get  agonCi 
And  now  was  comynge  Harrolde  tu  defend. 
And  nietten  by  Walleńs  cruel  darte; 
His  sheelde  of  wolf-skjnn  did  him  not  attend, 
The  arrow  peerced  into  bis  noble  bartę; 
As  some  tali  oke,  hewn  from  the  mountajme  hed, 
FkUs  to  tbe  pleine;  so  fel]  the  warńour  dede. 

Hii  conntryman,  brave  Merv3rn  ap  Tendor, 
Whu  loTe  of  hjrm  han  from  bis  country  gone, 
When  he  perceevd  his  friend  lie  in  his  gore, 
As  farious  as  a  moiuntayn  wolf  he  ranne,  [bryghte, 
As  onphant  laieries,  whan  the  Moone  sheenes 
In  littel  circles  daunce  upon  the  greene, 
All  liTing  creatures  flie  far  from  their  syghte, 
Ne  by  the  race  of  destinie  be  seen ; 
For  wfaat  he  be  that  ouphant  faieries  stryke, 
Then-  soules  will  wander  to  kyng  0&*s  dyke  *. 

80  from  the  iaoe  of  Mervyn  Tewdor  brave 
The  Normaas  eftsoons  fled  awaie  aghaste; 
And  lefte  behynde  their  bowe  and  asenglaye, 
For  finr  of  bym,  in  thiłk  a  cowart  hastę. 
His  garb  snfficient  were  to  meve  affryghte; 
A  wolf  skin  girded  round  hys  myddle  was; 
A  bcar  skin,  from  Norwegians  wan  in  fygbta, 
Wu  tytend  round  his  shoulder  by  the  claws: 
80  Hercules,  *tis  sunge  9  much  like  to  him, 
Upon  his  shonUler  wore  a  1yon*8  skin. 

.  *  Tbis  couplet  bas  occurred  before,  linę  339  of 
this  poem. 

9  And  then  about  his  shoulders  broad  he  threw 
A  hoary  hide  of  ■ome  wild  bcast,  whom  he 

TOŁ.XT. 


Upon  his  tbjTghes  and  harte-swefte  legges  he  wora 

A  hugie  goat  skyn,  all  of  one  grete  pejce ; 

A  boar  skyn  sheelde  on  his  bare  armes  he  borę ; 

His  gauntletts  were  the  skynn  of  harte  of  Greece. 

They  fledde;  he  followed  close  upon  ^eir  heels, 

Yowynge  vengeance  for  bis  deaie  coontryraanne; 

And  siere  de  Sancelotte  his  vengeance  feels; 

He  peerced  hys  backę,  and  oute  the  bloude  ytt 
ranne.  [arme. 

His  bloude  went  downe  tbe  swerde  unto  hia 
In  springing  rirulet,  altve  and  warme. 

His  swerde  was  sborte,  and  broade,  and  myckle 
keene,  [waie^ 

And  no  mann^s  bonę  could  stonde  to  stoppe  itta 
Tbe  Norniann*8  bartę  in  partes  two  cutt  cleane, 
He  clo6*d  bis  eyne,  and  clos'd  his  eyne  for  aie. 
Tben  with  his  swerde  he  sett  on  Fitz  du  Yalle, 
A  kuyghte  mouch  famous  for  to  runne  at  tylte; 
With  thilk  a  furie  on  bym  he  dyd  falle, 
Into  bis  neck  he  ran  the  swerde  and  hylte; 
As  myghtie  lyghtenjrnge  often  bas  been  founde, 
To  dryye  an  oke  into  un&lloWd  grounde. 

Aud  with  the  swerde,  that  In  his  neck  yet  stoke, 
The  Norman  fiell  unto  tbe  bloudie  grounde; 
And  with  the  fali  ap  Tevvdore's  swerde  he  broke. 
And    bloude  afreshe   came   trickling  from  the 

wonnde. 
Aa  whan  the  hyndes,  befbre  a  mountayne  wolfe, 
Flie  from  his  paws,  and  angrie  \y8age  grym; 
But  when  he  falls  into  tbe  pittie  golphe, 
They  dare  bym  to  his  beaitle,  and  battone  bym; 
And  cause  be  fryghted  them  so  muchę  befbre, 
Łykecowart  hyndes,they  battone  bym  themoreu 

So,  whan  they  sawe  ap  Tewdore  was  bereft 
Of  bis  keen  swerde,  thatt  wroghte  thilke  great  dis- 
They  tumed  about,  eftsoons  upon  bym  lept,  [maie^ 
And  fuli  a  score  engaged  in  the  fraie. 
Menryn  ap  Tewdore,  ragyng  as  a  bear, 
Selz'd  on  the  bearer  of  the  sier  de  Laque; 
And  wring^d  his  hedde  irith  such  a  rehement  gier. 
His  visage  was  tumed  round  unto  his  backe. 
Backe  to  his  harte  retyWd  the  useless  gore. 
And  felle  upon  the  pleine  to  rite  no  morę. 

Then  on  the  mightie  siere  Fitz  Pierce  he  flew. 
And  broke  bis  hełm  and  seiz'd  bym  bie  the  throte: 
Then  manie Normann^knygbtes  their  arrowes  drew, 
That  enterM  into  Merven>  harte,  God  wote. 
In  dying  pangs  he  gryp'd  his  throte  morę  stronge« 
And  from  their  sockets  started  out  his  eyes; 
Andfh>m  his  mouthecame  out  his  blamelesstonge: 
And  bothe  in  peyne  and  anguishe  eflsoon  dies. 
As  some  rude  rocke  torne  from  his  bed  of  claie, 
StretchM  onn  tbe  pleyne  tbe  brare  ap  Tewdore 
laie. 

And  now  erie  RthelbeK  and  Bgward  came 
Brave  Mervyn  from  the  Normannea  to  assist; . 
A  myghtie  siere,  Fitz  Chatulet  bie  name, 
An  arrowe  drew  that  dyd  them  littel  Ust. 

In  salrage  forrestby  adventure  siew. 
And  reft  tbe  spoil  his  ornament  to  be; 

Which  spreading  all  his  back  with  dreadfbU 
Madę  all  that  him  so  horrible  did8ee[view, 
Think  him  Alcidea  in  a  lion's  skin, 
When  the  Nemcan  conąoest  he  did  *ia. 
I  Speaaer.  Muispotoiai. 
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Erie  Edward  poiiits  his  launce  at  Chatulet, 

And  Ethclbert  at  Walleris  set  his; 

And  Kg^ward  dvd  the  siere  a  hard  blowe  hytt. 

But  Ethelbert  by  a  miscbaunce  dyd  miss: 
Fear  laide3ValIeiis  flatt  upon  the  strande, 
He  ne  deseired  a  death  from  erlies  hande. 

BetwyKt  the  ribbea  of  sire  Fitą  Chatelet 
The  poynted  launce  of  Eg^nard  dyd  ypass: 
The  dłstaunt  syde  thereof  was  ruddie  wet, 
And  he  fell  breathless  on  the  bloudie  grass. 
As  cowart  Wallerie  łaie  on  the  groande, 
The  dreaded  wrapoii  hummed  oer  his  heade, 
And  hytt  the  squier  thilke  a  letbal  wounde, 
Upon  his  fallen  lorde  he  tuicbled  dead : 

Oh  shamc  to  Nonnan  armes!  A  lord  a  slave, 
A  captyyc  villeyn  than  a  lorde  morę  brave! 

From  Chalelet  hys  launce  erie  Rgward  drew, 
And  bit  Wallerie  on  the  dexter  cheekj 
Peerc'd  to  his  braine,  and  cut  his  tongue  in  two: 
There,  knyghte,  quod  he,  let  tliat  thy  actions 
speak   ' 


(No.  2.) 
Oh  Truth !  immortal  daughter  of  the  skies, 
Too  lyttle  known  to  wryters  of  Ihese  daies, 
Teach  me,  fiayre  saincte !  thy  passy  nge  worthe 
to  pryze,  ^ 

To  blame  a  friend  and  give  a  foeman  prayse. 
The  fićkle  Moone,  bedeckt  wy  the  sylver  rays, 
Lcadynge  a  traine  of  starres  of  feeble  lyghte, 
With  kok  adigne  the  worlde  belowe  sunreies, 
The  world,  that  wotted  not  it  coud  be  nyghte; 
.  Wyth  armour  dyd,  with  haman  gore  ydeyd, 
Sbee  sees  kynge  Harolde  stande,  fiiyre  Englands 
curse  and  pryde. 

With  ale  and  vernage  dnińk  his  souldiers  lay ; 
Herę  was  an  hynde,  anie  an  erlie  spredde; 
Sad  keepynge  of  their  leaders  natał  daie! 
This  even  in  drinke,  toom.>rrow  with  the  dead! 
Thro*  everie  troope  disoider  reei^d  ber  hedde; 
J^ancynge  and  heideigncs  was  the  onlie  theme ; 
Sad  dome  was  theires,  wholefte  this  easie  hedde, 
And  wakM  in  tormcnts  from  so  sweet  a  dream. 
Duke  A^^illiams  menne  of  comeing  dethe  afiaide, 
AU  nyghte  to  the  great  Oodde  for  succour  askd 
and  praied'. 

Thns  Harolde  to  his  wites  that  stoode  arounde; 
**  Goe!  Gyrthe  audEilward,  take  bills.half  a 
scure:  [buundj 

And  search  how  farre  oure  foeman's  campe  dothe 
Yourself  have  redę;  1  nede  to  saie  ne  morę. 
My  brotlier  best  belov'd  of  anie  ore. 
My  Leofwinus,  go  to  everich  wite. 
Tell  them  to  raunge  the  battle  to  the  grore, 
And  waiten  tyli  I  sende  the  hest  for  fyghtc." 
He  saide;  the  loieaul  broders  lefte  the  place, 
8«cceM  and  cheerfulness  depicted  on  ech  face. 

SloweUe  forare  Gyrthe  and  Eilward  dyd  ad- 

▼aunce. 
And  markd  wyth  care  the  armies  dystant  syde, 

■  The  Englishmen  spent  the  whole  night  in 
drinkiog,  sioging  and  dauncing,  not  sleeping  one 
winkę:  on  the  other  side  the  Normans  gave  them- 
•elves  to  acknowledging  their  sinnes,  and  to  prayer 
all  the  night,  and  in  tbe  moming  th^  communi- 
cated  the  Lord*s  body.— ^towe^ 


Wben  the  dyre  clatterynge  of  tbe  ihidde  a&d 

launce 
Madę  them  to  be  by  Hugbe  Fitzhugh  espyd. 
He  lyfted  up  his  voice,  aud  londlie  cryd; 
Like  wolfs  in  wlntere  did  thc^Normanne  yeti; 
Gyrthe  drew  hys  swerde,  and  cut  hys  bwM 

hyde; 
The  proto-slene  mannę  of  the  fielde  he  fełlc; 
Out  strcemd  tlie  bloude,  and  ran  in  smokioge 

curles, 
Reflected  bie  the  Moone  seemd  rubies  mrxt  wytk 

pearies. 

A  troope  of  Noimannes  from  the  jnan-wugt 

came,  • 

Rousd  from  their  praiers  by  the  floUing  crie; 
Thoughe  Gyrthe  and  Ailwardus  perceevd  tbe 

same. 
Not  once  theie  stood  abashd,  or  thogfate  to  fie. 
He  seizd  a  bill,  to  conąuer  or  to  die; 
Fiercc  as  a  clevi8  frofti  &  rocke  3rtorne,  t 
That  makes  a  vallie  wheresoe*re  it  Ijc; 
Fierce  as  a  ryver  bnrstynffc  from  the  borne'; 
So  fiercelie  (}yrtbe  hitte  Fitz  dn  Gore  a  bbvc, 
And  on  the  verdaunt  playne  be  layde  tbe  cfaun- 

pyone  lowe. 

Tancarrille  thus;  Alle  peace  in  Williami  nane; 
Let  nonę  edraw  bis  arcublaffter  bowe.*' 
Gyrthe  cas*d  his  weppone,  as  be  heade  tbe 

same, 
And  veDgynge  Normaonea  itaid  tbe  flyingefltit 
The  sire  wentę  onne;  Ye  menne,  what  laett 

ye  so 
Thus  unproYokd  to  courtc  a  bloudie  (yghte?" 
Suod  Gyrthe;  Oure  meanynge  we  ne  care  to' 

showe 
Nor  dread  thy  dnke  wytb  all  his  men  of  mygbte; 
Herę  single  onlie  these  to  all  thiecrewe 
Shail  shewe  what  Englysh  handes  and  beartet  cu 

doe. 

Seek  not  for  bloude,    Tancarrille  calme  re- 

plyd,  [trtogkt; 

Ńor  jole   in  dethe,   lyke  madmen  moct  &- 
In  peace  and  mercy  is  a  Chrystians  pryde : 
He  that  dothe  contestes  pryze  is  in  a  feolte. 
And  now  the   news   was  to   dnke  WiOiuD 

brought, 
That  men  of  Haroldes  armie  takea  were; 
For  theyrc  good  cbeere  all  caties  woe  o- 

tbougbte,    .  [chewe*. 

An^    Gyrthe    and    Eilwardns   enjoi*d   fwde 

fiuod  Willyam;  Thussball  Willyam  be  fonnde 

A  friend  to   everie  mannę  that  treads  oo  Bi9> 

lysh  ground. 


Erie  Leofwinus  throwghfe  the  campe  ypsssUf 
And  sawe  bothe  men  and  erłies  on  the  grood^; 

•  In  Turgott'8  tyme  Holenwell  braste  of  eilbe 
so  fierce  that  it  threw  a  stonenell  canyingtbe 
same  awaie.  J.  Lydgate  ne  knowyoge  this  !*• 
out  o  lioe. 

3  He  sent  out  before  them  tbat  shooM  spye, 
and  yiew  the  number  and  force  of  tbe  eueaAt, 
which  wben  they  were  perceived  to  be  naoog^ 
dukes  tents,  duke  William  caused  them  to  be  W 
about  tbe  tents,  and  then  madę  them  good  cbeer^ 
commanding  them  to  be  sent  home  to  tbor  lofi 
lafe  withottt  baniie.--Stowe* 
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Tbey  slepte,  as  thoaghe  thej  wouMe  bave 

ńepte  tbeyr  last. 
And  badd  alseaJie  felte  theyr  fatale  wounde. 
flestarted  baoke,  and  was  W-yth  shame  astownd; 
Łoked  wannę  wyth  angcr,  and  he  shooke  wyth 
ragę;  [dyd  sound, 

Wben  througbe  the  hollow  tcntes  these  wordes 
Rowse  from  your  sleqie,  detratours  of  tbe  a^ ! 
Was  it  ibr  tbys  the  stoute  Norwcgian  bledde  ? 
Asrake,  ye  huscades,  now,  or  waken  wyth  tbe 
dead. 

% 

Al  wben  the  sbepster  in  the  shadie  bowre 
In  jintle  slumbers  cbase  tbe  beat  of  daie, 
Heais  doablyng  echoe  wind  the  wolfins  rore, 
Thatneare  hys  flocke  is  watcbynp:e  forapraie, 
Hetremblynge  for  bis  sbeep  drivesdreeme^awaie, 
Gripes  faste  hys  burled  croke,  and  sore  adradde 
Wyth  fli^ing  strides  be  bastens  to  tbe  fraie, 
Ana  ragę  and  prowess  fyres  tbe  coistrell  lad; 
With  trastic  talbots  to  tbe  battel  flies,     [skies. 
indyell  of  men  and  dogs  and  wolfins  teartbe 

Sneh  was  tbe  diie  confnsion  of  eche  Vite, 
Thst  rosę  from  sleep  and  walsome  power  of 

winę; 
Tbeie  thoughte  the  foe  by  trech^  yn  the  nygbte 
Hsd  broke  thesrr  camp  and  gotten  pastę  tbe 

linę;  [byllspear  shine; 

Nov  berę  now  there  tbe  bnmysbt  sheeldes  and 
Thnnrote  thecampe  a  wild  confti8i(»ine  spredde; 
Eehe  brscd  hys  armtace  siker  ne  dcsygne, 
The  crested  helmet  nodded  on  tbe  becMe; 
flnnecaug^t  a  sługbome,  and  an  onsett  wounde; 
Kynge  Harolde  heafde  the  charge,  and  wondred 

at  the  sounde. 

Thos  Leofwine;  O  women  cas*d  in  stele; 
Wss  itte  for  thys  Norwegia's  stubborn  sede 
Througbe  the  black  armoure  dyd  the  aniace 

fele, 
And  rybbes  of  solid  brasse  were  madę  to  bleede  ? 
WhiJst  yct  tbe  worlde  was  wondrynge  at  tbe 

deede. 
YoD  Bouldiers,  tbat  shoulde  stand  with  byli  in 
Get  fbll  of  winę,  derotd  of  any  redę.      [band, 

0  sbame!  oh  dyre  dishonoure  to  tbe  lande ! 

He  sayde;  and  shame  on  everie  visag6  spredde, 
Ne  SBwe  tbe  erlies  face,  but  addawd  hung  their 
bead. 

Thos  he;  Rowze  yee,  and  formę  tbe  boddie 

tyghte.  [renownd, 

Ihe  Kentysb    menne    in   fronte,   for  strenght 

Next  the  Brystowans  dare  the  bloudie  fyghte, 

And  Ust  the  numerous  crewe  sball  presse  tbe 

groande. 

1  snd  my  king  be  wyth  the  Kenters  fdunde; 
Bythric  and  Al^old  bedde  the  Brystowe  bandę; 
And  Beztrama  sonne,  the  mannę  of  glorioas 

wounde, 
Łead  in  the  rear  the  menged  of  the  lande; 
And  let  the  Londoners  and  Sussers  plie 
Bie  Herewardet  memoine  and  the  tighte  sky rts  anie. 

He  saide;  and  as  a  packę  of  hounds  belent, 
When  tbat  the  trackyng  of  tbe  hare  is  gone^ 
If  one  perchannoe  shatl  hit  opon  the  aceat, 
WHb  twa  redobbled  fbuir  the  alans  nm; 
So  styiłd  the  ^iante  Saymis  everlch  one; 
'  Soote  Ihiked  man  to   man  the  chaijtipyones 
stoode; 


To  'toiie  for  their  bewrate  ao  soone  'twas  don^ 
And  lyfted  bylls  enseemM  anyron  woode; 
Herę  glorious  AHwold  towr'd  above  tbe  wites. 
And  seemM  to  brave  the  fiiir  of  twa  ten  thousand 
fights. 

Thus  Leofwine;  To  day  will  Englandes  dome 
Be  iyxt  for  aie,  for  gode  or  e^ill  state; 
This  sunnea  auntare  be  felt  for  years  to  come; 
Then  bravelie  fyghte,  and  Utc  tili  deathe  of 

datę. 
Tbinke  of  braTe  JElfiridos,  ydept  tbe  grete, 
From  porte  to  porte  the  red-baird  Dane  be 

chasd,  [matę, 

Tbe  Danes,  with  whomme  not  lyoncels  could 
Who  madę  of  peopled  reaulms  a  ba«Ten  waste; 
Thinke  how  at  once  by  you  Norwegia  blćd,' 
Whilste  dethe  and  victorie  for  magystrie  b^sted. 

Meanwbile  dyd  Gyrthe  unto  kynge  Harolde 

ride, 
And  tolde  bowe  he  dyd  with  duke  Wiliyam  fiire* 
Brave  Harolde  lookd  askaonte,  and  thus  replyd ; 
And  can  thie  £sy  be  bowght  wyth  drunken 

cheer?  [glare; 

Gyrthe  waxen  hotte;  fbuir  in  his  eyne  did' 
And  thus  be  saide;  Oh  brother,  friend,  and 

kynge, 
Have  I  deserred  this  fremed  speche  to  beare? 
Bie   Goddes  hie    hallidome  ne  thoughte  the 

thynge. 
When  Toatus  sent  me  golde  and  syWer  storę, 
I  scornd  hys  ^resent  Tile,  and  scomM  hys  treason 

morę. 

Foigiva  me,  Gyrthe,  the  brave  kynge  Harolde 

crydj 
Who  can  I  trust,  if  brotbers  are  not  true? 
I  think  of  Tostus,  once  my  joie  and  pryde. 
Girthe  saide,  with  lookeadigne;  My  lonl,  I  doe. 
But  what  otfre  foemen  are,  quod  Gyrthe,  FU 

shewe; 
Bie  Gods  hie  hallidome  they  preestea  are. 
Do  not,  qnod  Harolde,  Girthe,  mystell  them  so. 
For  tbeie  are  evench  one  brave  men  at  warre. 
Quod  Girthe  *-,  Why  will  ye  then  proroke  tbeyr 

hatc?  [grete. 

Suod  HaroUe;   great  tbe  foe,   so  is  tbe  glorio 

And  nowe  duke    Wiliyam    marescbaIJed  his 

band, 
And  stretchd  his  armie  owte  a  goodlie  rowe. 
First  dłd  a  rankę  of  arcublastries  stande,     [flo, 
Nexttbose  on  borsebacke  drewe  tbe  ascendyng 
BraTechampyones,  eche  well  lemed  in  tbe  bowe, 
Theyr  asenglaye  acrosse  theyr  horses  ty'd,       ^ 
Or  with  the  loyerds  squier  bebinde  dyd  goe, 
Or  waited  squier  lyke  at  tbe  horses  syde. 

» 

^  Harold  asked  them  what  tydingstbey  bronght, 
and  they  with  long  commendation  extdlled  tha 
elemencie  of  the  duke,  and  in  good  sadnessedeclar- 
ed  tbat  all  tbe  host  almost  did  seeme  to  be  prieati. 
—The  king  laughing  at  their  lolly  said,  *<  ther 
bee  no  priesCs,  bot  men  of  warre,  valiant  in  armes 
and  stoot  of  courage."  Girthe  his  brother  took 
tbe  word'ont  of  his  mouth  and  said,  "form  mnch 
las  the  Normans  bee  of  such  great  foit:e,  mt 
tbinketh'  it  were  not  wisely  doae  of  yoa  to  joyii^ 
battle  with  them."^Stowt.    - 
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When  thus  duke  WtUyam   to   a  monke  dyd 

laie,  [awaie. 

Prepan  tbytelf  wyth  spede,  to  Harolde  hasto 

Telle  hym  frym  me  one  of  Łhese  three  to  take ; 
That  bee  to  mee  do  bomai^e  for  thys  lande, 
Or  mee  hys  heyre,  when  be  deceasyth,  make, 
Or  to  tbe  judgment  of  Chrysts  Ticar  <Unde.f 
He  saide;  tbe  monke  departyd  out  of  baiide. 
And  to  kyng  Haruldejdyd  this  metsage  bear; 
Who  said;  Tell  tbou  tbe  doke,  at  bis  Hkaad 
If  be  can  getto  tbe  crown  bee  may  itte  wear. 
He  said,    and  droye  tbe  monke  out  of   bsrs 
sygbte »,  r^yirf^^f- 

^nd  with  his  brothers  T0uz*d  eacb  mannę  to  bloadie 

A  standarde  madę  of  sylke  and  jewells  raire, 
Wberein  alle    coloures    wroughto    aboute  in 
bigbes,  fthere*, 

'    An  armyd     knyghte    was  leen   detb-doynge 
TJnder  this  motto,  He  conquen  or  be  dies. 
This  standard  rych,  endazzlyng  mortal  eyes, 
*    Was  borne  neare  Harolde  at  tbe  Rentere  beade, 
Wbo  chai^  hys  broders  for  tbe  grc^  empryze 
TiMt  stralte  tbe  hest  for   battle  sbould  be 

spredde. 
To  crry  erie  and  knyghte  tbe  worde  is  gy ven, 
And  cries  aguerre  and  shighornes  sbake  tbe  Tault- 
ed  HeaTen» 

As  when  the  Erthe,  tomc  by  con^ulsyons  dyre, 
In  reaulmesof  darkness  bid  from  buman  sygbto, 
Tbe  warring  force  of  water,  air,  and  fyre, 
Brafct  from  tbe  regions  of  etemalnygbto, 
Tbro  the  darke  cayerus  seeke  the  reaulmes  of 

lyght; 
Some  loftie  mountayne,  by  its  fury  tome, 
Dreadfully  move8,  and  causes  grete  affrygbt; 
Nowe    here,    now  tbere,   majestic    nods    tbe 

boume,  [fbrce. 

And  awfnile  sbakes,   mor^d  by  tbe  almighty 

Whole  woodes  and  forests  uod,  and  ryyen  change 

tbeyr  course. 

So  did  tbe  men  of  war  at  once  advaunce, 
Łinkd  man  to  man,  enseemd  one  boddie  light^ 
Above  a  wood,  yfurm'd  of  bill  and  launce, 
That  noddyd  in  the  ayre  most  straunge  to syght 
Harde  as  tbe  iron  were  the  menne  of  migbte, 
(     Ne  neede   of   slugbomes  to  enrowse   theyr 

minde; 
Eche  shootynge  spere  yreaden  for  tbe  fyghte, 
Moore  feerce  Uian  fallynge  rocki,  morę  swefte 

than  wynd; 
With  solemne  step,  by  eocboe  madę  morę  dyre, 
One  single  boddie  all  theie  marchd,  theyr  eyen  on 

fyrew 

I 

^  And  with  the  same  indiscreetness  be  draye 
•way  «  monke  that  was  duke  William*s  ambassa- 
dor.  The  monke  broughto  three  offers,  to  wit, 
that  either.  Harold  sbould,  upon  certain  condi- 
tionsy  give  Óyer  the  kingdome,  or  to  be  king  under 
dnke  William,  or  if  Harold  would  denie  this,  be 
oficmd  to  stande  to  tbe  judgement  of  tbe  see  apoe- 
tolie.-rStowe. 

^  The  king  bimself  stood  afooto  by  theatondard, 
which  was  madę  after  the  shape  and  fiichion  of  a 
nmn  fighting,  wrought  by  sumptuoMt  art,  -with 
goJd  aod  predous  stonet.^^Stowei 


» 
And  now  tbe  greie-eyd  mome  wiUiTiHeb^nit, 
Sbakyng  tbe  dewdrops  on  the  (ioarie  needci, 
Fled  with  ber  rosie  radiance  to.tbewest: 
Forth from  the eastemć gattethe fyerie slieedei 
Of  the  bright  Sunue  awaytynge  spirits  leedei: 
The  Sunne,  in  fierie  pompę  enthrond  on  bi^ 
Swyfler  than  thoughte  alonge  hys  jemie  daki, 
And  scattors  ny^ibtes  remay  nes  from  outetbe  Aie: 
He  sawe  tbe  armies  make  for  bloodie  fnic. 
And  stopt  his  driving  steedes^  and  bid  his  Yj^ 
some  raye. 

K3mge  Harolde  hie  in  ayre  majestic  nyid 
His  mightie  armcj  deckt  with  a  mancbyarm; 
With  e\en  bandę  amighty  javlyn  paizde, 
Tbeii  furyouse  sent  it  whisUynge  tbro  the  ayre. 
It  stnick  the  helmet  of  the  sieur  de  Beer; 
In  vayne  did  brasse  or  yron  stop  its  «aie; 
Aboye  his  eyne  it  came,  the  bones  dyd  taie^ 
Peercynge  qiiite  tbro,  before  it  dyd  allaie; 
He  turobled,  scritohyng  wyth  hys  borrid  pspK; 
His  bollow  cuishes  rang  upon  the  bloudie  plepe; 

This  Willyam  saw,  and  aoundynge  RowliBdei 
He  bent  bis  yron  intorwoyen  bowe,  [męt 
Makynge  bothe  endes  to  meet  with  njilite 

fuli  ttronge, 
From  out  of  mortals  sy^t  shot  op  the  floe; 
Then  swyfte  as  fallynge  starres  to  eaithe  bdoit 
It  slaunted  down  on  Alfwoldes  payncted  ikMUe; 
Quite  tbro  the  siWer-bordurd  crosse  did  goe, 
Nor  loste  its  force,  but  stuck  into  tbe  fesMe; 
Tbe  Normannes,  like  theyr  soyria,  dyd  prępuc, 
And  shotte  ten  thousande  floes  uprysynge  ii  tk 

ajre''. 

As' when  a  fiygbte  of  cranes,  that  takes  tbeir  nie 
In  bouseholde  armies  tbro  the  flancbed  tki^ 
Alike  the  cause,  or  compante  or  prey, 
If  that  perchaunce  some  boggie  fenne  ii  ne, 
Soon  as  the  muddie  natyon  theie  espie, 
Inne  one  blacke  doude  theie  to  tlie  eith  d^ 

scende; 
Feirce  as  tbe  fallynge  thnnderboltetheyflie; 
In  yayne  do  reedes  the  tpeckled  folk  ddcnd: 
So  proue  to  beayie  blowe  the  arrowes  fdle, 
And  peerad  tbro  brasse,  and  lente  manie  to  Het* 
yen  orHelle. 

^.lan  Adelfined,  of  the  stowe  of  Łeigb, 
Felte  a  dire  arrowe  bumynge  in  bis  breite; 
Befbre  be  dyd,  be  sent  hys  qpear  awaie, 
Thenne  sunke  to  glorie  and  etemal  reste. 
Neyylle,  a  Normanne  of  alle  Nonnanoeibeita^ 
Throw  tbe  jointe  cuishe  dyd  tbe  jaylyn  fed, 
As  be  on  horsebacke  for  tbe  fyghte  addiead, 
And  sawe  hys  bloude  come  smokynge  oerthe 

steełe; 
He  sente  the  ayengynge  Aoe  into  the  ayre^ 
And  tumd  hys  borses  bedde,  and  did  to  ińche  le 

payre. 

And  now  the  jayeljnis,  barbd  with  dsitkUi 
wynges. 
-    Hurld  finom  the  Englysb  handes  by  foiet  afaoe, 

f  Duke  William  commanded  his  men  that  sok 
of  them  shonid  sboote  directly  fbrwani,  ud  otbcr 
some  upward,  by  reason  whereof»  tbe  anwaiM 
upward  deatroyed  tbe  EngUshmen  astbey  iletH^i 
and  the  ąrrowes  shot  directly  aforehand  < 
them  that  stood  oi 
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Whyts  dretre  alonge,  and  sooget  of  terror 

Socb  soDges  aa  alwaies  c1oi*d  in  lyfe  eteme, 
HorJd  by  such  strengtb  along  tlie  ayre  tbeie 

bunie,  [bloude; 

Not  to  be    ąuencbed  -batte  ynn   NonnaDnes 
Wherere  tbeie  came  they  were  of  łyfe  fortom, 
Aod  alwaies  foliowed  by  a  purple  floiide ; 
Łike  cloodes  the  NormaDne  arrowes  did  de- 

•cend,  [end. 

Like  cloodes  of  carnage  fuil  in  purple  dropa  dyd 

Nor,  Łeoiwjrnua,  dydat  thou  still  estande; . 
Fuli  suon  tłiie  pheon  glytted  in  the  aire; 
The  force  of  nvn«  but  thyne  and  Harolda  hande 
Could  hurle  a  jav|yn  witb  auch  letbal  geer; 
Itte  whyzzd  a  ghastUe  dynne  in  Normannea  ear, 
lIieB  thundry nge  dyd  upon  bya  greave  alyghte, 
Pierce  to  bi«>  bearte,  and  dyd  bya  bowels  Lear, 
He  cloacd  bya  eyne  in  everlaatynge  nygbte; 
Ab!  vbaŁ  avayld  the  lyona  on  his  creste ! 
Ks  batcbmenU  rare  witb  bita  upon  tbe  groonde 
waapreat 

Wylliam  agayne  ymade  bis  bowe-enda  meet. 
And  hic  in  ayre  tbe  arrowe  wynged  his  waie, 
Detcendyng  lilce  a  shafte  of  tbuoder  flcete, 
I^ke  thunder  rattling  at  tbe  noon  of  daie, 
Onne  Algars  sheelde  the  arrowe  dyd  assaie, 
Tbere  throghe    dyd  peerse,   and  stycke    into 

bis  groine; 
In  grypynge-tormenta  on  the  fbelde  he  laie, 
Ttile  welcome  dethe  came  in  and  clos'd  his  eyne; 
IKstort  with  peyne  he  laie  upon  tbe  borne, 
Łyke  sturdie  elms  by  stormea  in  uncotbe  wry- 

tbynges  tome. 

Alrick  his  brotber,  when  he  this  percecTd, 
He  drewe  bis  awerde,  his  lefte  hande  hełde  a 

speere,  [steede, 

Towaids    tbe  duke  he  tumd   bis  prauncyng 
And  to  tbe  Oodde  of  Hcaven  he  sent  a  prayre; 
Then  sent  his  letbal  jaTlyn  in  the  ayre, 
On  Hue  de  Beaumontes  backe  the  javelyn  came, 
Thio  his  rcdde  annour  to  hys  bartę  it  tarę, 
He  fdle  and  thondred  ou  the  place  of  famę; 
Neit  witb  his  awerde  be  'sayld  the  aieur  De  Roe, 
And  braste  hia  sylrer  belme  fC  furyous  was  tbe 

blowe. 

But  Willyam>  who  had  ae^n  hys  prowesse  great. 
And  leared  muchę  how  ibrre  his  bronde  might 

goe, 
Tooke  a  stronge  arblaster,  and  bigge  witb  fate 
From  twangynge  irun  sente  the  flectynge  floe. 
As  Alric  hoistes  hys  arme  for  dedlie  blowe, 
Which,  ban  it  came,  had  been  Du  Roeea  laate, 
Tbe  swyfte-wynged  meaaenger  from  Wilłyams 

bowe 
Soite  tbrowe  his  arme  into  hia  syde  ypaste; 
His  eyne  shotte  fyre,  lyke  blazyng  starre  at 

nygbte,  [fygbte. 

He  grypd  his  awerde,  and  felle  upon  the  place  of 

O  AUwolde,  saie;  bowe  shalle  I  aynge  of  thee, 
Or  telle  howe  manie  dyd  benethe  thee  falle; 
Not  Haroldea  aeif  morę  Normanne  knyghtea 

did  slee. 
Not  Haroldea  aelf  did  for  morę  praiaea  cali; 
Baw  shaU  a  penne  like  myne  then  abew  it  all? 
Łyke  thee,   tbeir  leader,  ecbe  Bryatowyanne 
ibogfate; 


Lyke  thee  theirblaze  mnst  be  canonicat, 

Fore    tbeie,    like  thee,   that    daie    bewraektt 

jrrougbte: 
Did  thirtie  Normannea  fali  upon  the  groonde,  • 
FUll  half  a  score  from  thee  and  theie  receive  tbeir 

fatale  \i'ounde. 

First  Fytz  Chivel1oys  felt  thie  direful  force; 
Netę  did  hys  helde  out  brazen  sheelde  availe; 
Eftsoones  tbrowe  that  thie  drirynge  speare  did 

peeroe, 
Nor  was  ytte  stopped  by  hia  coate  of  mayle ; 
Into  his  breaste  it  quicklie  did  assayle; 
Out  ran  the  bloude,  likt;  hygra  of  tbe  tyde; 
With  purple  stayned  al)  hys  adyentayle; 
In  scarlet  was  his  cuisbe  of  sylyer  dyde : 
Upon  the  bloudie  carnage  house  he  laie, 
Whylst  hys  long  sheelde  dyd  gleem  witb  the  San'a 
rysyng  ray. 

Next  Feacampe  felle;  O  Cbrieate,  how  harde  hia 

fate 
To  die  the  leckedst  knyghte  of  all  the  throoge; 
Hia  aprite  waa  naade  of  malice  d«slavate, 
Ne  shonlden  find  ą  place  in  anie  songe. 
The  bruch*d  keene  javlyu  burld  from  bondei  ao 

atronge 
Aa  tbine  came  thnndryngeon  hia  cryated  bea^e; 
Ah !  neete  avayld  the  braaa  or  iron  thonge^ 
Witb  migbtie  force  hia  akulle  in  twoe  dyd  cleaTe^ 
Fallyng  he  sbooken  out  hia  smukyng  braine. 
Aa  witherd  okea  or  lelmea  are  hewne  frpm  off  tbe 

playne. 

Nor,'Norcie,  could  thie  myghte  and  akil/iille 

lorę  fapeere; 

Preaerve  -  thee  from    tbe  doom  of  AlfwoM'a 

Couidste  thou  not  kenne,  moat  akylPd  After- 

la-goure*, 
How  in  the  battle  it  wouM  wytbe  tbee  farę  ? 
When  Alfwoldsjavelyn,  rattlynge  i  a  tbe  ayre, 
From  hande  dyvine  on  .thie  babergeon  came, 
Oute  at  thy  backe  it  dyd  thie  bartea  błoud  bear, 
It  gave  thee  dcath  and  everlastynge  famę ; 
Thy  deathe  could  onlie  come  from  AlAiroIde 
arme,  [harme. 

Aa  diamoudea    onlie   can   ita    fellow    diamonda 

Nezt  aire  Du  Mouline  feU  upon  the  grounde, 
Quite  throughe  hia  throte  tbe   letbal  jarlyn 
preste,  [wounde; 

His  aoule  and  bloude  «ame  roushynge  from  the 
He  cload  his  eyen,  and  opd  tbem  with  tbe  hlest, 
It  can  ne  be  I  ahould  behight  tbe  rcat, 
That  by  tbe  myghtie  arme  of  Alfwold  felle, 
Paate  bie  a  penne  to  be  counte  or  espreate, 

*The  word  aatrologer  used  aometimea  to  ba 
expretiaed  esterlagour;  and  so  it  seema  to  bave 
occurred  in  this  liAe.  Cbatterton  was  ao  ignorant 
aa  to  read  it  jiflerlagour;  and  bas  absoluteiy  dis- 
jointed  the  conatituent  parts,  and  taken  it  for  a 
proper  name;  the  name  of  a  Norman  of  some  eon* 
seąuence.  He  accordingty  forgets  the  real  per- 
son spoken  of,  and  addreasea  thia  After4a^gour  aa 
a  person  of  science — ''most  skyiPd  After-la-gour." 
He  thougbt  it  was  analogous  to  Delacoure,  Dela- 
merę,  and  other  compounded  French  names. 
So  puerile  are  the  mistakes  of  the  person  who  ia 
aupposed  to  haTO  beąn  tbe  autbor  of  ibeae  excel- 
leiit  poema.— Bryant. 
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Howę  manie  Alf^rolde  seni  to  Heaveii'or  Helle; 

As  leave8  from  trees  sbook  by  deme  Autumns 

hand,  [strand. 

80  Uue  tbe  Normannet  skun  by  Alfwold  on  the 

As  when  a  drove  of  wolvc8  with  dreary  yelles 
Assayle  some  flocke,  ne  care  if  shepster  keu't, 
Besprenge   dcstructione  oer  the  woodes  aud 

delles;  [ment; 

The  shepter  swaynes  in  YSLjne  theyr  lees  le- 
So  fonghte  the  Brystowe  menne :  ne  one  crevent, 
Ke  onne  abashed  enthoughten  for  to  flee; 
l^ith  fallen  Noroians  all  the  playne  besprent, 
And  lyke  theyr  leader s  every  man  did  slee; 
In  Tayne  on  every  syde  the  arrowes  fled; 
The  Brystowe  menne  styli  ragd,  for  Alfwold  was 

not  dead. 

•    MaAie  meanwhiJe  by  Haroldes  arm  did  falle, 
And  Łeofwyne  and  Gyrthe  encreasd  the  slayne ; 

.    'Twould  take  a  Nestor^s  age  to  synge  them  all, 
Or  telle   how  manie  Normannes   preste  the 

..playne; 
But  oTtbe  erles,  whom  record  netę  hath  slayne, 
•O  Truthe !  for  good  of  after-tymes  relate 
Huit,  thowe  thcy*re  deade,  theyr  names  may 

lyve  agayne, 
And  be  in  deathe,  as  tbtey  in  life  were»  greate; 
So  after-ages  maie  theyr  actions  see, 

,Ajid  like  to  them  leternal  alwaie  stry^e  to  be. 

Adhelm^  a  knyghte,  whose  holie  deathless  sire 
For  ever  bended  to  St  Cuthbert'8  shiyne, 
Whóse  breast  for  ever  bumd  with  sacred  fyre. 
And  een  onn  ertbe  he  myghte  be  calld  dyvine ; 
To  Cuthberfs  churcb  be  dyd  his  goo«ies  resygne. 
And  lefte  hys    son    his    Ood'8  and  Ibrtanes 

knyghte; 
His  son  the  saincte  behelde  with  looke  adigne, 
Madę  him  in  gemot  wyse,  and  great  in  fygbte; 
Saincte   Cuthberte  dyd  him  ayde  in  all  hys 
deedes,  [bleedes.- 

His  firiends  he  let^  to  Iyve,  and  all  his  foemen 

He  marrjed  was  to  Kenewalohae  faire, 

The  fynest  damę  the  Sun  or  Moon  adare; 
'    She  was  the  mightie  Aderedus  beyre, 

Who  was  alreadie  hastynge  to  the  grare ; 

As  the  blue  Bruton,  rysinge  from  tbe'warey 
.    Like  sea«gods  seeme  in  most  majestic  guise» 

And  rounde  aboute  the  risynpe  waters  lave. 

And  tbeir  longe  hayre  arounde  their  bodie  Śies, 

Such  majestic  was  in  ber  porte  displaid, 
To   be  exeend  bie  nonę  but  Homer\s  martial 
maid. 

Whłte  as  the  chaulkie  clyfies  of  Brittaines  iste, 
Red  as  the  highest  coloufd  Gallic  winę, 
Gaie  as  all  naturę  at  the  momynge  smile, 
Those  hoes  with  pleasaunce^on  her  lippes  com- 
^  hine,  [skyne, 

Her  lippes  morę  redde  than  summer  erenynge 
Or  Pheebns  rysinge  in  a  firostie  mornc, 
Her  breste  morę  white  than  snów  in  feeldes  that 

lyene, 
Or  lillie  lambes  that  never  ha^e  been  shome, 
Swełlynge  like  bubbles  in  a  boillynge  welle, 
Or  new-braKte  brooklettes  gently  whyspringe  in 
the  delie. 

Prowne  as  the  fylbertedroppyng  from  tbeshelle' 
Browne  as  the  nappy  alę  at  Hocktyde  gamę. 


So  browne  the  crokyde  lynges,  that  fettliefeH 
Over  the  neck  of  tbe  all-beauteoos  damę. 
Greie  as  the  mome  before  tbe  mddie  flame 
Of  Phebtts  charyotte  roUynge  thro  tbe  sine; 
Greie  as  the  steel-homM  goats  Conyan  aade 

tamę, 
So  greie  appeard  her  feetly  spa#-klyngeeye; 
Those  eyne,  that  did  oft  mickle  pleased  łook 
On  Adhelm  ?alyaunt  man/the  Tirtaas  doondaj 

book. 

Majestic  as  the  grove  of  okos  that  stood 
Before  the  abbie  buylt  by  Oswald  kynge; 
Majestic  as  Hybemies  holie  woode,      [synge; 
Wheie  sainctes  and   soules  departed  mtiKs 
Such  awe  from  her  sweete  looke  fbrthe  issoyise 
At  once  for  reTeraunce  and  love  did  calie; 
Sweet  as  the  ▼oi<re  of  thradarks  in  tbe  sprio;, 
So   sweet  the  wordes  that  from  her  lippei  did 

ialle; 
Nonę  fell  in  yayne;  all  shewed  some  entent; 
Her  woidies  did  displaie  her  great  enteodesMot 

Tapre  as  candles  layde  at  Cuthberts  shryne, 
Tapre  as  elmes  that  Goodrickes  abbie  shrare; 
Tapre  as  silver  chalices  for  winę, 
So  tapre  was  her  armes  and  shape  ygrOve. 
As  skyllful  mynemenne  by  the  stones  aboit 
Can  ken  what  metalle  is  y1ach'd  helowe, 
So  Kennewalcha's  hce  ymade,  fbrliwe, 
Tbe  lovelie  ymage  of  her  soule  did  shewe; 
Thus  was  she  outward  fonn'd ;  the  Son  her  miad 
Did  gullde,  her  mortal  shape  and  all  her  dbam 
TefinVl. 

What  b1a2ours  then,  what  glorie  shall  hecUyiBe, 
What  doughtie  Homere  sball  hys  piaisesiyDge, 
That  leffe  the  bosome  of  so  fayre  a  damę 
UncalPd,  unaskt,  to  serre  his  lorde  the  kysge? 
To  his  fayre  shrine  goode  gubjects  oagłite  to 

brmge 
The  armes,  the  helmets,  all  the  spnyłes  of  wtne, 
Thro  we  eYerierpaułmthepoetsblazetbethyią', 
And  travelling  merchants  spreddehys  nameto 

iarre; 
The  stoute  Norwegians  had  his  anlaee  felte. 
And  nowe  among  his  fbes  dethe-doynge  btoweshs 

deltę* 

As  when  a  wolfyn  gettynge  in  tbe  meedes 
Ile  rageth  sore,  and  doth  about  h]^  slee^ 
Nowe  here  a  talbot,  there  a  lambkin  bleeds, 
And  alle  the  grasse  with  dotted  goredodistitt; 
As  when  a  riviette  roUs  impetuousUe,  [stnpe, 
And  breaks  the  bankes  that  would  its  foice  le* 
Alonge  the  playne  in  fomynge  rynges  doth  (lec, 
Gaynste  walleaand  hedges  doth  its  coone  dbb- 

tayne; 
As  when  a  mannę  doth  in  a  come-fieM  nowci 
With  ease  at  one  felle  stroke  fuU  manie  isliide 

lowe, 

So  manie,  with  Such  force,  and  withmeb  esse, 
Did  Adhelm  siaughtre  on  the  Uoodie  plsyne; 
Before  hjrm  manie  dyd  theyr  hearts  Monde  les«f 
Ofttymes  he  fonghte  on  towros  of  tmokyngB 

slayne. 
Angiilian  felte  his  ibice,  nor  lelte  in  rayne; 
Ue  out  hym  with  his  swerde  athnr  the  breaste; 
Out  pan  the  Uoude,  and  did  hys  armoare  itayset 
He  closM'  hif  eyen  in  cteraal  reste; 


Lyke  a  tali  oke  by  tempeate  borne  awaie, 
Stretcbd  in  Łłie  armes  of  dethe  upon  the  plaine 
he  laie. 


Next  Uuro  tlie  ayre  he  sent  his  javlyn  feerce, 
That  OB  De  Clearmoundea  buckler  did  alyghte, 
Tbrowe  the  yaste  orbe  the  sbarpe  pheone  did 
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\  Tis  to  for  distannte,  and  his  oniie  bedde 
Iwimpled  in  hys  cloke  ys  on  the  playne, 
Wbyiate  rattlyii:;e  thoader  forrey  oer  his  bedde. 

And  raines  come  dgwn  to  wette  hys  harde  uncouth- 
lie  bedde. 


peeice, 


[myghte. 


Rang  on  his  coate  of  mayle  and  spente   its 
But  soon  another  win^d  its  aiery  flyghte, 
The  keen  broad  pheon  to  his  lungs  did  goe; 
He  felle,  and  groand  upon  the  place  of  fighte, 
Whilst  lyfe  and  bloude  came  issuynge  from  the 

biowe. 
like  a  tali  pyne  npon  his  natire  playne, 
Sofellthe  migbtiesire  and  mingled  with  the  slaine. 

.  Hue  de  ŁongeviHe,  a  force  donghtre  merę, 
Adrauncyd  fonraide  to  provoke  the  darte, 
When  soon  he  fbiinde  that  Adhelmes  poynted 

'speere 
Had  founde  ati  easie  passage  ^  his  hearte. 
He  drewe  his  bowe,  nor  was  of  dethe  astarte, 
Then  fełtdown  brethlesse  to  encrease  the  corse; 
But  as  he  drewe  hys  bowe  devoid  of  arte, 
Sd  it  came  down  upon  Troy villaiRshorse;  [floe ; 
Deep  thro  hys  hatchments  wentę  the  pointecl 

Noirhere,  now  there,  witłi  ragę  bleedyng  he  rounde 
.  do^  gop. 

Nordoes  he  hede  bismastresknown  commands, 
lyil,  growen  furiouse  by  his  bloudie  wounde^ 
£rect  upon  his  hynder  feete  be  staundes. 
And  tbrowes  hys  mastre  for  off  to  the  groonde. 
Near  Adhelms  fecte  the  Nonnanne  laie  astounde, 
Besprengd  his  arrowes,  loosend  was  his  sheelde, 
Thro  his  redde  armoure,  as  he  laie  f  nsoond, 
He  peercd  his  swerde,  and  out  upon  the  feelde 
TheNormannesbowels  stecmd,a  deadlie  syghte! 
He  opd  and  closd  his  eyen  in  everlastynge  nyghte. 

CsTerd,  a  Scot,  who  for  the  Normannes  fbughte, 
A  mann  well  skilld  in  swerde  and  soundynge 

stryngOr 
Who  iłed  his  country  for  a  crime  enstrote, 
Fordaiyiige  with  bolde  worde  hys  loiaule  kynge, 
He  at  eiie  Aldhebne  with  grete  force  did  flynge 
An  beacie  javlyn,  madę  for  bloudie  wounde, 
AloDge  his  sheelde  askaunte  the  same  did  ringe, 
Ptercd  thro  the  comer,th«n  stnck  in  the  grounde; 
So  when  the  thonder  rauttłes  in  theski*",    [flie. 
Thro  some  tali  spyre  the  shaftes  in  a  tom  cłeyis 

Then  Addhelm  hnrida  croched  jarlyo  stronge, 
With  mighte  that  nonę  but  such  g-rete  champi- 

ones  kuow ; 
Swifter  Łhan  thoughte  the  jav1yn  past  alonge. 
And  hjrtte  the  Scot  most  Riirclie  on  the  prowe  \ 
His  helmet  brasted  at  the  thondring  blawe, 
Into  his  brain  the  tremblyn  jarlyn  steck; 
From  eyther  syde  the  bloude  began  to  flow, 
And  run  in  circiing  ringlets  rounde  his  neck; 
Down  feU  the  warriouron.the  lethal  strande, 
I^ke  some  tali  vessel  wreckt  upon  the  tragicksande, 

CONTINUEO. 

Where  firuytless  heathes^and  mendowes  cfaidde 
in  greie,  [ble  beade, 

(•Te  wfaere  deme  hawthomes  reare  theyr  hum- 
The  huogrie  traveller  upon  his>  waie 
.  Sees  a  hiąge  desarte  alle  arounde  bym  spredde, 
The  distaunte  citie  scantlie  to  be  spedde, 
The  curlynge  force  of  smoke  h^  sees  in  vayne, 


A  wondrous  pyle  of  rugged  mountaynes  standes^ 
Placd  on  echeotheriu  a  dreare  arraie, 
It  ue  coold  be  the  worke  of  humaa  handes, 
It  nc  was  reared  up  bie  menoe  of  claie. 
Herę  did  the  Brutons  adoration  paye 
To  the  falae  god  whom  they  did  Tauraa  name, 
Oightynge  hysaltarre  with  greete  fyres  in  Maie, 
Rpast3mge  thcyr 'vyclualle  round   aboute  ihe 

flame, 
'Twas  here  that  Hengyst  did  the  Brytons  slee^ 
As  they  were  mette  in  council  for  to  bee. 

Neere  on  a  loftie  hylle  a  citie  staades, 
That  lyftes  yts  scheafted  heade  yntu  the  skies. 
And  kynglie  lookes  arounde  on  lower  landes. 
And  the  longe  browne  playne  that  before  itte 

lies. 
Herewarde,  borne  of  parentes  brave  and  wyse^ 
^Vithin  thys  vyllefyrste  adrea-etlieayre, 
A  blessynge  to  the  Erthe  sente  from  the  skies, 
In  anie  kyngdum  nee  could  fyude  his  pheer; 
Noitr  rybbd  in  steele  he  rages  yn  the  tygfate, 
And  sweeps  whole  armies  to  the  reaulmesof  nyghte* 

So  when  deme  Autumne  wyth  hys  sallowc  hande 
•   Tares  the  green  mantle  from  the  lym«d  trees, 
The  leares  besprenged  on  the  yellow  strande 
Flie  in  whole  armies  from  the  blataunte  breeze; 
Alle  the  whole  tielde  a  caraage-howse  he  sees, 
Aud  sowles  unkiielled  hover'd  oer  the  bloude; 
From  place  to  place  on  eitber  band  he  slees. 
And  sweepes  alle  neere  hym  lyke  a  bronded 

floude \ 
Dethe  honge  upon  his  arme;  he  sleed  somaynt, 
Tis  pastę  the  pointel  of  a  mto  to  paynte. 

Bryghtc  Sonne  in  hastę  han  drove  hys  fierie 

wayne 
A  three  howres  course  alonge  the  whited  skyen, 
Yewynge  the  swarthless  bodies  on  the  playne^ 
And  longed  grectlie  to  płonce  in  the  bryne. 
For  as  hys  beemes  and  far-stretchynge  eyne 
Pid  riew  tho  pooles  of  gore  yn  purple  sheeae, 
The  wolsomrae  yapours  rounde  hys  lockes  did 
And  dyd  disfygure  all  hys  semmlikeen ;  f  twyne, 
Then  to  harde  actyon  he  hys  wayue  dyd  rowse, 
In  hyssynge  ocean  to  make  glair  hys  brawes. 

Duke  Wyllyam  gave  commaunde,eche  Norman 

knyghte, 
That  beer  war-token  in  a  shicidc  so  fyne, . 
Should  onward  gue,  and  dare  to  closer  fydite 
The  Saxonne  warryor,  that  dyd  so  entwine, 
Łyke  the  ncshe  bryon  and  the  egiantine, 
Orre  Conijrsh  wrastlers  at  a  Hocktyde  g.-tme.    , 
The  Normannes,  all  emarchialld  in  a  lyne,  ^ 
To  the  ourt  arniie  of  the  thight  Saxonncs  came  ; 
There  twas  the  whiaped  Normannes  on  a  paire 
Dyd  kuow  that  Saxonne8  were  the  sodnes  of  warre. 

Ob  Turgotte,    wheresoeer  thie  spryte  dothe 

haunte, 
Whither  wyth  thie  lovd  Adhelme  by  thie  syde, 
Where  thou  mayste  hearo  the  swotie  nyfchte 

larke  chaunte,  fi^l  ^le, 

Orre  wyth  some  mokynge  brooklette  swctelie 
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Or  rowie  in  fenelie  wytbe  forte  8evenie8  tyde, 
Whereer  thou  art,  come  and  my  myode  enleeme 
Wylh  sucb  greete  thoughtes  as  dyd  with  thee 

aby  de, 
Thou  soDne,of  whom  I  oft  have  caught  a  beeme, 
Send  mee  agayne  a  drybUette  of  thie  lygfate, 
That  I  the  óeedi  of  Englysfamenne  maie  wryte. 

Harold,  who  saw  tbc  NonnanDes  to  adTaunce, 
Ceizdahuge  byli,  andlayd  bym  down hyi  ipere ; 
Soe  dyd  ech  wite  laie  downe  the  broched  launce, 
And  groTes  of  bylles  did  glitter  in  tbe  ayre. 
Wyth  sbowtes  the  Normannes  did  to  battel 

tteere; 
Campynon  famoos  for  his  ttatore  bigbe, 
Pyrey  wythe  brasse,  beuethe  aihyrte  of  lere, 
In  cloudie  daie  be  reechd  into  the  skie; 
Neere  to  kyng  Hacolde  dyd  be  come  alonge, 
Anddrewe  bys  steele  Morglaien  swordesostronge. 

^hryce  rounde  bpheade  bee  swunghysanlace 

wyde, 
On  whyche  the  Sannę  bis  Tisage  did  agleeme, 
Then  straynynge,  as  bys  membres  woald  dy- 
vyde, 
.  Hee  strokeon  Haroldes  sbeelde  i n  manner  breme; 
Alonjre  the  firkle  it  madę  an  horrid  oleembe,  ^ 
0>apeynge  kyng  Harolds  payncted  sheeld  in 

twayne, 
Then  yn  the  bloude  the  fierie  swerdedyd  steeme. 
And  then  dyd  drive  yo^o  tlie  bloudie  playne; 
80  when  in  ayre  the  vapours  do  abounde, 
Some  thunderbolte  tares  trees  anddryves  ynto  the 
-  grounde. 

Harolde  upreerM  bys  bylle,  and  faiinus  sentc 
A  stroke,  ly ke  thondre,  at  the  Normannes  »yde ; 
UpoD  tbe  playnę  the  broken  brasse  besprente 
Dyd  ne  hys  bodie  fi  om  detb&4oeynge  byde; 
He  tournyd  backe,  and  dyd  not  tbere  abyde ;  ^ 
With  straught  onte  sbeelde  hee  ayenwarde  did 

goe,  [dłvide, 

Threwe  downe  tbe  Normannes,  did  theirrankes 
To  sare  hiraselfe  łefte  them  nnto  the  foe; 
So  olyphauntes,  in  kingdomme  of  the  Saunę, 
When  once  provok*d  doth  throwe  theyr  owne 

troopes  runne.  ^ 

Harolde,  who  ken'd  hee  was  bis  armies  staie, 
Nedeynge  the  redę  of  generaul  «o  wyse, 
Byd  Alfwoalde  to  Campynon  hastę  awaie, 
As  thro  the  armie  ayenwarde  he  bies, 
Swjrfte  as  a  fecther^d  takel  Alfwoalde  flies, 
The  steele  bylle  blushynge  oer  wyth  iukewarm 

bloude; 
Ten  Kenters,  ten  Bristowans  for  th*  emprize 
Hasted  wytb  Alfwoulde  where  Campynon  stood, 
Who  aynewarde  went,  whylste  everie  Nonnaune 
knyghte 
Dyd  blush  to  see  tbeir  cbampyon  put  to  flyghtę. 

As  painctyd  Bruton,  when  a  wolfyn  wyMe, 
When  ytiscale  and  blustrynge  W3mdes  do  blowe, 
Enters  bys  bordelle,  taketh  bys  yonge-cbylde, 
And  wythhis  bloude  bestreynts  tbe  lilliesnowe, 
He  thoroughe  mountayne  hie  and  dale  doth  goe, 
Throwe  the  quyck  torrcnt  of  tbe  bolien  ave, 
Throwe  Scverne  rollynge  oer  the  sandes  helowe 
He  skyms  alofe,  and  blents  tbe  beatynge  wave, 
Ne8tynt8,nelagges  the  chacc,  tylle  for  bys  eyne 
tn  peecies  hee  the  mortbcring  theef  doth  cbyne. 


So  Alfwoulde  he  dyd  to  Campynon  hastę; 
Hys  bloudie  bylle  awhap'd  the  Normannes  eynt; 
Hee  fled,  as  wolfes  when  bie  tbe  talbots  cfaae>d. 
To  bloudie  byker  he  dyd  ne  enclyne. 
Duke  Wyllyam  ttroke  fa3rm  on  bys  brigandyfte. 
And  said;  Campynon,  is  it  thee  I  see? 
Thee  ?  who  dydst  actes  of  glorie  so  bewryen, 
Now  poorłie  come  to  hyde  thieselfe  bie  mee? 
Awaie !  thou  dogge,  and  acte  a  warrion  psrte, 
Or  with  mie  swerde  Tli  perce  thee  to  tbe  bartę. 

Betweene  erle  Alfwoulde  and  duke  Wyllytm^ 
bronde  [bee, 

Campynon  thougbte  tbat  netę  but  deathe  Gouide 
Seezed  abuge  swerde  Monrlaien  yn  bisbonde, 
Mottrynge  a  praier  to  the  Yyrgyne : 
So  hunted  deere  thedryTynge  houndeswiOdee, 
When  theie  dysooyer  they  cannot  escape; 
And  feerftil  lambkyns,  when  theie  hnoted  bee, 
Theyre  ynfiinte  hunters  doe  theie  ofte  awbspe; 
Thus  stoode  Campynon,  greete  but  betileMe 
knyghte,  [fygbte. 

When  leere  of  dethe  madę  hym  for  deatbe  to 

Alfwoulde  began  to  dygfate  bymselfe  for  fyghte, 
Meanewhyle  hys  menne  on  cv«rie  syde  dydilce, 
Wban  on  hys  lyfted  sbeelde  wiUie  aUe  hyi 

myghte 
Campynon*8  swerde  in  buriie^brande  dyddree; 
Bewopen  Alfwoulde  fellen  on  bis  knee; 
Hys  Brystowe  menne  came  tn  hym  for  to  mtc; 
Eftsoons  upgotten  from  the  grounde  wat  hee, 
And  dyd  asayne  the  touring  Norman  bram; 
Hee  graspa  hys  bylle  in  syke  a  drear  sriai^ 
Uee  8eem'd  a  lyon  catchynge  at  bys  preie. 

Upon  tbe  Normannes  brazen  adventayle 
The  thondrynge  bill  of  migbtie  Al/woókl  caae; 
It  madę  a  dentful  brnse,  and  then  dyd  fayle; 
Fromme  rattlynge  weepons    shotte  a  ipaclc- 

lynge  flame; 
Eftsoons  agayne  the  thondrynge  bill  ycrnw, . 
Peers'd  thro  bys  adrentayle  aod  skyitiof  Itie; 
A  tyde  of  purple  gore  came  wytb  tbe  aune, 
As  out  bys  bowells  on  the  feelde  it  tarę; 
Campynon  felle,  as  when  aome  cittie-wsUe 
Inne  dolefulle  terrours  on  its  mynonn  frUe. 


He  felle,  and  dyd  the  Norman  rankes  dy vyde; 
So  when  an  oke  ^  that  shotte  ynto  tbe  ikie, 
Feeies  the  broad  axes  peersyoge  bis  bmade  lyde^ 
Slowlie  he  falls  and  on  tbe  grounde  doth  iie, 
Pressynge  atl  downe  that  is  with  hym  aDigbe, 
And  stoppynge  wearie  traTellers  on  the  wale; 
So  straught  upon  the  playne  the  Normso  hie 

Bied,  gron*d  and  dyed :  the  Normanoe  koygbtti 
astound 
To  see  the  bawsin  cbampyon  preste  opon  the 
grounde* 

Ąs  when  the  hyg^  of  the  Sererne  rosn. 
And  tbunders  ugsom  on  the  sandes  below, 

.  9  As  when  themountain oak,  or  poptartsO, 
Or  pine,  fit  mast  for  some  great  admirał, 
Groans  to  the  oft-heaTed  aze  with  mMys 

wonnd, 
Then  spreads  a  length  of  rain  on  tbe  gninid. 

PDpe^HooKr. 
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Tbe  cleembe  rebomides  to  Wedecetere  shore, ' 
Aod  eweeps  the  black*  saode  rounde  its  borie 

prowe; 
So  bremie  Alfwoułde  thro  the  warre  dyd  goe ; 
Hys  Kenters  and  Brystowans  siew  ecb  syde, 
Betreinted  all  alonge  with  blouHless  foe. 
And  seemd  to  swymm  alonge  with  bloudie  tyde ; 
Fromme  place  to  place  besmeard  with  bioud 
they  went,  [sprente. 

And  roande  aboute  them  swartbiess  cone  be- 

A  famoiia  Normaone  wbo  yclepd  Aubene, 
,  Of  ikyll  in  bow,  in  tylte,  and  handcsworde 
fyghte, 
That  daia  yn  feelde  ban  nianie  Samns  sleene, 
Forre  be  in  sothen  was  a  mannę  of  myghte; 
Fyrstc  dyd  bis  swerde  on  Adelgar  aiyghte, 
As  be  on  borsebock  was,  and  pecnd  hys  gryne, 
Thcn  upward  wentę:  in  ereriastynge  nyghte 
Heeclosd  hys  roilyng  and  dymsyghted  eyne. 
Nevt  Eadlyn,  Tatwyn,  and  femM  Adelred, 
Bie  various  caases  sunkea  to  tbe  dead. 

But  now  to  Alfwoulde  be  opposynge  went, 
To  whom  oompar*d  bee  was  a  man  of  stre, 
And  wyth  bothe  bondes  a  mygbtie  blowe  be 

sente 
At  Alfwouldes  bead,  as  bard  as  bee  could  dree; 
But  on  hys  payncted  sbeclde  so  bismarlie 
Aslauote  his  swerde  did  go  ynto  the  grounde; 
Thcn  Alfwould  bym  attack»d  most  Airyouslie, 
Athrowe  hys  gaberdyne  bee  dyd  bim  woande, 
Then  soone  agayne  hys  swerde  bee  dyd  upryne, 
And  clove  his  creste  and  split  bym  to  the  eyne. 


GUOSSARrK 


Abbbsib,  kunulUy.     C. 
Abest,  kum&led,  or  brmghi  down. 
Aborne,  bumuhed.    C. 
Abounde,  do  iervke,  or  beną/U, 
Aboune,  nud»  reody.     C. 
Abredynge,  upbrmdbtg,    C. 
Abrewe,  brew, 
Abroddcn,  airupł^.     C. 
Aca.\e,  Jreeze.  C. 
Accaie,  assuage,     C. 
Acbeke,  dioke.    C 
AcheTments,  semces,    C. 
Acbments,  achieoements,    C« 
Acome,  come. 
Acrool,  ffunthf,    C. 
Adare,  damned  uporu 
Adawe,  awdce, 
Adeene^  wortkUif, 
Adente,  fastened,    C. 
AńenteA,  faUenedf  annered,    C> 
Adentody  indented,  bruued, 
Ademe,  crud,fieree, 
Adigne,  nobit,irorthjfm 
AÓMf  deiaif. 
Adradde,  JTrotd 
Adramesy  duais,    C. 
Adrewe,  drew, 

"  Those  words,  wbose  significations  were  giren 
by  Chattertoo,  have  the  letter  C  affixed  to  them. 


AdYeotaile,  armour,    C. 

Adygne,  nervmt*;  woriky  qf  prmte.     G. 

^teruei  eiernaL 

Aifere,  io  affriąki  or  terr^fy. 

Affraie,  affrigkl,    C. 

AlTraie,  to  fghl,  or  engage  m  a  frtaf.    d 

Affynd,  rdatNl  by  marriage. 

Afleine,  asfeme;  to  drive  away,  to  aflfrigbt. 

After  la  guure,  should  probaUy  be  tuUdtigamr;  ms« 

trologer. 
Agested,  heapedtip. 
Atr^ylte,  cffemded, 
Agleeine,  to  ikine  ttpoiu 
Agrame>  grieoanee,    C. 
Agreme,  torturę.    C. . 
Agreme,  grievanc€.    C. 
Agrosed,  agrued;  terrjfied, 
Agroted,  See  ftrołed. 
Agylted,  oJfenSed,     C. 
Aid^ns,  aidance, 
Aiglintine,  łweet-hriar. 
Ake,  oak.     C. 
Ałans,  hounds, 
Alatche,  aeaue, 
Aledge,  uBy. 
Alenge,  along,     ' 
Alest,  lesi. 
Alestake,  amay^pole, 

A 11  a  boon,  a  mamur  ąfaddng  a  fntfur,    C. 
AUaie,  iDOf  aUayed  or  ttof^od*    AUam  u$$d  m  a  verb 

neuter. 
AUeyn,  only.    C. 
Almer,  beggar.     C. 
Alofe,  aU^. 
Alse,  eUe, 

Alyche,  Hke,    C.  ' 

Alyne,  aerots  his  sboukkrs,    C. 
Atyse,  aUow.    C. 
Amate,  desłroy.    C. 
Amayld,  enameled.     C. 
Aqnede,  rceoJi^wnje. 
Ameded,  rtwarded.     C. 
Amenged,  as  menged,  niixed. 
Amenused,  dhmnuhed,    C. 
Ametten,  met  tńtk. 
Amield,  ornamented,  enameUed,    C 
Aminge,  atmmg. 
Aneighe,  near. 
.Anei^te,  against. 
Anente,  against.    C. 
Anere,  anołher.    C. 
Anetę,  annihiUUe. 
Anie,  as  nie^  nigh. 
Anlace,  an  ancient  sword.     C. 
Annethe,  beneath.     C. 
Antecedent,  gorng  before. 
ApplyngeSy  grąfled  trees,    C.    e^pk  ireet. 
Arace,  dieeit,    C. 
Arblaster,  aeross-bow. 
Arcublaster,  a  eross-bow. 
Arcublastńes,  crost-bowmeju 
Ardurous,  bvrning, 
Aredynge,  ihinking,    reading,    qu. 
Argenthorse,  the  arms  of  Ktnt.    C. 
Arist,  arose,     C. 

Armlace,  accoutrement  for  the  arms, 
Armourbrace,  a  suit  <^' armour, 
AiT0W'lede,  path  qfme  arro^n, 
Ascaunce,  disdairtfully,     C. 
Ascaunse,  obliqudy. 
I  Acenglave,  a  lance. 


MA 
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Askftttnte,  oiU^ud^. 

Aikaunted,  gltnteed,  v 

Aslape,  asłetp. 

Aslauiite,  tkunting, 

Adee,  ^de  er  crwep, 

Afisayle,  oppote, 

Aueled,  antwered.    C. 

Asfthrewed,  aeewttd,  unfartunałe,    C. 

Awwaie,  io  auay,  pui  io  trud. 

Astarte,  startedfrom,  nr  ąfraid  cf.     Kegleded.  qu. 

Astedde,  teałed.    C. 

Asteml,  atiotmk,    C. 

Asterte,  negłected.    C. 

ABtoiiDy  asiokuhedm    C 

Astouode,  euttnuA.    C. 

Astonnded,  tuUmahBd, 

Astrodde,  oMtride,  maimUdi 

Asyde,  perhapt  oilyde;  ascended. 

Atbrowe,  tkrolu^ 

Athur,  as  thirgh;  througb,  atbwart. 

Attenes,  at  once,    C 

Attoure,  tum,    C* 

Attoare,  wmmd, 

Atturne,  to  turtu 

Auctboure,  attthor. 

Ave,  for  eau^  Fr.  Water. 

At^  preoad. 

Aumere,  a  loote  robę  or  manile.    C. 

Aomeret,  borden  (f  goU  and  tUver,  kc.    C. 

Anntnre,  ai  aventiire;  adTenture. 

Aurę,  Or,  the  colour  of  gold  in  heraldry. 

Autremere,  a  loote  tchite  ro6e,  wom  by  pritits,    C. 

Awhaped,  OMtonuhed,    C. 

Aye,  eoer,  tdwaye, 

Ayn^warde,  backecardt,    C. 

& 

Balefally  wo^,  lamenlable.    C. 

Bane,  kurt,  daaiage, 

Baoe,  eurte. 

Baoedy  cuned. 

Bankes,  benches, 

Baote}  curted, 

Barb'd,  armed, 

Barbde  haulle,  hall  kung  round  ttith  armotir. 

Barbe,  beard, 

Barbed  borse,  eooered  wUh  armour, 

Baren,  foriórren. 

Bar^anette,  a  tong  or  ballad.    C. 

Barriere,  confineorboundary. 

BarroweSy  tumbie  mor/nds  qf  earth. 

Bataunt,  a  tłringed  instrument,  phged  on  with  a  pler- 

truKL    qu. 
Battaylefl,  boats,  shipś,  Fr. 
BtAten,falten.  C. 
Battent,  hudiy.    C 
Battently,  łoud  roarmg.  C, 
Battone,  beat  unik  tticks,  Fh 
BaubeU,  jewelt.    C. 
BawsiD,  large.    C. 
Bayne,  rum.    C. 
Bayre,  bron,    C 
Beaver,  beacer^  or  wor, 
Beer,  bear. 

Beeveredd,  beaoer*d.    C. 
Beheste,  eommand.    C. 
Bebesteryngc,  commanding,    C. 
fiebigbt,  name* 
Bcbylir,  prondeed,    C.      , 
Behylte,  forbade. 
Behyltren,  hidden^ 


Belent,  ilopperf;  ai  afauU,  or  stamL 

Beme,  trwnpeł, 

Bementey  lament.    C. 

Benned,  eurted,  torment.    C. 

Benymmyng,  bereaoing.    C. 

Berae,  ekild.    C. 

Berten,  oenomous.    C. 

Beseies,  beeomet.    C.  • 

Bespnnte,  eeaiiend.    C. 

Bestoiker*  deceker,    C. 

Betę,  bid.     C. 

Betrasśed,  decaned,  haipoted  on,    C* 

Betraste,  bełra^    C. 

Beryle,  ^eak,  a  herold  Łerm^  stgmjying  a  tpeer  hnkm 

intiliing.    C. 
BewTccke,  reoenge.    C 
Bewreen,  expreu,    C. 
Bewryeo,  dedared,  espretted,    C. 
Bewryne,  dedare.    C 
Bewrynning,  declarmg.    C* 
Bigbes,  jewelt.    C, 
Birlette,  a  kood,  or  cooering  for  the  baek  part  qf  Ac 

kead.    C. 
Blake,  naked.    C. 
Blakied,  naked,  original,     C* 
Blanche,  white,  pure. 
Blauncbie,  toMe.    C. 
Blatauntlie,  laudli^  C. 
Bleote,  ceaud,  dead,    C. 
Bletbe,  bleed.     C. 
^^ynge,  cease.     C. 
Blyn,  cease,  stand  łtill.    C, 
Boddekin,  body,  tubstance.    C. 
Boleynge,  soelling,    C. 

Bollćngers  and  Cktttes,  different  kindi  cfboats.    C 
Boolie,  belooed.   Q. 
fiordel,  cotiage.     C. 
Bordelier,  cottager. 
Bome,  burnhk.    C- 
Boun,  mahereoify.    C. 
Boiinde,  ready.     C.  v 

Bourae,  boundary,  prommtlory, 
Buurne,  bounded,  Uaated. 
Bowke,  Bowkie,  body.     C 
Bowting  matche,  contest. 
Bismarelie,  curiously,    C. 
Braste,  burst, 
Brasteth,  burstdh.    C. 
Brasteynge,  burstmg. 
Braunce,  branek.    C. 
BrauDces,  branches.    C. 
Brauncyngc,  brancking. 
Brayd,  dispłnyed.    C 
Brayde,  anbraid$r. 
Brayne,  brain,  care, 
Brede,  broad,     C. 
Bredren,  brethren. 
Bremę,  strengtk,    C 
Bremę,  strong.    C. 
Bremie«  furhus, 
Brendę,  bum,consume.    C. 
Brendeynge,  flaming.     C. 
6retful,/Z^«/n»/A.    C. 
Brionie,  brhny,  or  wdd  mna. 
Broched,  pointed.. 
Bronie, /ury,  or  eteord. 
Brondeynge,  fuńous, 
Brondeous,  Jurkms.    C. 
Brooklette,  riouleŁ. 
Browded,  embroidered,    C* 
Bnied,  embnud. 
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Bnitylle,  htttltifnai. 

Biygandyne,  pari  qf  armour,    C. 

firynnjDg,  dedaring,    C, 

Barled,  armed.    C 

Buriie  bronde,  ftŁiy,  anger.     C. 

Byelecoyle,  beU  aauU,  Fr.  the  name  of  a  person* 

age  in  the  Romani  de  la  Bote,  wbich  Chauoer 

has  rendercd /oir  wdctmhg. 
Bykor,  butłłe. 
Bykrous,  warrtng,    C. 
Bjsmare,  hewUdkndj  atriotu,    C. 

C. 

Calke,  eatł.    C. 

Calked,  easłoui,     C 

Caltysniogi  for^Ming*    C. 

Carnes,  rodbr,  dones;  Brit. 

Castle-stede,  a  Mii^.     C. 

Castle-stere,  Me  AoA'  </<!  cmiU, 

Caties,  co/e/. 

Caytysnede,  biniBngjeąfctemg,     C 

Celneas,  coidness. 

Cbafe,  Ao/.    C. 

Cbailes,  beais,  słamps.    C. 

Champion,  challenge.    C. 

Chaper,  cfl^r,  sttnJwmi,    C. 

Chapournette,  asmaUrmindhał.  C. 

Charie,  cfeor. 

Cbeśse,  dkwrtf. 

Chefe,  Aeo/,  rofAmsf.    C. 

Cbelaodree,  goltffinch.    C. 

Cherisaunoe,  coiąfort*    C« 

Cherisaunied,  comfortaUe» 

Cheres,  mcrc^/.     C. 

Cberyaei],  pfetened.     C. 

Cheynedd,  dutined^  rtstrkted. 

Chirckynge,  a  conjitsed  noise,    C.    > 

Chop,  on  etchange, 

Cboppe,  toexehange, 

Choughe,  chougbs,  Jaekdmm, 

Chnrcb-glebe-boasc,  gTave,    C. 

Chyrche-glebe,  chtrch-yard. 

Clangi,  tounds  hud. 

Cierne,  somid,    C. 

Cleere,  fomous. 

Clefs,  ci^i. 

Cleped,  named* 

Clercbe,  ckrf^, 

Clei^gyon,  clerkorclergyman,    C. 

Qergyoird,  taughł,    C. 

Clevis,  clęfi  o/a  rock. 

Cleyne,  tound. 

Cliuie,  declination  ąftkehody* 

Clyińmynge,  naisy.    C. 

Compbeeres,  companwnt.    C. 

Congeon,  dsoarf,    C 

CoBtake»  disjade.    C. 

Couteins,  for  conienit, 

Coateke,  cortfutei  corUend  m/ft.    C. 

Contekions,  corUentumf,     C. 

Cope,  a  cloak,     C. 

Corteous,  loorlAy.    C. 

Corven,  Heeyconieiu 

CoUe,  ar/. 

Cottea,  SeeboSengen. 

Cotteynge,  cuUing, 

Covent,  cdnoeni.  ^ 

Coope^  aU.    C. 

Coupynge,  euUmg,  mmfing. 


Conraciers,  horte-^ourtert*    €• 

Ooyen,  coy. 

Crasedit  &r^fcm. 

Crayent,  cowmL    C. 

Creand,  a9  reereand. 

Cristede,  cretłed.  * 

Croche,  cross.    C. 

Crokynge,  bew&ng. 

Crocbed,  perhaps  broched* 

Crokynge,  bendmg. 

Crosa-stone,  monument,    C» 

Cryne,  Aoir.    C. 

Cuarr,  gttarry. 

Cuishe,  armonr  Jbr  ike  tkigh. 

Cullia-yatte,  poricuUis-gałe.    C.  • 

Carriedowe,  flatterer.    C. 

Cayen  kine,  tender  eowet.    C. 

D. 

Dacya,  Denmark. 

Daie  brente,  frurń/.    C. 

Daise  eyed,  damed* 

Damoyaeiles,  damieit. 

Danke,  dantp. 

DareYgae  fOUemptfendeaoour,    C. 

Darklinge,  dbrrł. 

Daygnous,  dudabtfid.    C 

Deathdoeynge,  murderisng* 

Declynie,  decUnathn. 

Decom,  careed.     C*  • 

Decme,  glorious,  tcorthy,    C* 

Deere,  riifrtf.    C. 

Defa,  DOpours,  meteon.    C. 

Defiayte,  decay.    C. 

Dcftp,  neo/,  ornametUal.    C. 

Deigued,  distbined,    C. 

Delievretie,  acimity,    C. 

Dente,  See  adenie, 

Dented,  See  edenied. 

Denwerc,  doubt.     C. 

Denwere,  tremaur*    C. 

Depeyncte,  point,  displmf.     C. 

Depicted,  pmnted^  or  dispiayed.     C* 

Depyctures,  draxompv^  ptanHnąs.   C. 

Dcquace,  mangłe,  destroy.    C. 

Deąuaced,  nn^,  cuashed. 

Dcre,  Aur/,  damage.    C. 

Deme,  mclancholy^  terrible. 

Derkynneti,  jfoMnjjr  c/!^r. 

Dernie,  voo^vl,  lamentaUe. 

Demie,    crueL    C. 

Desiavatie,  di^loyol,  tinfaitliftd. 

Deslayatie,  lechery.    C. 

Detratours,  traiturs. 

Oeysde,  seated  on  a  dat. 

Dheie;  they. 

Dhere,  there. 

Dhereof,  thereof. 

Difficile,  dijktdt.     C. 

Diphte,  drest,  arrayed,    C. 

Di8o,ande,  expanded. 

Dispeiite,  eipended. 

Dispone,  dispose. 

Divini8tre,  diotne.     C* 

Dolce,  sohj  gentie.     C. 

Dole,  lamerdation.     C. 

Dolte, /oo/i-fA.     C.  • 

Doiiure,   Thu  linę  shoufd  probably  be  wriŁtrn 

tbua;  O  sea<i*erUemng  Vqvot  i 
Dortoure,  a  i&r^ni^-rooffj.    C,  « 
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Dote,  perhaps  as 

Douf^tre  merę,  d^aułrę  men,  Fr.  From  bes^ODd  sea. 
Draifty  ihe  r^/itte,  or  whaŁ  it  aut  ósmy. 
Dreare,  dreary. 
j^reCy  dtow,  or  ornt, 
Dreerie,  dreary,  terriblt. 
Drefte,  k^t.    C 
Drenche,  drink,    C. 
Drented,  dramed,    C. 
Bieyncted,  dnaned,    C. 
Dribblete,  fina//,  tiuą;n{^oił}tf.    C. 
Drierie,  terribk, 
Drites,  righis,  libertki»    C« 
Dioke,  4^. 
Brocke,  <frtnib    C. 
Broncke,  (iiaaib. 

Dioorie,  courMip,  goBantry*    C* 
Dfooried,  eourtai 
Dulce,  aidbfetf. 
Dureiaed,  kardemd.    €• 
Dunia^  fh>m  4Mr»M,  Aordcft^,  AgiH^^^  Aor^r. 
Byd,  ahould  probaUy  be  Ąj^hL 
Dyf  hte,  as  d^A/. 
Byghtyiige,  as  <%%i^. 
Dygnę,  morihąf*    C 
Dygner,  mortinoi^.    C. 
Dynning,  «oiiiidlin|g.    C. 
Dyspeodynge,  tapendaig. 
I^spense,  uperue.    C. 
Djrsperpellest,  teaUtretU    €• 
Dysporte,  p/ióitifv.    C. 
Dysporteynge,  gporlmg,    C. 
Dysportisemest,  as  dyiperte. 
Dysregate*  to  &r«dk  coimectiim  orfeUamlup.    To  de* 
grade,    qu. 

E. 

Edraw,  fórydraw;  Draw. 
Eeke,  ampiykation^  esagg^a&m, 
Efte,  ^^fen,  again,    C 
Eftsoones,  yinekly.    C. 
Egederinge,  oMMRftfi/ig,  gatheringi 
Eke,  oilfo.    C. 
Zle,  Mp.    C. 
Eletten,  enlighien,    C. 
Elmen,  e/nw.i 
Elocation,  docułhn. 
EWes,  pertonageSf  people. 
EmarScballed,  arranged. 
Efflblaanched,  whiiened, 
Embodyde,  Mck,  Houł. 
Embowre,  iodge,    C 
Embollen,  noeUed,  ttrenglhened,    C. 
Emburled,  ofmed,    C. 
Emmate,  iusen^  decreaM. 
Emmertleynge,  giiiUrmg. 
EmiDers,  coómb  wioneif* 
Emprize,  adoenture.    C. 
Emppnze,  etUerprize*     C« 
Enactynge,  aeting. 
Enalse,  embraee,    C. 
Enealed,  Jroten,  eoUL    C. 
Eachafed,  keated,  enraged. 
Ełicbeere,  enaurage. 
Encontrynge,  encauntrmg* 
Enfouled,  tUiated,  poUuied, 
Eagarlanded,  wearing  a  garfofuL 
Eng3me,  torturę. 
Engyoed,  tortured. 
Enharmey  to  db  karm  to* 


C. 


C. 

c. 


c. 
c 


c. 


Enkeedynge,  (akmg  heed. 
En  bele,  heoL 
Enhepe,  add.     C. 
Enlefed,  fuU  <ff  lemet. 
Ealeme,  en^hieju 

Eakmed,  fimi€d,Jired.    C. 

Eordne,  ttmtheath. 

Enseme,  tomakeseamtm, 

Ensemeynge,  as  eeeming. 

Enshone,  ehewed, 

Ensboting,  shooting,  darlmg.     C 

Enstrote,  deseningpuaiikmetU. 

Enswolters,  eeoalhmt,  tucks  m,    C. 

Enswote,  tweeien. 

Ensyrke,  eneircle.  \ 

Ent,  a  pum  or  bag,    C. 

Entendemente,  mdentondutg*  ^ 

EnŁboghte,  tkbikmg. 

Entboghte,  thoughtąf. 

Enthogbteynge,  ifttnfcó^. 

Entremed,  nUerndieŁ 

Entrykeynge,  trkkmg, 

Entyn,  cnot*    C* 

Enyronnde,  workedtsiAiroru    C. 

Eraced,  hmished^  ermed* 

Eiiie,  eon. 

Ermietts,  htnmtt.    C. 

Ęrste,  formerhf, 

Estaode,  for  yttande,  Uond. 

FiStells,  A  corraptłon  of  «rtoi£r,  Fr.  A  star.    C. 

Estroughted,  stretchedoui. 

Ethe,  ease.    C. 

Ethie,  oaty, 

Eyalle,  equaL    C. 

Eye-merk,  dark  eoening, 

Evespeckt,  marked  with  evening  dew,    C. 

Everichone,  eoery  one,    C« 

E^eryche,  eoertf. 

Ewbrice,  odultery.    C. 

Ewbrycious,  latachue. 

Eyne-gears,  objects  qf  ih^eyeu 

Eyne  syghte,  eye-^kL 

F. 

Fadre,  fflther. 

Fugę,  tale,  jat,     C. 

Faie,  faith, 

FuifaWy,  fatU^uBy.    C. 

Faitotir,  a  beggar  or  mgabond,     C 

Fald^tole,  ofiMmg  stooi,  or  teoL    Sec  Da  Caiige  ta 

▼.  FakUstorńuiL 
Far-keiKl,  far  seen,    C. 
Fayre,  elear,  innoeent, 
Featliest,  mott  beau^ul^ 
Federed,  featkered, 
Peere,  fae. 
Feerie,  fiaming.    C» 
Pele,  feM.    C 
Felie,  crud,  bod, 
Fellen,  feU  pa.  t.  sing.  ąo. 
Ferse,  oiolerd,  fieree. 
Ferselie,  fiercdy, 
Fetelie,  nobiy.    C* 
Fetłve,  as  faiioe, 
Fetyye,  eteganŁ^heaui^uL 
Fetyyelie,  elegantbf.    C. 
Fetyyeness,  fettneneu, 
Feygne,  wU&ng, 

F«ygnes,  A  corruption  otfeóUi,    G. 
FhuiTf/tcrir*    C. 
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Fie,  *;^.    a 

Flaiteu,  korribU,  or  wtdulałing,  qu. 

Flanched,  arcked, 

Fleen ,  jtterr,  rwumnft, 

Tleeting.fi^^pwing.  ' 

Fleme,  ioien^. 

r\tmed,frjgkieiL    C 

Flemie,  frightfully. 

Flemeynge,  terrjljfmg. 

Fieurs,  fiomu 

Floe,  amw.    C. 

Florryschethe,  6loomt,Jlmeri^s, 

FIott,yiW.    C. 

Flottinfc,  Jfoating  or  undulctmg. 

Floure  Seyncte  Mary,  marygM    C. 

Floarette,  Jhwtr,    C. 

Flyttcd.jW. 

Foiłe,  &^Sk.    C. 

FoDs,  Fonnegy  dniem.    C 

Fofe,  before. 

Forefend,  ./brMiŁ 

Foiiputl,  lo$e.     C. 

Forietten,  fonaken.    C. 

Forioyne,  retreai,    C. 

Forroy,  «fei^. 

Forreying,  dttingmg,    C. 

Forsiuceu,  t^out.    C. 

Fonlege,  «%.     C.  . 

Fontraugfatey  disirMeUtL 

Fontraughteyng,  Jistraeting.    C 

Forswat,  sun-bwni,    C 

Forweltring,  htatóng,     C, 

Forwyned,  dritŁ    C. 

Foalke,  paple. 

Foiuy,  fitry, 

FowlyDg,  defiUng, 

frńcfght.    C. 

Fremde,  strange.    C. 

Fremded,  frighUd,     C. 

Froctile,  yrifi(^ 

Fuired,  /Urious. 

Furcbed,  forked. 

G. 

Gaberdyne,  a  pieee  ąf  armour,    C.    A  cloak. 

Oa]Iard,/r^Atof.    C. 

Oare,  coiur.     C. 

Gastoesa,  ghastlinus. 

Gauotlette,  gboe.    C. 

Gauntleite,  dioMenging. 

Geare,  aj^foreł,  aeeoutremeni. 

GeasoDoe,  rare,  eiiraordinarjf^  strange.    C. 

Geer,  cfreM. 

Geetć,  As  gite.' 

Gelten,  gnSlded,    C. 

Oemot,  oottnci/. 

Gemote*  aaemhUd. 

Gerd,  (ro^,  renf. 

Gies,  gtada,     C. 

Gier,  a  ftim  or  tm$L    C, 

Gif,  tr.  C. 

Oites,  robetf  mantiśs,    C. 
Olair,  skinmg,  dear, 
Glairie,  ckar,skndng. 
.Glare,  g/if^.    C 
Oledes,  gkiet, 
Gledeynge,  Soid,    C. 
Gleme,  diie,  glimmtf*    C, 
Olester,  lo^AiW' 


Glettrayagey  thiMmg,  gBUering. 

Glomb,  frinm.    C. 

Glommed,  eiouded,  d^ected,    C. 

Gloure,  glory.     C. 

Glowe,  xAt9#,  gUam, 

Glytted,  śhąme,  or  giided,    ąvL 

Gore-depycted,  painted  wil^  Mood, 

Gore-red,  red  a*  blood. 

Gome,  garden.    C. 

Oottes,  drepL 

Gouler,  uturer. 

Goushynge,  guihing, 

Graiebarbes,  grey-freardf.    C. 

Grange,  Ubótjf  of  połtiurc.    C. 

Gratebe,  oppareL    C. 

GraTe,  chief  nutginratef  auiyor,  epkhet  gurai  fo  C^ 

aldermen.    qu. 
GraTOt8,gr0«f#.    C. 
Gre,  grow.    C. 
Gfeave«,  a  part  <f  oraiMir. 
Grees,  growt.    C* 
GreayDge,  growmg. 
Grete,  greded,  saSued, 
Groffile,  gronelng,  meon. 
Groffyngelye,  JwdUkbi,  vm%arkff  td^eetbf* 
Groflythe,  uMewUp  rude* 
Gron,  a  fenf  moor*    GL 
Gronfer,  a  mśUor^frem  gron,  ^fi^  tmdfas  m 

corryiiptum  of  fire.    C. 
Groniyres,  meUors,    C 
Groted,  twoUen,    C 
Gryne,  grpm. 
GrsrppŃsdt  grtupeŁ 
G«le  depeyacted,  rc<i  poMteil.    C. 

I  Gule  steynct,  red  ttomecf.    C. 
Guyfks,  g^t,  talerUs, 
Guylde,  auets,  Uu, 
Guyiteynge,  gUdUig, 
Gye,  a  guide,    C. 
Gyte,  as  gUe» 
Gytellas,  mantles.    C. 

HabergAon,  coai  rf  uunL 

Haile,  Ac^B;^.    C. 

Hailie,  m  Aot/e. 

Halceld,  ftfefMted.    C. 

Hallłdome,  hobf  cAwncA.  qu^ 

Hailie,  holjf.    C. 

Hallie,  tnAo/ie/y. 

Ualline,  joy.    C. 

Hamlettes,  mmiori.    C 

Han,  halA.    qu.  Aa<{, 

Hanoelled,  cut  of,  duproyed.    C 

HandesYord,  back-^ttoord,. 

Hantoned,  accuttomed*    qii. 

Harrie,  karau,    qu. 

Hanied,  tMt.    C. 

Hartę  of  Greeoe,  a  stag» 

Hatchedd,  coioered  with  hątdimetUs, 

Hatcliments,  achievement$,  coat  ormmąL 

Havetb,  have,  hatk» 

Havyoure,  bekamour, 

Heafbd,  head.    C. 

Heavenwerti)  fteoMnawnL    C.  .. 

Heaulme,  keimet,  croum, 

Vleck^  wn^tpedyClosely  eo9crpd,  .Q» 
Heckled,  wrapped, 

Hedes,  regards,  atUndt  te, 

Wi9fihąf.    (X 
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Heideygnes,  a  country  dance,  łtiU  pnetued  in  the 

AVt^.    C. 
Hełe,  help.    C. 

Hem,  a  contrartion  of  them.    C. 
Hendie  stroKc,  hond  stroke,  clotejigMmg, 
Hcntey^rofp,  hołd,    C. 
>IcDty1l6,  eutiojiu 
Wet, for  tkeir. 
Herehaughtes,  heraldi, 
Herehaughtrie,  htroŁdrjf,    C 
Herselle,  herte^. 
Heste,  reqmre,  ask.    C. 
Heste^  a  eommand, 
Hcte,  promised. 
Hight,  namedf  called^ 
Hiitrene,  hidden,  C. 
Hiltringi  hiding,     C. 
Hoaatrie,  inn,  or  a  public  hause.    C* 
Hoistes,  lyU  up. 
Hollie,  holy, 
Holtredy  kiddm,    ąn. 
Hommageres,  $ervants.    C. 
Kommeur,  honotatTf  humour.    qu. 
Hondę  poyncte,  index  of'  a  clock,  marUng  hour  or 

minute» 
Honnourwere,  the  place  or  residence  ofhouowr* 
Hopelen,  hopeleutiesu 
Harrowe,  V7ueemly,  ditmgreeabU,    C. 
Hove,  lified  up,  threw, 
Houton>  hoUtm,    C. 
Hulstred,  hidden,  tecret.    C 
Hac,  house, 

Hascarles,  houu  tervanU. 
Uyger,  the  fluwmg  of  the  tide  in  tbe  9cT«fn  was 

aDcientły  ealled  the  Hygra, 
Hyghte,  named,  caŁled* 
Hylłe  fyre,  a  beaeon* 
Hylte,  hid,  tecreted,  hide, 
Hylteó,  hidden.    C 


Keans,  kiiowt.    €• 

Keiroe,  know, 

Kepe,  to  tako  care  of, 

Keppenedy  cartfuL 

Kervetb,  cuiitlh,  destroyeth.    aa. 

Kiste,  coffin,    C. 

Kivercled,  thę  hidden  or  iecret  part,    C 

Knite,  joined. 

Knopped,  fastened,  ehahud,  eongeided. 

Knowlache,  kmnoledge.    C. 

Knowlached,  known,  ditHMguithedm 

Knowlachynge,  kn<ńdedge.    C. 

Kynde,  naturę,    C. 

Kyngecoppes,  huiAerfiowert, 


C. 


C. 


Hyltren,  hiddtn, 
Hynde,  peatant,    C 
Hyndlettes,  ttroantt* 


I. 


Jadę,  (o  render  latigmd,fatigue* 
Jape^a  short iurplice,  j-c.     C* 
Jernie,  joumey. 
Jeste,  hoiited,  raited,    C, 
Ifrete,  detfour,  dc4trfly,    C 
IfaaDtend,  acetutomed,    C. 
JintIe,/or  genile, 
ImóoeDgde,  mixed,  mhigle, 
Impestering,  annoyńtg.    C. 
ItDpleasauDce,  uuplcasantnetSm 
Inhild,  infuse,    C. 
Iiivestyage,  cloihiug, 
Joice,  juice,    C, 
Joice,  Juicy, 
loustedd,  Jutted,, 
Ishad,  brokcn.    C.    Aed. 
Ithink,  thitJc, 
Jubb,  a  bottle,     C.' 
Iwreene,  disctoted,  > 
Iwimpled,  wrappedup, 
Jwys,  certainly,    C. 
Jypedy  Joined, 
Jynynge,  Joming. 

K. 
KeD>  fce,  dMcovtr,  know,   "C* 


Labrynge,  labouring,  agitaUB.        * 
Ladden,  lay. 
Lare,  leather. 
Laverde,  lord,    C 
Lea,  feld  or  posturę. 
Lease,  hte, 
Leathal,  deadly,    C. 
Lechemanne,  phyHeian,* 
Leckedst,  mo$Ł  despicable, 
Lecturcj  rełate,    C. 
Lectarn,  tubfect.    C. 
Łectarnyeg,  lectures,    C 
I«den,  decreasing,    C* 
i«eche,  phyńcian. 
Łeege,  homage,  obeitanee,    CL 
I«egefblcke,  tulijectt.    C 
J  Leegefull,  lawfuL    C 
Łeegemen,  nAjectt, 
Leifed,  k/l. 
Legę,  law,    C, 
Leggen,  ksseu,  alloy,    C, 
Leggende,  alloyed,    C. 
Lemiftine,  mistreu, 
Leme,  Ughted  up. 
Łemed,  uchted,  glistened,    C. 
Lemes,  lightt,  rayt,    C. 
Lere,  leather. 

Lessel,  a  bush^  or  hedge,    C, 
Ute,ttiU.    C. 

LethaTle,  deadly,  or  deaiK-Ming,     C. 
Lethlen,  aiU,  dead.    C. 
Łetten,  church-yardL     C. 
Leyyn-blasted,  struck  wth  Uąhtning, 
Levyn-my1ted,  lightntHg-maied^    qu. 
Łevy  n-plome,  fetUhered  lightning, 
Levynde,  bUuted.    C. 
Łevynne,  Itghtning.     C. 
Łevyooe  broiide,^ai&  rflif^tningn 
Liefe,  choice, 
Łiff,  lerf, 
Likand,  lUdng. 
Limod,  glassy,    C 
LimiŁoure,  a  lictmed  beggingfriar* 
Limmed,  glony,  r^ecting.    C. 
Lłsscdd,  bounded,    C. 
Ussctb,  boundeth,    C, 
List,  concem,  cmue  to  care, 
Listeynge,  listening, 
Lithie,  humble.    C. 
Loaste,  lott, 

Locke,  łuck,  good  fortunę. 
Lockless,  luckUtt,  unfortunaU* 
Lode^  load, 
Lode,  prmu,  honowr»    qu. 
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Logges,  eottag€f,    C. 

Łonge  straughte,  far  extended,  lengthened, 

Lordynge,  Handing  om  their  hhid  legs.     C. 

Lorę,  Uammg,     C« 

Lote,  iotf  fortunę. 

Łoverde,  lord.    C. 

Łoughe,  [ott^ft.    C. 

Łoustie,  /lifly,  ŁfutfuL 

Loir, /ffme  ojr^re.    C. 

Loweś,  Jlamet,    C. 

LowmgSy  /<iiinef.    C. 

Lr>ir3rDge,  fiaming^  burning. 

huńaoien/tord  Dunet, 

Lycbeynge,  liking.    C. 

Łyene,  lye. 

Lygheth«,  hdgeth, 

Lymmod,  poluked.    C. 

Lynche^  bank.    C. 

LjTDge,  «<ay,  /ra^er. 

LyoDcelle,  young  Łion.     C. 

Lypcd,  Unkfd^  united,    ąu„ 

Lyste,  «/iort,  «r  |;/ay.     C. 

Lysged,  bouuded.    C. 

LyTelybode,  /i/e.     C. 

M. 

Magystrie,  nfastery,  victory, 

Marveilc,  wmder.     C. 

Mancas,  marks,     C.  manctuet, 

Machyn,  a  fimof.     Fr. 

Mastenchyppe,  mattery,  trictory. 

Matc,  motcA. 

Mangrie,  notwitkstandingf  in  tpite  of, 

Maynt,  mauy. 

Mede,  reward,     C. 

Mee,  m€ai<iito.    C. 

Meeded,  mpord^d. 

Melancholycfa,  melancholy. 

Memuine,  metnic-men,  attendants, 

Menged,  tmxed,  thc  many. 

MłOłced,  meiiaced.     qu. 

Meimys,  men. 

Maitaredd,  bounded,  or  measured.    C« 

MeDyoge,  meoHiing. 

Merę,  lakę.    C. 

Merke,  dark,  andghomy. 

Merke-plant,  ntghUhadc.    C. 

Merker,  dorilcCT. 

Merkacsa,  darkueu. 

Merkye,  dark. 

Merę,  move. 

Mejxxbb,many,gr€atnumberł,    C. 

Mical,  wmehf  mighty. 

Mjesel,  my9ey. 

MUkynette,  a  tmall  bagpipe.    C, 

Uittfpoor,  neabf.    C. 

Mttcbea,  rumt.    C. 

Mitte,  a  contractwn  of  mighty,    C, 

Mittee,  migkiy.    C. 

Mockler,  morę,  greater,  migktier, 

Moke,  much.    C. 

Mokk,bUiek.    C. 

Hokynga,,  moehng,  murmuring.    qW 

Mole,w^.    C. 

Mollock,  met,  maitt.    C. 

Mołteiynge,  mouldy,  mouldering, 

Mode,  mooH. 

Mooeynge,  (omentini^,  momimg. 

Morie,  nuin/iy. 

Morthe,  J<aiA^  murder. 


Morthynge,  murdering, 

Moscy  mott. 

Moste,  mutt, 

Mote,  mi^ht.    C. 

M  otte,  word,  or  motto, 

Mbttringy  muttering^  murmuring* 

Myckle,  much.    C. 

Mychte,  mighty, 

Myghte  ameine,  main  force. 

Myndbmche,  firmnenofmM,  tente  rfhcnow*  qu. 

Myneńoeone,  miners. 

Mynsterr,  monastery.    C. 

Mynstrelle,  a  minttrd  is  a  immeum.    C» 

Myrynge,  wallowing. 

Mystell,  miicalL 

Mysterk,  myrtic,    C. 

Ne,  Le.  not.    C 

Ne,  no,  or,  nonę.  ■ 

Ne,  nigh,^  or  nearly, 

Nedere,  adder.    C, 

Neete,  night 

Nesh,  vMfc,  tender,    C 

Nete,  noOiiig.    C. 

Nete,  night, 

Netłie,  btneath, 

Nillynge,  unwiUing.     C. 

Nume-depeyiicted,  rtbui^d  thieiił,  4^.    C 

Notte,  fewtf,  /o/tcn. 

Notte  browne,  nul  bromu 

Noyuice,  annt^oHce, 

ą 

Oares,  » Wrte#» 

Oathed,  bound  upon  oath. 

Obaie,  o^Me.     C. 

OflreDdes,  presenu,  offeringt,    C. 

OlyphauDtes,  elephantt.    G. 

Onflemed,  uii<ft/imiye<2.    C. 

Onknowlachynge,  ignorant,  unknowing.    C. 

Ooiłst,  boundlett,    C. 

Oolyghte,  ikr^cM.    qu» 

Ontylle,  untiU, 

Oawordie,  unworthy, 

Oppe,  up. 

Optics,  eyer. 

Orrests,  ovenetł.    C. 

Overc8t,  uppermoit. 

Ounde,  «ave. 

Oundynge,  unduiating,$ieeUittg.    qił. 

Oupbante,  ouphen,  eŁvu. 

Oort,  ooert,  Fr.  open.    qu. 

Oazie,  6/flcJk6trd.     C. 

Owlett»  owL    C. 

Owndes,  wavet,    C. 

P. 

Paizde,  poiied. 

Pali,  contractitfM  from  appall,  io  fright.    C, 

P^FAmente,  robesoftcarlet.  C.  a  princekrobi,  Q, 

Parker»  por^fcceper. 

Passente,  pauing. 

Passent,  waUciug  leieurcŁy^     C 

Tnvea,thieldt. 

Pavyes,  śhieidi. 

Payrde,  eompared. 

Peede,  pied,    C. 

Peene,  pain, 

Pencte,  painted.    C. 

Peniie,  mmmitin. 
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Pensmenne,  ufriters,  hutorUnt,    C 

Percase,  perchanct.    C. 

Pcrdie,  far  0  cetamttf, 

Pere,  pear. 

Perć,  appear.    C. 

Pereyngc,  appearińg,  peepiHg. 

Perftjrce,  ofntctssity. 

TerpMypurpU,  qu.  tcattered,  iiffiued.  qa. 

Persant,  piercing, 

Pete,  beatj  ptnck.    qo. 

Peyncted<i ,  pamied.    C. 

Phecres,  ftlbws,  e^uals.     C, 

Pheon,  in  heraltiry,  the  barbed  head  ęf  a  <iart. 

Picte,  pieture,    C. 

Piercedd,  bnhen^orpieTctd  thrmŁgh  with  darts.  C, 

Pittie  gołphe,  KMow  oj  the  piu 

Pleasaunce,  pleature,  bUtńng. 

Plies,  nundt.    C. 

Płonce,  plung€^ 

Połę,  tfte  crown  af  the  head, 

Poucbe,  pune, 

Poyntel  le,  a  pen,  &c.     C. 

Pre,  prey, 

Pre,  topray, 

Preche,  preacA,  ezlkcnt,  rfcommeiwŁ 

Precstscbyppe,  priesthood. 

Prevyd,  ftar((y,  talorotu,     C. 

Proto-sleoe,  jŚrft  tlfiw. 

Prowe,  forehead, 

Prowcs,  mfgAt,  poion*.    C. 

PueriliCie,  childhood. 

1'yglite,  pitcfced,  or  6mt  davn,  seHled.    C. 

Pyghtethe,  p/ucfci,  or  torturet,    C. 

Pyoaot,  Jongttui,  insipid,  pining^  meagre* 

Suacedd,  vanquuKed,    C. 
fiuansed,  tUlUd,  quenchłd.     C. 
fiuayntyssed,  curUnuly  devised. 
fiueede»  the  evil  one,  the  deviL 
fiiienty'^atłit,  strange. 

Itampynge,  Juriout. 
ReceiYure,  reeeipt. 

Iccendize,  fśt  recreandiu,  cowonlice. 
Itecer,  for  racer, 
Keddoure,  ińoŁence,    C. 
Redę,  msdom.     C. 
Reded,  counseUed,    €• 
Hedeynge,  adńęe* 
.  KegniCf  eiteem^  favouT,  C 
Reine,  run.    CL 
Rele,  wave,    C. 
Reles,  wave4.    C. 
Rennomde,  howmredt  renawned. 
Rennome,  ftonoiir,  glory,    C. 
Requiem,  o  <ervic«  lued  oiwr  tJie  dead,  C* 
Responsed,  mutoeretl. 
Rewynde,  rikinedm  - 
Reyfie,  niw.    C. 
Reynynge,  running.    C. 
Reytes,  water-fagt,    C* 
Ribaude,  ralc*;,  i<'«cl  /yerfon. 
Ribbande  geere,  omamentt  rf  ribbandi» 
Rłbib1e»  violUu    C, 
Riese,  rise. 
Riped,  apened. 
Rodded.  reddtntd,    C 
Roddie,  red, 
Roddie  leYyane,  red  lightning*    C 


Rode,  compiUiUm.    C. 
Roder,  rider^  trttvelkr^ 
Rodeynge,  riding, 
Roghlyngej  rolling.    C 
RosUynge,  ruttli^, 
Rou,  karrid,  grim.    C 
Ronncy,  ean-horse,    C. 
Royn,  mm. 
Royner,  mkner, 
Ryode,  rutimi. 
Ryne,  run. 

S. 

Sabaliu,(j^<2m'{.    C. , 

Sabbataners,  6tf0(f d  toldieru 

Sabie,  Macfc,  tn  heraldry. 

Sabie,  6^J^.    C. 

Sabie,  fiarlcneff. 

Sabie,  black, 

Sai,  Mgum,  fiiUit(if3(  eloalu 

Sanguen,  blóody. 

Sarim'8  plain,  SklUbury  plam, 

Sayld,  atsaUed, 

Scalle,  shoŁl,    C. 

Scante,  «carcf.    C 

Scantillie^  tcarcely^  tparingly,    C. 

Scarpes,  scarji.    C. 

Scarre,  nmrL 

Scetbei  iittft,  damage,    C. 

Scatbe,  tcarce, 

Scannce-layd,  uneven» 

Scauncing,g/aMctn^,  or  loemng  obliqnely, 

Scetbe,  damage,  mischief.   C. 

SchafteSi  thafis,  arrowt, 

Scheafted,  aaonud  with  turrett, 

Scille,  f atfcrr.    C. 

Scillye,  clotely.    C. 

ScoUes,  fholes. 

Scckftuch 

Seeled,  closed,    C. 

Seere,  search,    C. 

Selke,  ńUc 

Seiynesse,  ht^inett.    C. 

Semblamente,  ii^peorance, 

Semblate,  appettrance, 

Seme,  ued*    C. 

Semecope,  a  thon  wnder  cloaL    C. 

Semlykeene,  coutUenance^  beauty.    CL 

Semmlykeed,  countenoHce, 

Sendaument,  appearonce. 

Setę,  seat. 

Sbap,  /ofc.    C 

Sbap  scaiiged)  fate^tcaurged,    C 

Sbeene,  łiutre,  khine, 

Sheen,  to  $hmem 

Shemree,  thme, 

Sbemrynge,  gUmmering.    C. 

Sheiłte,  broke,  deĄroyA    CL 

Shepeo,  innocent.    qu. 

Shepstcrr,  shej^ierd,     C. 

Shettyoge,  thootifig. 

Shoone  pykes,  tkoet  with  ptked  toeM,  the  fa^  «f 

the  pikes  wat  rettrmned  to  two  tmdket  6y  9  Edw. 

4.C5. 
Shotte,  «Attt. 

Shotteyng,  cicemg,  dmttmg, 
Shrove,  ihrouded, 
Siker,  surę. 
Skyne,  ilky. 
Slea,  dav,    C 
Sleath,  dMtroyetfty  ilctfi^iL    C 
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Slene,  tlam.    G. 

Sfeere,  che  of  tkrtui. 

S]etre,  tku^tcr. 

Sleyghted,  Uighud. 

Sleyngea,  f&^ 

SlugborDfs,  a  musical  fiulrummty  not  uaUke  a  kmU' 

boyy  a  kmd  of  elarum,    C. 
Smethe,  smake.     C. 
8oietbing,  tmokmg,    C. 
Smore,  hesmeared. 
Smothe,  gteam^  ar  vapourt.    C. 
Soett,  bent,  snateked  %ip,    C 
8iłoffelle,iiitt]f  nft. 
Sockeyn^,  tuekntg, 
SoWt,  nii, 

Sorfieeted,  iwftUed, 
Sotbe,  truA. ' 
Sothen,  iooth.    qu. 

Soughlys,  swfł,    C* 

Souten,  ybr  lottfftt. 

Spanre, « iMod«n  6ar,  or  mdloiure. 

Spedde,  reaehed,  attained.    qu. 

Spencer,  ditpenier.    C 

Spcre,  aiZotD.     qu» 

Sphere,  tpear. 

Spięte,  deaoedf  iplit, 

•^reiiged,  tprinkled, 

SJ>i7tes,  sjririu,  $uub»,    C. 

Spyryng,  totomn^. 

Staie,  jupport,  prop* 

Staie,  fttstenmg. 

Starka,  ita/X». 

Stecki  stitcfc. 

8teclnen,jirmtfex#»  ftei/oitiieff.    C« 

Ste«mde,  ree^ced,  tieamed. 

Steemie,  tteamifig, 

Steeres,  ttam. 

SteDt,  itaintd.     C. 

Stfynced,  aHoytdj  or  Mtcimtd*    q«u 

Steyne,  «f  om,  6J0t,  c<ti^«ce. 

Stoke,  idccKk 

Storthe,  dfotft. 

Stoiren,  c^Md.    C* 

Storren,  for  ttrove,    qu« 

Sto#e,  ptoce,  city. 

Stnnghte,  flretcA^i.     C« 

Stref  ftroiBu 

Stree,  «(rei0. 

Stret,  streteh*    C. 

Strev,  «tnve. 

Stnnge,  itroi^.     C. 

Stynts,  «topt. 

Substant,  tuhttttntial. 

Suffycyll,  suffieient, 

Saper-hallie.  oiwr  righUtmi,    C 

Sarccfte,  a  cfeofc  or  fnmf fe  «0ftic4  HW  «ff  **«  otW 

drtsu    C 
Suter^wterw 
Swanges,  ncr^e  to  andfio* 
Swarthe,  tpirit,  ghoit, 
Svarthle8s,  dead^  tipired. 
Sararthynge,  erpiring. 
8weft.kerT'd,  thćrt  Iw^d.     C. 
8veltrie,  ni^.     C. 
Swolterynge,  onerwhilminf*    qu. 
Swolynge^  iwdUug* 
Sirote,  sapcet.    C« 

VOŁ.  XT. 


Sirotelie,  tweetiy,    C* 
Swotie,  tweet.     C. 
Swythe,  quiekły,    C. 
Swythen,  fuickly.     C. 
Swythyn,  ^icl£f.    C. 
Syke,  ntcA,  #o.     C. 
Sy  ttie,  iince, 
Sytheocc,  ńnee  łheiu 


T. 


Takella,  arrowt.    C. 

Taltkots,  a  tpeciet  cf  dog$. 

Tempest-chaft,  tempeH-beaien.    C. 

Tende,  Mtend,  or  wait^    C. 

Tene,  tomna 

Tentyflie,  earęfuBy.    C. 

-Thigjit,  cotuolidatedt  cłosęd, 

ThWk,  that,  ortuch, 

Thoughteune,  ihought, 

Thraslarke,  thnuher. 

ThrosŁle,  thruth. 

Thyk,  sucfL    C. 

Torc,  toreh.     C. 

Toumie,  tournammt.    C 

Trechit,  trc^et,  deceit, 

Trone,  thrwie,    C. 

Trothe,  trutk,    C. 

Troulie,  true,  tni/t«. 

Twaie,  two, 

Twayne,  two.    C, 

T.. ighte,  piucked,  jmOed.    C. 

Twytte,  pluch,  w  pulL    C. 

Tynge,  tongue. 

Tytend,  tightcMd,  futened, 

V.  U. 

Va1,  hdm,     C. 
Vengou8lie,  revengefiUly» 
Ugsomme,  terrible,    C. 
Ugsomness,  terror.    C. 
Yilleyn,  vaual,  seroofit. 
Unburled,  wutrmed,  C. 
UooDutbe,  unkfunm,    C. 
UodeYyse,  etplain* 
Ualiarty  unforgijńng,     C 
Unseliness,  iii&appiiK#f. 
Uolydgefulle,  rthii&out, 
Unwote,  unknown^ 
Upryne,  raise  up* 
Vyed,  wiewed. 

W. 

Walsome,  leathtaait, 
Whanhope,  despair.    C. 
Wastle-cake,  cake  of  white  hread. 
Waylde,  choice,  telected, 
Waylynge,  decreasing, 
Whestl3rng,  whistling, 
Woden  blue,  difed  blat  with  woad, 
Woe-be-mentynge,  tDoe-bewaUing  • 
Wychencref,  witchcrt^i, 
Wysche,  wish, 

Y. 

Yan,  than, 

Yaped,  łougkahk,     C« 
Yatte.e&ot 
Ybereynge,  hearimg^ 
Yborne,  ton. 
Ybrende»  hunu 
.Ycoine,  engrmcd,  earv9^ 

s  a 
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YcoiYenn,  łotńoM    C 

Ydeyd,  dt/ed. 

Ydro'ik8,  drlnks* 

Yer,  four,  łkeir, 

Yeyre,  their,    C, 

Yie,  Ay. 

Ygrove,  gTtnen^  orformed, 

Yinder,  yander, 

Yifi,  thit. 

Yburhd,  fnckttdp  thttt  t^» 


CHATTEUTCWS  POEMS. 

IYnhyme,  inier.    €• 
Youtyle,  uselets» 
Yreadeo,  madę  rm^ 
Yreerde,  naretl,  rmed, 
Yspende,  comider,    C« 
Ystoryen,  dead,    C 
Ytorn,  tom* 
YtMl»  itatr- 

I  ZabaHis,  t/m  dmL 


MISCELLANEOUS  P  OEMS. 


IN  THE  MODERN  STYLE. 


8LY  DICK. 


[From  a  C0|^  in  the  band  writing  of  eir  Herbert 
Croft,  in  the  ▼olame  of  Cbatterton>  works 
purrhaeed  by  Mr.  WaMrcm  at  the  Mile  of  sir 
Herbert'1  Ubrary.  He  says  "  this  waś  writteo 
by  Cliatterton  at  abóut  eleven:  as  well  aś  tbe 
fólIo^Dg  hymn.**) 

Sharp  was  the  froct,  tbe  wind  wat  high 

And  sparkling  stara  bedeekt  tbe  sky, 

Siy  T>ick>  in  arts  of  cunning  skill'd, 

Whuse  rapine  all  bis  pockets  fili'd, 

Had  laid  bim  down  to  take  bis  rest 

And  toothe  witb  sleep  his  anicioiif  breast 

'Twas  thus  a  dark  infemai  sprite 

A  natiTe  of  tbe  btackett  uight, 

Portending  misehief  to  deyise 

Upon  Sly  Dick  be  cast  bis  eyes; 

Then  straight  descends  tbe  infernal  sprite. 

And  in  lus  chamber  does  aliicht: 

In  visions  be  hefore  him  stands. 

And  bis  attention  be  commands. 

Thus  spake  the  sprite—"  Hearken,  my  friend : 

And  to  my  counsels  now  attend. 

Within  the  garrefs  spacious  dome 

There  lies  a  well  ttor»d  wealthy  room, 

Wdl  stor>d  witb  cloth  and  stockingB  toa, 

■Which  1  suppose  will  do  for  yon. 

First  from  the  cloth  Uke  thou  a  pane. 

For  thee  it  will  not  be  tbe  wone» 

A  noble  purse  rewards  thy  pains, 

A  purse  to  hołd  thy  filcbing  gains; 

Thcp  for  the  stockings  let  them  reeve 

And  90t  a  scrap  behind  thee  łeaye, 

Fire  bundles  for  a  penny  sell 

And  pence  to  thee  will  come  pell  mdl; 

See  it  be  done  witb  speed  and  care :" 

Thus  spake  the  sprite  and  sunk  in  air. 

|IVben  ii)  the  mom  witb  thoughts  erect . 
Sy  Dick  did  on  his  dream  reflect, 
«*  Why  łaith,»»  thinks  be,  "  tis  something  too, 
It  might— pefhaps— it  might— be  troe, 
FU  go  and  seC— away  he  bies. 
And  to  the  garret  quick  he  flies, 
EnteiB  the  room,  c^s  up  the  clo(heS| 
And  after  that  reeyes  np  the  bose; 
Then  of  tbe  cloth  he  purses  raade» 
Furkes  to  hołd  his  filching  tmde. 


A  HYMS^  FOR  CHRISTMAS  DAY. 

[From  a  copy  by  sir  Heibert  CnA,  m  tbe 

Yoiume.] 

Ałmightt  framer  of  tbe  skies^ 
*  O  let  our  pure^  cffttotion  rise, 

like  ipcense  in  thy  dghtf 
Wrapt  in  impenetrable  shade 
The  texture  of  our  sools  were  madę 

Till  thy  ooimnand  ga^e  light. 

The  Sun  of  Olory  gleam'd  tbe  Tay» 
ReflnM  the  darfcness  ittfo  day. 

And  bid  tbe  Tapours  fly: 
ImpelPd  by  his  etemal  lova 
He  left  his  palaces  abore 

To  cheer  our  gloomy  sky* 

How  śhall  we  eelebrate  the  dajr, 
When  Ood  appeared  in  mortal  clay^ 

The  mark  of  worldly  scom ; 
Wben  tbe  archangel's  hearenly  laya 
Attempted  the  Iteideeaier*s  pratse^ 
•  And  bail*d  Mlv»tioD's  mom  \ 

A  hnmble  form  the  Oodhead  wore, 
Tbe  pains  of  po^erty  he  borę. 

To  gaiłdy  pomp  unkoown : 
Tho'  in  a  human  walk  be  trod,. 
Still  was  the  Man  Almig;hty  God, 

Iq  glory  all  his  own. 

DespisM,  oppress^  the  Godbead  beara 
Tbe  torments  of  this  vale  of  tears; 

Nor  bad  his  Tengeance  rise ; 
He  saw  the  creatures  he  had  madę 
Revile  his  power,  his  peace  invade; 

He  saw  witb  mercy^s  eyes. 

How  shall  we  eelebrate  his  name, 
Who  groan'd  bcneatb  a  lifo  of  shame 

In  all  afflictions  try*d; 
The  soul  is  raptur'd  to  conceire 
A  trutb,  which  being  must  belieTe, 

The  God  Etemal  dy>d« 

• 

My  soul,  exert  thy  powers,  adore^ 
Upon  derotion^s  plumage  soar 

To  eelebrate  the  day:. 
The  God  from  whom  crration  spmng 
Shall  animate  my  greteful  toogue; 

From  him  Pił  catch  the  lay! 


NARYA  AND  MORED. 
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.     AKSTATEWIŁL 

[From  LoYjB  and  Madnesi.] 

pt  if  traii8cńbed»  sayi  lir  Herbert  Croft,  from 
an  old  pocket-bo»k  in  bis  motbei*i  poMesrion. 
U  tppears  to  be  bis  first,  perbapt  bts^only, 
copy  of  it;  and  is  eridently  his  faiand  writing. 
By  tfae  datę  be  was  eleren  years  and  almost 
iive  montbs  old. 

Thif  poem  appears  to  baye  been  aimed  at  some- 
body,  wbo  bad  fonnerły  been  a  Metbodist,  and 
WIS  lately  promoted  (to  tbe  dignity,  perbaps, 
of  opening  a  pew  or  a  grave;  for  Cbatterton 
was  the  iexton's  son)  in  tbe  established  cburcb.] 

In  days  of  oM,  wben  Wesley^s  power 
Oather'd  new  strengtb  by  every  bour; 
Apostatę  Will,  just  sunk  in  trade, 
Re8Qlv'd  bis  baigain  sbould  be  nmde; 
Tiwn  straigbt  to  Wealey  be  lepairs. 
And  puts  on  grsTe  and  solemn  ain; 
Tbeo  thns  tbe  pioos  man  addressM: 
**  Good  sir,  I  tbink  your  doctrine  best; 
Yonr  aerrant  will  a  Wealey  be, 
Thereiure  tbe  principles  teacb  me.>* 
The  preacber  tben  instructions  gaTe, 
Hov  fae  in  this  world  sbould  bebave : 
He  hean^  assents,  and  gives  a  uod, 
.  Says  every  word's  tbe  word  of  God. 
Tben  liftiog  his  dissenihUnr  eyes, 
"  How  blesiśed  is  tbe  sect'.'^  be  cries; 
**  Nor  Bingbam,  Young,  nor  Stillingfleet,  . 
•Shall  make  me  from  this  sect  retreaU* 
Vii  tben  bis  circamstance  declar*d» 
Hov  hardly  with  bim  matters  iar^d, 
BeggM  him  next  moming  for  to  make 
A  smali  ooUectipn  for  bia  aake. 
The  preacber  said,  "  Do  not  repine, 
The  vbole  coUection  aball  be  thine.** 
With  looks  demure  and  cringing  bows, 
Aboat  his  business  straigbt  be  goes. 
His  ontward  acta  were  grave  and  prim, 
Tbe  Metbodist  appear^d  in  bim. 
^t,  be  bis  outward  wbat  it  will, 
His  heert  was  an  apostate^s  still. 
ytó^  oft  prol«v  an  baUow'd  fiame. 
And  erery  wbere  preacb'd  We8ley's  name; 
He  was  a  preacber,  and  wbat  not, 
As  bng  as  money  could  be  got^ 
He'd  oft  prafessy  witb  boly  fire, 
The  laboarer*s  wortby  of  bis  bire. 
It  happen'd  onoe  upon  a  time, 
When  all  bis  works  were  in  tbeir  prime, 
A  noble  place  appear'd  in  view; 
Tbcń— ^to  tbe  Metbodists,  adien. 
A  Metbodist  no  morę  be'll  be, 
Tbe  Protestants  senre  best  for  be. 
Tben  to  tbe  cnrate  straigbt  be  ran. 
And  thus  addres8*d  the  fev'rend  man: 
"  I  wu  a  Metbodist,  'tis  true; 
With  penitence  I  tum  to  yon. 
O  Łbat  it  were  your  bounteous  will 
Tbat  1  tbe  vacant  place  might  fili! 
With  justice  Pd  myself  acąuit, 
BoeTery  thing  thafs  iright  and  fit.>* 
Tbe  curate  straightway  gave  conseni 
To  fake  tbe  place  be  quickly  went. 
Acandingly  be  took  the  place. 
And  keeps  it  with  dissembled  grace, 
Aprd  14tb,  1764, 


IfAWA  AND  MORED, 

AK  AmiCAN  BCŁOGUB. 

[Tbia  and  the  following  poems  ara  printed  from 
the  Miscellanies.] 

''  Rbcttb  tbe  1oves  of  Narra  and  Mored," 
Tbe  priest  of  Cbalma's  triple  idol  said.     [sprung, 
High  Ihmi   tbe  ground    tbe   youtbfal   warriora 
Loud  on  the  concave  sbell  tbe  lances  rung: 
In  all  tbe  mystic  mazes  of  tbe  dance, 
Tbe  youths  of  Banny's  bnmiog  sands  adTaiice, 
Wbilst  tbe  soft  Wrgin,  panting,  looks  bebind, 
And  rides  upon  tbe  pinions  of  the  wind : 
Asoends  tbe  mountains*  brow,  and  measures  rouod 
Tbe  steepy  cHfis  of  Chalma^s  aacred  ground  ; 
Cbalma,  tbe  god  wbose  noisy  tbnnders  fly 
Thro'  tbe  dark  covering  of  tbe  midnight  sky, 
Wbose  arm  directs  the  close-embattled  bosi. 
And  sinks  tbe  labouring  vesseh  on  the  coast; 
Chalma,  wbose  ezcellence  is  known  from  far, 
From  Łupa*s  rocky  bill  to  Calabar. 
Tbe  guaidian  god  of  Afric  and  the  islcs, 
Wbere  Natnre  in  ber  strongest  vigour  smiles^ 
Wbere  tbe  blue  blossom  of  tbe  forky  tborn, 
Bends  witb  tbe  nectar  of  tbe  op'ning  mom: 
Wbere  ginger's  aromatic,  matted  root, 
Creepe  througb  the  mead,  and  up  tbe  mountains 
sboot. 
Three  times  tbe  Tirgin,  swimming  on  the  breeze, 
Danc>d  in  tbe  shadow  of  tbe  mystic  trecs: 
Wben,  like  a  dark  cloud  spreading  to  the  iriew, 
Tbe  first-born  sons  of  war  and  blood  pursue; 
Swift  as  tbe  ełk  tbcy  pour  along  the  plain; 
Swift  as  tbe  flying  clouds  distilling  rain. 
Swift  as  tbe  boundings  of  the  youthful  roe, 
Tbey  courae  around,  smd  lengtben  as  tbey  go, 
like  the  long  chain  of  rocka,  wbose  auoamits  rise. 
Far  in  tbe  aacred  regions  of  tbe  skies; 
(Jpon  wbose  top  the  blaQk*nłng  tempest  lours, 
Wbilst  down  its  side  tbe  gushing  torrent  poora, 
Like  tbe  long  cliffy  mountains  which  eztend 
From  Lorbar's  care,  to  wbere  the  nations  end, 
Which  sink  in  darlmess,  thick'ning  and  obecnie 
Impenetrable,  mystic,  and  impure; 
Tbe  flying  terrours  of  tbe  war  ad^ance, 
And  rouud  tbe  aacred  oak,  repeat  the  dance. 
Furions  tbey  twist  around  tbe  gloomy  trees, 
Like  leayes  iń  autumn,  twiriing  witb  tbe  breeze. 
So  wben  the  splendour  of  the  dying  day 
Darts  tbe  red  luRtre  of  thewafry  way; 
Sodden  beneath  Toddida*s  wbistling  brink, 
Tbe  circling  billows  in  wild  eddies  sink, 
Whirl  furious  round,  and  tbe  loud  bursting  wave 
Sinks  down  to  Cha1ma's  sacerdotal  caTd, 
ExpIore8  the  palaces  on  Zira's  coast,  [gbost; 

Wbere  bowls  tbe  war-song  of   tbe  cbieftain*t 
Wbere  the  artificer  in  realms  below, 
Gilds  tbe  ricb  lance,  or  beantifles  the  bo  w; 
From  tbe  young  palm-tree  spins  the  useful  twine,. 
Or  makes  the  teeth  of  elepbants  divine. 
Wbere  the  pale  cbildren  of  tbe  feeble  Sun, 
In  search  of  gold,  thro*  every  dimate  run: 
From  buming  beat  to  freezing  torments  go. 
And  live  in  all  Yicissitodes  of  woe. 
Like  tbe  loud  eddies  of  Toddida*s  sea, 
Tlie  warriors  circle  tbe  mysterious  tree: 
Tin  spent  witb  exercise  tbey  spreul  aronnd      .    • 
Upon  the  op'niDg  bloasoms  of  the  ground. 
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l 


The  priesteM  ńsinf ,  tingt  the  sacred  tale, 
And  the  loud  cborus  echoes  thro'  the  dale. 

PRIBSTEtt. 

Far  fW>in  the  buming  sands  of  Calabar; 
F^r  fniin  the  liiNtre  of  the  morninK  star; 
Far  from  the  pleasure  of  th    holy  moro; 
Far  from  the  hlessedness  of  Chalina*8  horn: 
Kow  rest  the  souls  of  Narva  and  Mored, 
Łaid  i  II  the  dast,  and  namber*d  witb  the  dead. 
I>ear  are  their  memones  to  us,  and  long. 
Łon*'  shall  their  attributes  be  known  in  song. 
Their  li^es  were  transient  an  the  meadow  flow^ 
Ri|)en*d  in  acres,  witherM  in  an  hour. 
Chaima  rewarda  them  in  his  gloomjr  rare. 
And  opens  all  the  prisuns  of  the  era^e. 
Brełl  to  tho  serrioe  of  the  godhcad^s  throne, 
And  living  but  to  8erve  his  God  alone, 
Narva  was  beauteonit  as  the  op*ning  day 
W  hen  on  the  spancling  waves  the  son-beams  play, 
Wben  the  Mackaw,  ascending  to  the  sky, 
ViewR  thp  brigbt  splendour  witb  a  steady  eye. 
Tali,  aa  the  houi«  of  Cha!nia's  dark  retreat; 
Compact  and  fiim,  as  Rhadal  Yiica*s  Deet, 
Cnmpletr  1y  bf  auteoua  as  a  summer*8  Sun, 
Was  Nan*a,  by  hm  excellenee  undone. 
Where  the  soft  Togla  creeps  alnng  the  meads, 
Thro*  scented  Calamu!«  and  fragrant  reeds; 
Where  the  sweet  Zin^^a  spreads  its  matted  bed 
Liv'd  the  still  sweeter  flow'r,  the  young  Mojcd; 
Black' was  herface,  as  Togla*s  hidden  ceTI; 
Soft  as  the  mi>88  wbrrc  hissing  adffers  dwell. 
As  tu  tłie  sarred  court  she  brouirht  a  fawn, 
The  spoctirp  tenant  of  the  spicy  laun, 
She  saw  and  iovM !  and  Narra  tr)o  forgot 
His  racrpd  vestmęnt  and  his  mysttc  lot. 
Łc>Dir  had  the  mtitual  sigh,  the  mutual  tear, 
Burst  from  the  breast  and  acom*d  confinement 
Exieteiire  was  a  torment!  O  my  breast!      [tbere. 
Can  I  find  arcents  to  unfotd  the  rest ! 
ŁockM  in  each  others  anns,  from  Hyga'8  cave, 
They  pInngM  relentless  to  a  wat*ry  grave ; 
And  falKng  murmnrM  to  the  puw*rs  above» 
«*  Ood«!  take  onr  lives,  nnless  we  live  to  Iotc.*' 
fhoreditefa,  May  2,  1770.  C. 


TffE  DEATff  OF  NICOU. 

AN  AFRICAN  ECU>GI7E. 

Oh  Tiber'8  banka,  Tiber,  whose  watcrs  glida 
In  slow  meanders  down  to  Gaicrra^s  side ; 
And  clrrlinfr  all  thehorrid  mountain  round, 
Rushes  impełuous  to  tbe  deep  profound; 
Rolls  oVr  the  rair^d  rooks  with  hidrous  yell; 
Cnllects  its  wayes  beneath  the  earth'8  rast  shell; 
Tbere  fora  while  in  loud  confiision  hurPd, 
It  rrumbles   mountains  down    and    shakea  t^e 
Till  borne  upon  the  pinions  of  the  air,       [worldj 
Through  the  rent  earth  the  burst'ng  wa^es  appear; 
F'erreiv  propelPd  the  whitenM  billows  rlse, 
Break  from  the  caTem,  and  ascend  the  skies: 
Then  lost  and  ronquer*d  by  superior  force, 
Through  hot  Arabia  holds  its  rapid  course; 
On  Tiber*s  banks  where  scarht  jas*mines  bloom,  . 
And  pnrple  aloes  shed  a  rich  perliime; 
"Where,  when  the  Sun  is  meltin    in  his  heat^ 
The  reeking  tigers  find  a  cot»l  retf«at ^ 


Bask  in  the  sedget,  loM  the  fultiy  beani, 
And  wanton  with  their  shadows  in  the  ftreaa| 
On  Tiber*8  banks,  by  sacie^  priests  reTer*d, 
Where  in  the  dasrs  of  old  a  Rod  appear'd: 
'Twas  in  the  dc-ad  of  night,  at  Chalma^s  fen^ 
The  tril>e  of  Alra  slept  aronnd  the  priest 
He  spoke ;  as  evening  tbunders  baratiog  neo^ 
His  hurt  id  accents  broke  upOD  the  ear; 
"  Attend,  Alraddas,  with  your  sacred  piiest! 
This  day  the  Sun  is  ristng  in  the  east; 
The  Sun,  which  shall  iiiumine  all  the  Eaith, 
Now,  now  is  rising,  in  a  murtal  birth.*' 
He  yanish^d  like  a  vapoar  of  the  night, 
Aud  fiunk  away  in  a  faiot  blaze  of  ligfat. 
Swift  from  the  branches  of  the  holy  oak, 
Horror,  confusion,  fear,  and  torttient  broke ; 
Aud  still  when  midnight  trims  her  nazy  lamp, 
They  Uke  their  way  thro'Tiber'a  wafry  swsm^ 
On  Tiber^s  banks,  dose  rank'd,  a  warring  trsin, 
StretchM  to  the  distant  edge  of  Galca's  plaia: 
So  when  arriv'd  at  Oaigra's  highegt  sieep, 
We  vłew  the  wide  expan8ion  of  the  decp; 
See  in  tho  gilding  of  ber  wat'ry  robę, 
The  quick  declension  of  the  cireling  globe ; 
Fmm  the  blue  sea  a  chain  of  monntains  list^ 
Biendcd  at  once  with  water  and  with  skies: 
Beyond  our  sight  in  Tast  extenMon  cailM, 
The  rheok  of  waves,  the  guardians  of  the  woilŁ- 
Stn>ng  were  the  warńors,  aa  the  ghost  of  Cawa, 
Who  threw  the  Hill-of-arrhers  to  the  lawa: 
When  the  soft  earth  at  his  appearanre  6t>d; 
And  rising  billows  pl8y*d  aronnd  his  head: 
When  a  strong  tempest  rising  from  the  maia, 
DashM  the  fuli  clouds,  unbroken  on  tbe  plab* 
Nicou,  immortal  in  the  sacred  aong, 
Held  the  red  sword  of  war,  and  led  tbe  itronn 
From  his  own  tribe  the  aable  warriors  eame, 
Weil  tryM  in  battle,  and  well  known  in  fama 
Nicou,  descended  fit>m  the  god  of  war, 
Who  liv'd  coeval  with  the  moming  star: 
Narada  was  his  name;  who  cannot  tell, 
How  all  the  world  thro*  great  Narada  fell! 
Vichon,  the  god  who  mlM  above  tiie  skies, 
LookM  on  Narada,  but  with  enviovs  eyes:      • 
The  warrior  dar*d  him,  ridIcnIM  his  mi^fat, 
Bent  his  wbite  bow,  and  summoipM  him  to  ^bt' 
Virhon,  disdainfiil,  bade  his  ligbtnmgs  flyi 
And  scatter*d  bumincr  arrows  in  the  sky; 
Threw  down  a  star  the  annonr  of  hit  f^ 
To  bum  the  air  with  supemafral  beat; 
Bid  a  loud  tempest  roar  beneath  the  grooed; 
Ufted  the  sea,  and  all  the  earth  was  drown^d. 
Narada  still  escapMj  a  sacred  tree 
Lifted  him  up,  and  borę  him  thro*  the  sea. 
The  waters  stjU  ascending  ikrce  and  high, 
He  tower*d  into  the  chamben  of  the  sky: 
There  Yiehon  sat,  his  armour  o|i  his  bed, 
He  thou^ht  Narada  with  the  mighty  desd. 
Befbre  hia  seat  the  hearenly  warrior  staadi, 
The  lightning  quiv'ring  in  his  yellow  baodi 
The  god,astonish'd,  dropt;  hnH'd  from  theikotti 
He  dropt  to  tormenta,  and  to  rise  no  morb 
Head-lonc  he  folls;  *tis  his  own  armsroDpd, 
Condemn'd  in  ever-buTning  fires  to  dwdL 
From  this  Narada,  mighty  Nicou  sprang; 
The  mighty  Nicou,  furious,  wild  and  yoaBg« 
Who  led  th'  embattled  archers  to  tbe  fieM, 
And  borę  a  thunderbolt  upon  his  shiekl: 
That  shietd  his  glorious  father  died  to  gaio, 
When  the  wbite  warrign  iM  aloaf  tbe| 
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Vfhen  the  fbll  sailf  oould  not  proroke  the  flood, 
TJli  Nioott  came  and  sireird  the  seas  with  Uood* 
Slow  at  the  aad  of  hit  robust  arraj, 
Tbe  migbty  warrior  pensiTe  took  hii  way ; 
A^iast  the  son  of  Nair,  the  young  Rorest, 
Once  the  coinpanion  of  his  youthful  breant. 
Strong  vere  the  passions  of  the  son  of  Nair, 
Strongr  as  the  tempest  of  the  e^ening  air* 
Jotatiate  in  desire;  fierceaś  the  boar; 
Firm  in  rR8olve  as  Cannie*B  rocky  sbore. 
I/>iig  had  the  gods  endeavour'd  to  deatroy 
Ail  Ntcou's  friendship,  happiness,  and  joy: 
They  sought  in  ▼ain,  till  Vicat,  Vichon'8  flon^ 
Nerer  iii  feats  of  wickeJness  outdone, 
8aw  Xjca,  sinter  to  the  muuntain  king, 
Drest  beautifnl,  with  all  the  ilov*r8  of  springt 
He  saw,  and  scatter'd  poison  in  her  eyes; 
Frooi  limb  to  limb  in  varied  furms  he  flies ; 
Dwcit  oo  hor  crimson  lip,  and  added  grace 
To  every  glossy  featnre  of  ber  face. 
Rorest  wai  fir»d  with  passion  at  the  sight; 
Friendship  and  honour  sunk  to  Vicaf  s  right; 
He  saw,  he  lov*d,  and  buming  with  desire, 
Borę  tbe  soft  maid  from  bmther,  sister,  sirt* 
Pining  with  sorruw,  Nica  faded,  died, 
Like  a  fair  aloe  in  its  mriming  pride. 
This  brought  the  warrior  to  the  bloody  mead. 
And  sent  to  young  Rorest  the  threat*uiiłg  reed. 
He  drew, his  army  forth:  oh '.  need  I  tell ! 
That  Sificoa  conqiier'd,  and  the  lover  fell: 
His  breathl«««  army  mantled  ail  the  plain; 
And  Death  sat  amiling  on  the  heaps  of  slain. 
Th£  battle  ended,  with  his  reeking  dart, 
The  pensi^e  Nicou  piercM  his  beatiug  heart: 
And  to  his  mourning  raliant  warriors  cry*d, 
T  and  my  sistcr'8  ghost  are  satisfy^d.*' 
BrMke-street,  June  12. 
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JO  THB  MBMORT  OF  MR.  THOMAf   PHIŁIPI,   OF 

FAIRffORD. 

No  morę  I  hai(  the  moming^s  golden  gleam  ; 
No  morę  tbe  wonders  of  the  view  I  sing: 
Friendship  reąniret  a  melancboty  theme; 
At  her  command  the  awful  lyre  I  string. 

Now  as  I  wander  tbro'  this  leafless  groTe, 
Whepe  the  dark  vapour8  of  the  evening  rise, 
How  shaJl  I  teacb  the  chorded  shcU  to  moire; 
Or  stay  the  gushiog  torrenU  from  my  eycf? 

Philips  great  master  of  the  boundless  lyre, 
Tbee  woald  the  grateful  Muse  attempt  to  paint; 
6ive  me  a  double  portion  of  thy  fire, 
Or  all  the  powYs  of  language  are  too  faiai. 

Say  what  bold  namber,what  immoftal  lina 
Tbe  image  of  thy  genius  can  rcflect; 
O,  lend  my  pen  what  animated  thin^ 
To  show  tbee  in  tby  native  glories  deckt 

The  joyons  charms  of  Spring  d^ifighted  saw, 
Their  beauties  duubly  glaring  in  tby  lay: 
Nothing.was  Spring  which  Philips  did  not  diaWf 
And  ev*i7  image  of  his  Muse  was  May* 

80  TOK  the  regal  byacisthal  star; 

Ifo  tligoe  lh«  ptefMHial  mti«  d«MM  Mi 


Sb  8eem*d  the  woodlands  Ies8*ning  from  afar; 
You  saw  tbe  real  prospect  as  you  read. 

Majeitic  Sammer^s  blooming  flow*ry  pride 
Next  claim*d  the  honour  of  his  nervou8  song; 
He  taughtthe  streams  in  hollow  trills  to  glide. 
And  lead  the  glories  of  tbe  year  along. 

When  golden  Aatumn,  wreathM  in  ripen'd  ooro^ 
Prom  parple  clasters  press^d  the  fuamy  winę, 
Thy  genius  did  his  sallow  brows  adom^ 
And  madę  the  beauties  of  the  season  tbine* 

Pale  mgged  ^^tnter  bending  o'er  his  tread, 
Hi«  grizzled  hair  bedropt  with  icy  dew; 
His  eyes,  a  dusky  light,  con^eard  and  dead; 
His  robę,  a  tinge  of  bright  etherial  blaej 

His  train,  a  motley*d,  sangoine,  sable  cloud, 
He  limps  alung  the  russet  dreary  moor; 
Whilstri8ingwhiri«vinds,blastiug,  keen,  andlou^ 
Rull  tbe  wbite  surges  to  the  sounding  sbore. 

Nor  were  his  pleasures  unimproirM  by  tbee: 
Pleasures  he  has,  thu'  borribly  deform'd : 
The  silver*d  bill,  the  poIishM  lakę,  we  see, 
Is  by  thy  genios  fix'd,  preser^M,  and  warm^d* 

The  rough  November  bas  his  pleasures  too  | 
But  1  *m  insensible  to  every  joy: 
Farewetl  the  laorel,  now  I  grasp  the  yew. 
And  all  my  little  powers  in  grief  employ* 

In  tbee  each  rirtue  found  a  pleasing  celi, 
Thy  miód  was  honour,  |ind  tby  soul  divine: 
With  thee  did  evVy  pow'r  of  genius  dwell : 
Thou  wert  Che  Helicon  of  all  tbe  Nina. 

Fancy,  whose  Tarious  figure-tinctur^d  Test^ 
Was  ever  changing  to  a  different  hue: 
Her  heaci,  with  raried  bays  and  flow*rets  dr<«l| 
Her  eyes,  two  spangles  uf  the  morning  dew. 

In  dancing  attitude  she  swept  thy  string. 
And  now  she  suars,  and  now  again  descends| 
And  now  reclining  on  the  zephyr^s  wing, 
Unto  the  velvet-vested  meaJ  she  bends. 

Peace,  deck*d  in  all  the  softness  of  the  doTS^ 
Over  thy  passions  spread  a  silver  plume. 
The  rosy  valc  of  harmony  and  love, 
Hung  on  thy  soul  In  one  eternal  bloom. 

Peace,  gentlest,  softest  of  the  virtues,  spreaił 
Her  silver  pinions,  wet  with  dewy  tears, 
Upon  her  best  distinguish'd  poet'9  head. 
And  taught  his  lyre  the  musie  of  the  spheres. 

Temp'rance,  with  health  and  beeuty  in  ber  trai% 
A  ad  massy-moscied  strength  in  all  her  pride, 
Poioted  at  scarlet  kixury  aud  pain. 
And  did  at  every  cheerful  feast  preside. 

Content,  who  smiles  at  all  the  firowns  of  fata, 
Fauii'd  from  idea  ev'ry  sceming  ilł; 
la  thy  owu  Tirtue,  and  thy  genius  great» 
The  happy  Muse  laid  anzioas  trouUes  stilL 

But  see!  the  sick^ned  glare  ofday  retires. 
And  the  raeek  ev>ning  shades  the  dusky  grey: 
The  west  fąint  slimmers  with  tbe  safiran  flresb 
And,  like  thy  life,  O  Philips,  dies  away. 

Herę,  8tretch*d  upon  this  beaTen-ascending  hil^ 
ru  irait  tb^  h^no^m  of  tbt  coming  aight ; 


454 


CHATTERTON'S  POEBiS. 


I  'U  imitate  Łhe  gently-plaintiTe  rill. 

And  by  tbe  ^are  of  lambent  vapout«  wńte. 

Wet  włth  the  dew,  the  yel1ow*d  hawthoms  bow; 
The  Ipnd  winds  whistle  thro'  the  echoing-dell; 
Far  o'er  the  lea  the  breathing  cattk  loir. 
And  the  shrill  sbriekings  of  the  screech-owl  swell. 

"With  niftling  sound  the  dusky  foliage  fliet, 
And  wantong  with  the  wind  in  rapid  whiris. 
Tbe  gurgling  nv'letto  tbe  yalley  bies, 
And  lost  to  aight  in  dying  murmun  curis. 

Now  as  the  mantle  of  the  ev*nłng  swelb 
Upon  my  mind,  I  feel  a  thick'uing  gloom ! 
Ah !  cóuld  I  charoi,  by  friendship'8  potent  speUi» 
The  soul  of  Philips  from  the  deatby  tomb ! 

Then  would  we  wander  thro'  the  dark'ued  Tale, 
In  conver9e  such  as  heav'nly  spińts  use, 
And  bom  upon  the  plumage  of  the  gale, 
Hymn  Uie  Creator,  and  eichort  the  Muse. 

Bat  honx)ar  to  reflection !  Now  no  moie 
'Will  Philips  sing,  the  wonder  of  the  plain, 
When  doubting  whether  they  might  not  adore, 
Admiring  mortals  heard  tbe  nenrous  strain. 

A  madd'ning  darkness  reigns  tbio*  all  the  lawn, 
Nougbt  but  a  doleful  beli  of  death  is  heard, 
Save  where  into  an  hoary  oak  withdrawn, 
The  scream  proclaims  the  ćurst  noctumal  biid. 

Now  rest,  my  Muse,  but  only  rest  to  weep 
A  friend  madę  dear  by  ev*ry  sacred  tye ! 
Unknown  to  me  be  comfort,  peace,  or  sleep, 
Philips  is  dead  !  'tis  pleasure  then  to  die! 


FEBRUARY. 

AN  EŁEGY. 

Bbgiii,  my  Muse,  the  imitative  lay, 
Aouian  doxies  sound  the  thrumming  string; 
Attempt  no  number  of  the  p]aintive  Gay, 
Łet  me  like  midnight  cats,  or  Collins  sing. 

If  in  the  trammels  of  the  doleful  linę 
The  bounding  hail,  or  drilling  rain  descend; 
Come,  brooding  Melancholy,  pow*r  di^ine. 
And  eT'ry-unl6Tm'd  mass  of  words  amend. 

Now  the  rough  goat  i^itbdraws  his  curling  horas. 
And  the  cold  wafrer  twirls  his  circling  mop : 
Swift  sudden  anguish  darts  thro'  alt*ring  coms. 
And  the  spruce  meroer  trembles  in  his  shop. 

Now  infant  authors,  madd'ning  fot  renown, 
Sxtend  the  plume,  and  hum  about  the  itagę, 
Procure  a  benefit,  amuse  the  town. 
And  prondly  glitter  in  a  title  page. 

Now,  wn4»t  in  ninefold  fuV,  his  sqiieamish  grace 
De6es  the  ftiry  of  the  bowling  storm; 
And  whilst  the  tempest  whistles  ronnd  bis  &ce, 
£xult8  to  find  his  mantled  carcass  warm. 

Now  rumUing  coaches  fnrious  driTe  along, 
Fuli  of  tbe  majesty  of  city  dames, 
Whose  jewels  sparkling  in  the  gaudy  thnmg, 
Raise  stimnge  emoUoiis  and  iAvidioua  flames. 


Now  Merit,  happy  in  the  calm  of  place, 

To  mortals  as  a  Higblander  appearsy 

And  conscious  of  the  exce1Ience  of  lace, 

With  spreading  finogs  and  gleamtogipangies^aRii 

Whilst  Enyy,  on  a  tripod  seated  nigh, 
In  form  a  sboe-boy,  daubs  the  valu'd  ćuit. 
And  darting  lightnings  from  his  Tengefol  eye, 
Rares  about  Wilkes,  and  politica,  and  Bule. 

Now  Bany,  taller  than  a  grenadier, 
Dwindles  into  a  stripling  of  eigfateen: 
Or  sabled  in  Othello  breaks  the  ear, 
Eicerts  his  Toice,  and  totters  to  the  scenę. 

Now  Foote,  a  looking-glass  for  all  manldnd, 
Appiies  his  was  to  personal  defects; 
But  leayes  untouch'd  the  image  of  the  mind. 
His  art  no  mental  quality  tefects. 

Now  Drury>s  potent  king  eztorts  applause, 
And  pit,  box,  gallery,  echo,  "  How  diTine!** 
WhiUt  vers*d  in  all  the  drama*8  mystic  hwi. 
His  giaceful  action  sa^es  the  wooden  linę. 

Now — But  what  fiirther  can  the  Muses  8ii!^> 
Now  dropping  particles  of  water  fidl; 
Now  vapoui8  riding  on  the  north  wind*s  wing, 
With  transłtory  darkness  shadow  alL 

Alas!  how  joyless  the  descriptiTe  theme, 
When  sorrow  on  the  writer'8  ąuiet  preyi;  • 
And  like  a  mouse  in  Cbesłiire  cbeeae  sopcme^ 
DeTours  the-substance  of  the  lesa*niQg  baycL 

Come,  February,  lend  thy  darkest  sky, 
There  teach  the  wintefd  Muse  with  douds  to  mai; 
Come,  February,  lift  the  number  high; 
Let  the  shaip  strain  like  wind  thro'  alleys  roar. 

Ye  channds,  wand*ring  thf o'  the  ^ncioos  itiee^ 
In  hollow  murmurs  foli  tfaft  dirt  along, 
With  inundations  wet  the  sabled  feet, 
Whilst  gouts  responsiTe,  join  th'  elegiac  song; 

Ye  damsels  fotr,  whoae  silTer  voices  ihiill 
Sound  thro'  meand>ring  Iblds  of  Echo^  bom; 
Łet  the  sweet  ery  df  liberty  be  still. 
No  morę  let  smoking  cakes  aw^e  the  mora. 

O, Winter!  pat away thy snowy pride; 
O,  Spring!  n^lect  the  oowsiip  and  the 
O,  Summer !-  throw  thy  pears  and  plonu  aiide; 
O,  Automn !  bid  the  grapę  with  poiion  swcIL 

The  pensionM  Muse  of  Johnson  is  no  mora! 
Drown'd  in  a  butt  of  winę  his  geniusjics:  [pkm, 
Earth!  Ocean!  Heay^n!   the  wond'roQ8  kM  de- 
Tbe  dregs  of  Naturę  with  her  glory  diei ! 

What  iron  stole  can  suppress  the  tear; 
What  saur  reriewer  read  with  Tacant  eye; 
What  bard  but  decks  his  litersry  bier! 
Alas !  I  canndt  siog — ^I  howl — 1  ciy«-! 
Bristol,  Feb.  19. 


D. 
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OH  W.  BECKPOftD,  HO. 

Webp  od,  ye  Britons^giTe  yoor  gen'ral  tctr; 

But  hence,  ye  Tenal — hence  eaeh  titled  ilsTe; 
An  honett  pang  shoold  wait  on  Beckfoid^  Uff, 

And  patriot  angniah  JOttk  the  pataiol^a  griKi 
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WiMsn  like  tbe  RoRiAii  to  his  fieM  mijr'^, 
TWas  you  (surrouncled  by  uiinliiiiber'd  fibes) 

Wbo  callHl  (lim  ibrtb,  his  semces  reąuir^d, 
Aod  took  froin  age  tbe  blessinj^  of  repose. 

With  aoal  impdrd  by  virtiie^s  sacred  flame, 
To  ttem  tbe  torreut  of  c-omiptioD'8  tide, 

He  came,  heayli-fraught  with  liberty !  He  came, 
Aod  nobly  in  his  eountiy*8  servioe  died. 

In  the  laat  awfnl,  the  defkaiting  bour, 

When  Ufe*sp<)or  lamp  morefiunt  aadfaiatcr^rew; 
As  menri^y  feebly  exerciB*d  ber  poir'r, 

He  only  fełt  for  liberty  and  you. 

He  view>d  Deatb^S  airow  with  a  Christian  eye, 
With  flmmess  only  to  a  Christian  known  ^ 

And  nobly  gare  your  miseries  that  sigh 
With  wbich  be  never  grotified  his  owa. 

Thoii,  bi«athing  Sculpture,  celebrate  bis  famę. 
And  give  his  laiml  eyerlasting  bloom; 

Beceive  his  worth  wbiie  gratitude  has  name. 
And  teaoh  succeeding  a^es  from  his  tomb. 

The  sword  of  justice  cautiously  he  swayM,  ' 
His  band  for  ever  held  the  balance  right; 

Each  ▼enial  fault  with  pity  be  sur\'ey'd, 
But  murder  fbi|ud  no  mercy  in  his  sight. 

He  kaew  when  flatterers  besiege  a  throoe, 
Thith  seldom  reaches  to  a  mooarch'8  ear; 

Knew,  if  dppress'd  a  loyal  people  groan, 

Tis  not  tbe  courtier^s  ioterest  he  should  hear. 

Henoe,  honestto  his  prince,  his  manly  toogue 
The  pnbtic  wronę  and  loyalty  convey*d, 

While  titled  trembłers,  ef'*ry  nerve  unstrung, 
Łook*d  all  around,  confounded  and  disQiay'd> 

I/iok>d  all  aioiind,  astonish*d  to  behold, 

(Train'd  up  to  flatfry  from  their  early  yonth) 

An  artlessy  fearless  citizeu,  unibid 
To  royal  ears,  a  mortifying  truth. 

Titles  to  him  no  pleasure  conld  impart^ 
No  bribes  his  rtg^d  Ttrtue  conld  control ; 

Tbe  star  conld  neviT  gatn  upon  his  heart. 
Nor  tnm  the  tide  of  bonour  in  his  soni. 

Vor  this  his  name  our  hisfry  shall  adom, 

Shall  soar  on  farae*s  wide  pinions  all  snblime; 

T^  HeaTen*8  own  bright  and  nerer  dying  mom 
Absoibs  our  little  partide  of  time. 


ELEGY. 


Ye  spootiAg  cataractSy  ye  sitrer  streams; 
Ye  spacious  rirers,  whotu  the  willow  sbrouds  ; 
Ascend  tbe  brigbt-crown'd  Sttn's  ftur-sbining  beams,  " 
To  aid  tbe  mournful  tear-distilling  clouds. 

• 

Ye  nox3Qus  raponrs,  hi\  upon  my  bead; 
Ye  writhing  adders,  roond  my  feet  entwine ; 
Ye  toadsy  your  venom  io  my  foot-path  spread  ; 
Ye  blasting  meteors,  upon  me  shine. 

Ye  chcling  seasons,  intercept  the  year; 
Forbid  the  beauties  of  the  spring  to  rise; 
Let  not  tbe  life-preserving  grain  appear; 
Let  howling  tempests  banów  up  the  skies. 

Ye  cloud-girt,  ifioss-grown  turrets,  look  oo  mora 
Into  the  nalace  of  the  god  of  day : 
Ye  loud  fempesŁuous  blllows,  oease  to  ioar» 
In  plaintive  numbers  thro*  the  valleys  stray, 

Ye  rerdant-ve8ted  trees,  foi^get  to  grow, 
Cast  off  the  yellow  foliage  of  your  pride; 
Ye  softly-tinkling  riv'let8,  cease  to  ilow, 
Or  sweird  with  certain  death  and  poiaon  glide. 

Ye  solemn  warblers  of  the  gloomy  night, 
That  rest  in  lightning-blasted  oaks  the  day, 
Thro'  theblack  mantles  take  yourslow-pac^d  flight^ 
Rcipding  the  silent  wood  with  shńeking  lay, 

Ye  snow-crownM  mountains,  lost  to  mortal  eyei^ 
Down  to  the  valleys  bend  your  hoary  bead; 
Ye  liTid  comets,  fire  the  peopled  skiei 
For— lady  Betty's  tabby  cat  is  dead! 


Hastę,  hastę,  ye  solemn  messeogers  of  night, 
8pread  the  black  mantle  on  the  shrinkingpląin  ; 
Bat,  ah!  my  torments  still  8urvive  the  light, 
Tbe  changing  seasons  alter  not  my  pain. 

Ye  Tariegated  children  of  the  spring; 

Ye  bloasoms  blushing  with  the  pearly  dew; 

Y^ird^tbat  sweetly  in  the  hawthorn  siog; 

Yetov9^  meadows, lawns  of verdant  bue, 

• 

Faint  areyour  colonrs ;  harsh  yonr  love-note8thrill, 
To  me  no  pleasure  naturę  now  can  yield : 
Alike  the  barren  rock  9^  woody  hill, 
The  daik-browo  blattad  heatb»  aad  firiutful  field. 


TO  MIL  HOLLAND, 

THB  TRAGBDIAN. 

yinkT  numbers,  Holland,  can  tbe  Muses  find| 
To  sing  thy  merit  m  each  varied  part; 

When  actiun,  eloąńence,  and  ease  cumbin^dy 
Make  naturę  but  a  copy  of  thy  art. 

Miyestic  as  the  eagle  on  the  wind, 

Or  the  youngsky-beIm'd  monntain-rooted  tre^ 
Pleasing  as  meadows  blushing  with  the  spriog». 

Loud  as  the  surges  of  the  Severn  sea. 

In  terrour's'strain,  as dangingarmies drear ! 

In  lorę,  as  Jotc,  too  great  for  mortal  pralse, 
In  pity,  geotle  as  the  iwling  tear, 

In  all  superior  to  my  feeble  lays. 

Black  anger*s  suddcn  rise,  extatic  pain, 
Tormenting  jealousy*s  9elf-cank*ring  sting; 

Consuming  envy  with  her  yelling  train, 

Fraud  closely  shrouded  with  the  turtle'8  wlng; 

Whaterer  passions  gali  the  human  breast, 
Piay  in  thy  features,  and  await  thy  npd; 

In  thee  by  art,  the  demon  stands  confest. 
But  naturę  on  thy  soul  bas  stamp'd  the  god* 

Sc  just  thy  action  with  thy  part  agrees, 
Each  fimture  does  the  offlce  of  a  tongiie; 

Such  is  thy  nativc  eleg^nce  And  ease, 
By  thee  the  harsh  linę  smoothly  glidesldong,' 

At  thy  leign'd  woe  we>re  really  distrast, 
At  thy  fieign'd  lears  we  let  the  real  ^| 

By  every  jiidge  of  naturę  'tis  eonifest, 
No  single  part  is  tbinei  Umhi  'it  ail  ia  alL 
Bristol,  July  91.  .      D.B. 
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CHATTERTOirs  P0£M9. 


ON  MR.  ALCOCK  OF  BRISTOL. 

AM  BKCEŁŁBNT  MINIATURB  PAINTER. 

Ye  Ninę,  awake  the  chorded  shell, 
Whilst  I  the  praise  of  Aicock  teU 

In  truth -dictated  lays: 
On  wings  of  genius  take  (hy  ilight, 
O  Muse!  above  the  Olympic  height. 

Make  Echo  sing  his  praise. 

Naturę  in  all  her  glory  drest, 

Her  flow*ry  crown,  hćr  verdant  vest, 

Her  zonę  etherial  blue, 
Receives  new  charms  from  AIcock*s  band; 
The  eye  sur^-eys,  at  his  comman^i, 

Whole  kmgdoms  at  a  Yiew. 

His  betfuties  seem  to  roli  the  eye. 
And  bid  the  real  arrows  fly. 

To  wound  the  gazer's  mind; 
So  taking  are  bis  men  disp1ay'dy- 
That  oft  th'  unguarded  wounded  maid, 

Hath  wish'd  the  painter  blind. 

His  pictures  like  to  naturę  show, 
Tbe  silver  fuiuitains  seem  to  flow; 

The  hoary  woods  to  nod: 
The  curling  hair,  the  flowing  dress, 
TJie  speaking  attitude,  confess 

The  fancy-forming  god. 

Ye  classic  Roman-Ioving  foołs, 
Say,  couid  the  paintcrs  of  the  schools 

With  Alcock^s  pcncil  vie? 
He  paints  tbe  passions  of  mankind» 
And  in  the  face  displays  tbe  mind, 

Charmiog  the  heail  and  eye* 

Thrice  happy  artist !  rouse  thy  powers, 
And  send,  in  \vonder-giving  show'rs, 

Thy  boauteous  works  to  view: 
£nvy  sball  sicken  at  thy  name, 
Italians  Ieave  tlie  chair  of  fiime, 

And  own  the  seat  tby  due. 
Bristoli  Jan.  29,  1 709.  Asaphidh. 


TO  MISS  B' 


SH,  OF  BRISTOL. 


Bkfore  i  seek  the  dreary  shore, 
Where  Gambia*s  rapid  billows  roar^- 

And  foaming  pour  along; 
To  you  I  urge  the  plaintive  strain, 
And  tho^  a  lovcr  sings  in  vain, 

Yet  yoa  sball  bear  tbe  song. 

tJngrateful,  cruel,  lovely  roaid! 
Since  all  my  torments  were  repaid 

Witb  frovi'n8  or  languid  sneers; 
With  assiduities  no  morę 
Your  captiTe  will  your  health  implore, 

Or  tease  you  with  his  tears. 

Kow  to  the  regions  where  the  Sun 
Boes  bis  hot  course  of  glory  run. 

And  parches  up  the  ground : 
Where  o'er  the  buraing  cłeaving  plains, 
A  łoog  etemal  dog-star  reigns. 

And  splendour  fiames  aroand* 


There  will  I  go,  yel  «oŁ  to  find 
A  fire  intenser  than  my  mind, 

Whicli  burns  a  constant  flanM : 
Tliere  will  I  lose  thy  heavenly  form. 
Nor  sball  remembrance,  raptur*d,  warm* 

Draw  shadows  of  thy  frame. 

In  the  rough  element,  tbe  sea, 
I  '11  drown  tbe  softer  subject,  thee. 

And  sink  each  loveIy  charm: 
No  morę  my  bosom  sball  be  tona; 
No  morę  by  wild  ideas  borne, 

1  '11  cherish  tbe  aSarm. 

Yet,  Polly,  could  thy  heart  be  kind, 
Soon  would  my  feeble  porpoae  find 

Thy  sway  within  my  breatt: 
But  hence,  soft  scenes  of  painted  woe. 
Spite  uf  the  dear  delight  TU  go, 

Forget  her,  and  be  blest. 
Z>.  Cbłoumchi. 


J 


THJS  ADVICE, 


ADDRBSSBD  TO  MISS  M- 


OF  BRUTOŁ 


Rbyolying  in  tbeir  clestin'd  spbere, 
Tbe  hours  begin  anoŁher  year 

As  nipidly  to  fly; 
Ah!  think,  Maria,  (c*er  in  giay 
Those  auburn  tresses  fade  away ;) 

So  youth  and.beauty  die. 

Tho»  now  the  captirated  thron; 
Adore  with  flattery  and  song. 

And  all  befbre  you  bow; 
Whilst  unattentive  to  the  strain, 
You  bear  the  hurable  Muse  complain» 

Or  wreath  your  frmming  brow. 

Tho'  poor  Pitho1eon's  feeble  line, 
In  opposition  to  tbe  Ninę, 

Stiłl  violates  your  name: 
Tho'  tales  of  passion  meanly  told, 
As  duli  as  Cumberland,  as  oold, 

Strira  to  oonf^ss  m  flame. 

Yet,  when  that  blooni,  and  dancing  fire* 
In  silver'd  reT'rence  sball  expire, 

Ag'd,  wrinkled,  and  deiac^d: 
To  keep  one  loTer's  flame  alivey 
Requires  the  genius  of  a  Cli  ve, 

With  Waipołe^s  mental  tasCe. 

Tho*  ntpture  wantons  in  your  air, 
Tho'  beyond  simile  you  're  feir; 

Free,  afiable,  serene: 
Yet  still  one  attribute  divine 
Sbould  in  your  composition  shine; 

Sincerity,  1  mean. 

Tho'  num'rous  swains  befbre  you  fali: 
Tis  empty  admiration  all, 

'Tis  al]  that  you  require : 
How  momentaiy  are  theircbatns! 
like  you,  how  unsiuoere  the  straios 

Of  those,  who  but  admire ! 

Accept,  for  once,  advice  from  me. 
And  let  tbe  eye  of  censure  sec 


'  THS  00N8ULIAD. 


♦»r 


Maria  cąn  be  (»•: 
Vo  morę  for  fooU  or  empty  btiaiiXy 
Heav'a's  repreac-ntatiYCs  disclose,    * 

Or  butterdies  ptinue. 

Fly  to  yoar  woithiest  loyer^s  arms, 
Tu  him  resijrn  yoiir  sweliiiig  ciiarms, 

Aod  aieet  his  gcn^rous  breast: 
Or  łf  Pitholeon  suiu  your  taste, 
ha  Muse  with  tatu;r'd  fraKinents  (Crac'd» 

Shali  read  your  cares  to  resL 


D. 


TffB  COPERMCAN  SYSTEM. , 

Thb  Son  revolving  on  hu  axis  tu  ma, 
Aiiu  with  creative  fire  intensely  buras; 
Juipelfd  the  furcive  air,our  Earth  supremę, 
Rolis  with  the  piaucts  roiuid  the  solar  gleam; 
yini  Mercury  coiupleUss  hiii  ti-ansient  y^ar, 
GonittKi  refujgcut,  with  reflected  giare ; 
Biigbt  Veuus  occupies  a  wider  way, 
Tiie  eorly  harbiogcr  of  nitcht  and  day ; 
Móre  distaut  sti.i  our  globe  terraqueou«  turns, 
Nur  chills  intense,  i>or  iiercely  beated  burns^ 
AitNind  ber  lol.s  the  luiiar  orb  of  light, 
Trsiling  ber  siKer  giories  through  the  night: 
On  tbe  £arth's  orbit  see  tUe  varłou&  sigus. 
Maik  wbere  tbc  Sua,  our  yearcompleung,shiiies; 
Fint  the  brigbt  Ram  his  languid  ray  improYes; 
Next  glaring  wat*ry  tbro*  tbe  Buli  he  moyes; 
The  am^rous  Twrios  admit  bis  genial  ray; 
Now  buruiugj  thro'  tbe  Crab  be  takes  his  way; 
The  Lion,  fluiuing,  bears  the  solar  power; 
The  Yiigin  fainu  benrath  the  sulŁry  shower. 

Nowtbejust  Balance  weighs  his  tfqual  furce, 
The  slimy  Serpent  swelters  in  his  course; 
T^«  sabled  Archer  eluuds  his  languid  fisce; 
,Tbe  Goat,  with  tempests,  urges  on  bis  race; 
Nov  in  the  water  bis  (aint  beams  appear. 
And  the  cold  Fishes  end  the  circling  year. 
Beyond  our  globe  the  sanguiue  Mars  displays 
A  strong  reflection  of  primeral  rays; 
Ifext  bełted  Jupiter  £sr  distant  gleams, 
Scarcely  enlight^ned  with  the  solar  beams; 
With  four  unfiv*d  receptaclcs  of  light, 
He  tours  majestic  thro'  the  ^pnclous  height: 
Bat  farther  yet  the  tardy  Saturn  lags, 
And  fire  attendaut  luminańes  drags; 
InTesting  witb  a  double  ring  his  pace, 
I   He  circles  tbro'  immensity  of  space. 

These  are  thy  wond*rou8  works,  firtt  Source  of 
good! 
Vow  moie  admir*d  in  being  understood* 

Bristol,  Dec.  23,  D.B. 


THE   CONSUUAD. 

AN  HEROIC  POEH. 

Of  warriiig  sonators,  and  bettles  dire, 
Of  ąualisuneateii,  Muse,  awake  the  lyre, 
Where  C — pb— irs  chimneys  overlook  tlie  sqaare, 
And  N — ^t<-«»n's  futurę  proą>ects  hang  in  air ! 
Where  counsellors  dispute,  and  cockers  matcb, 
And  Calfdoaiaa  carls  in  conotnrt  scratcb; 


A  gro (ip  of  heroes.  oecapied  the  raa^\ 

Loue  iu  t^c  rolls  o  imamy  renownd. 

r.rcTin?  t  -   table  ałl  in  silence  sat, 

Now  tearing  bloody  leaa,  no«r  champiiig  fat; 

Now  pickin   ortolans,  and  chicken  da H, 

To  form  the  wbimsies  of  an  h^La^reine ; 

Now  storming  castles  of  the  newest  taste, 

And  granting  artictes  to  fbrts  of  pastę; 

Now  swallowing  bitter  draughts  of  Pruasiau  beer; 

Now  sucking  talluw  of  salubrious  deer. 

The  god  of  cabinets  and  senates  saw 

His  sons,  like  asses,  to  one  centrę  draw. 

Inflated  Discord  heard,  and  left  ber  ccll^ 
Witb  all  the  horrours  of  ber  native  Heli: 
She,  on  the  soaring  wint^  of  geutus  fled. 
And  wav'd  the  pen  of  Jimiiis  raund  her  head. 
Beneath  the  table,  veil*d  from  sight,  she  sprung*^ 
And  sat  astride  on  ntjisy  Twitcher's  tongue: 
Twitchpr,  superior  to  the  venal  pack 
Of  Bloomsbury^s  notorious  monarch,  Jack : 
Twitcher,  a  rotien  brancb  of  mighty  stock, 
Whose  interest  winds  his  conscience  as  his  clool^t 
Whose  attributes  detestable  bave  long 
Been  evłdent,and  infamous  in  song. 
A  toast*s  demanded ;  Madoc  swift  arose, 
Pactolian  gravy  trickling  down  his  clothet: 
His  sanguine  fork  a  murdei^d  pigeon  prcst. 
His  knife  witb  deep  incision  sought  the  breasL 
Upon  his  lips  the  qutvering  accents  hung. 
And  too  much  expedition  chain^d  his  tongue. 
When  thiu  be  sputter*d:  "  AU  the  glasses  aU, 
And  toast  the  (crcat  Pendragon  of  tbe  hilł: 
Mab-Uther  Owtiin,  a  long  train  of  kiugs, 
F!Otn  whom  Łhe  royal  blood  uf  Madoc  sprtngs, 
Madoc,  undoubtedly  of  Arthur^s  race, 
Yoa  see  ttie  mighty  monarch  in  his  ince; 
Madoc,  In  bagnios  and  in  courts  ador'd, 
Demands  this  propcr  homage  of  the  board.*'  [beerr 
"  Monarcbs!'*  said  Twitcher,  setting  down  hii 
Flis  mii5c:es  wreathing  a  contemptuoos  sneer: 
"  Monarobs  of  mole-hills,  oyster-beds,  a  rocki 
These  are  the  grafters  of  your  royal  stock: 
My  pony  Scrub  can  sires  moro  valia»t  tracę—** 
The  mangled  pigeon  thundcn  on  his  face; 
His  op^ning  mouth  tbe  melted  butterfitis. 
And  dropping  from  his  nose  and  chin  distils. 
Fttrious  he  started,  ragę  his  bosom  warms; 
Loud  a^  his  lurdship's  morning  dun  he  stormi. 
**  Thou  Yulgar  imitator  of  the  great, 
Grown  wanton  with  the  exoroments  of  state: 
This  to  thy  head  notorious  Twitcher  sends»*' 
His  sbadow  body  to  tlie  table  bends: 
His  straining  arms  uprears  a  loin  of  veal, 
In  these  degenerate  days,  for  three  a  meal: 
In  antient  timcs,  as  yarious  writers  say, 
An  alderman  or  priest  eat  three  a  day.         [plief 
With  godlike  strength,   the  grinning  Twitcher 
His  stretching  muscles,  and  the  mountain  fliea, 
Swift,  as  a  cloud  that  shadows  o*er  tbe  plain, 
It  flew  and  scatter'd  drops  of  oily  rain. 
In  oppoiitłon  to  extended  knives. 
On  royal  Madoc^s  spreading  cbest  it  driTef? 
Senseless  he  falls  upou  the  sandy  ground, 
Prest  with  the  steamy  load  that  ooz'd  acoiind* 
And  now  confiision  spread  her  ghastły  pianej 
And  faction  separates  the  Doisy  room. 
Bailuntun,  exerci8*d  in  every  vice 
That  opens  to  a  courtier^s  paradise, 
With  D — 8 — ^n  trammeird,  scmples  not  to  dni«r  - 
Injustice  up  tbe  rocky  bili  of  law: 
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CHATTERTOtrS  POEMS. 


lYom  wbose  liaftnii-ty  the  lanrds  ipning, 

Which  wi!l  in  Geoi>.e'i-Fieids  l>e  eFcryoiing. 

The  rWe  Ballunliin,  startiog  Arom  his  ehair, 

To  Fortuue  Łhits  adi^ress^d  his  pri^ate  prayer: 

**  Goddess  of  ftte^s  rotnndity,  mssist 

With  thoughNwinscM  yictory  my  untryM  fist: 

If  I  the  gńnńing  Twitcher  overtarn« 

Six  Riiaslan  frigates  at  thy  shrine  sball  bniti; 

Nlne  rioters  fbal)  blced  beneath  thy  feet; 

And  hanging  cutters  decorate  each  street." 

The  goddess  smird,  orrather  niiootb'd  ber  fttiwn, 

Atid  shook  the  triple  feathm  of  ber  crown: 

InstUlM  a  private  pention  in  bis  soni. 

With  ragę  in8pir'd  be  teiz^d  a  Gailic  roli: 

His  bursting  arm  the  missiTe  weapon  threw. 

High  o^cr  his  rival*8  head  it  whistliog  flew. 

Cumras,  for  bis  Jewish  soul  renown'd, 

ReceivM  it  on  bis  ear  and  Idst  tbe  groand. 

Curraras,  yersM  \u  €Vf  ry  little  art. 

To  play  tbe  ministei^s  or  feloD'8  part: 

Grown  hoary  in  tbe  rillanies  of  state, 

A  titie  madę  him  infamously  great. 

A  slave  to  yenal  slares;  a  tuoł  to  toola : 

The  representative  to  knayes  and  fools. 

Bet  see !  comm<'rcial  Bristol'8  genius  sit, 

Her  slńeld  n  Uirtle-sbell,  ber  lance  a  spit. 

Sce,  whiist  ber  nodding  aldermen  are  spread, 

in  ali  tbe  brancbing  honours  of  tbe  bead: 

Cniraras,  ever  faithful  to  tbe  cause, 

With  beef  and  rcn^son  tbeir  attention  draws: 

Tbey  drink,  they  cat,  tben  sigu  tbe  mean  address; 

Say,  could  tbeir  buinble  gratitude  do  less? 

By  disappointment  vex'd,  Ballunton  ilies; 

Red  Bgbtnings  flashing  iii  bis  dancing  eyea. 

Firm  as  bis  virtac,  mighty  Twitcher  stands. 

And  elev«tes  for  furious  fight  bis  bands: 

One  pointed  fist,  his  8hadow*d  corps  defenda, 

The  otber  on  BaHantun'8  eyes  descendt; 

A  darkling,  shaking  light  his  optics  Tiew, 

Circled  with  Krid  tinges  red  and  blue. 

Kow  fir'd  with  angnish,  and  inflam'd  by  pride, 

He  thunders  on  bis  advfr8ary*8  side. 

With  patfring  blows  prolongs  tb*  aneqaal  figbt; 

Twitcher  retreatt  belbre  tbe  man  of  migbt. 

But  Fortune,  (or  wmi«^  higber  power,  or  god) 

Obliqae  eztended  forth  a  sable  rod: 

As  Twitcher  retrograde  maintainM  tbe  fray, 

Theharden'd  serpent  intercepfa  his  way; 

He  fell,  and  fallhig  with  a  lordly  air, 

CrashM  into  atoms  the  judicial  chair. 

Cunraras,  for  his  Jewish  aonl  renown'd, 

Arose;  but  deafenM  with  a  singing  sound, 

A  cloud  of  disconient  o*er8pread  bis  brows; 

Rerenge  in  erery  bloody  icature  gfows. 

Around  bis  beail  a  roasted  gander  wbirls, 

Propping  Manilla  sances  on  his  curls: 

Swift  to  the  vi1e  Balluntun^s  face  it  ilies, 

Tbe  buming  pepper  sparkles  in  bis  eyes: 

yiia"  India  waistcoat  reeking  with  tbe  oil, 

Glows  brigbter  redi  tbe  glory  of  the  spoil. 

The  figbt  is  generał;  fowl  repnlset  fowl; 
The  Tictors  thunder,  aod  the  ▼anqiiishM  howl, 
Stam,  garters,  all  the  implements  of  śliow, 
That  deckM  the  pow'r8  above,  disgrac>d  below. 
Kor  awords,  nor  mightier  weapons  did  they  draw, 
For  all  were  well  acąoainted  with  the  law. 

Lei  Drap— r  to  improTe  his  dietion  fight; 
Our  heroes,  like  lord  George,  could  soold  andwrite. 
Gognagog  eariy  of  the  jocky  dnb; 
topty  as  C — br  ■  ■kio*8  oratoiMl  tub; 


A  msty  link  of  minirtarial  chtAip 

A  liTing  glory  -of  the  preaent  reign, 

yers*d  in  the  Arta  of  ammnnition  bf«nd, 

He  wav*d  a  red  wheat  manchet  roand  Ilia  bead  t- 

David-ap-Howel,  furious,  wild,  and  yoong» 

From  the  same  linę  as  royal  Madoc  Kprung» 

Oocur'd,  tbe  object  of  hift  borsting  ire. 

And  on  his  nose  receiv*d  the  weapoa  dire: 

A  double  rłver  of  congealing  blood, 

0*erflow8  his  garter  with  a  purple  flood. 

Mad  as  a  buli  by  daring  mastiffs  tore, 

When  liidies  scream  and  greasy  butchenroar; 

Mad  as  B— 11^— e  when  groping  thnmgfa  tbe  paffc, 

He  kisi'd  bis  own  dear  lady  in  the  dari(; 

The  lineal  repreientative  of  kings, 

A  car?ing  wcapun  selz*d,  and  op  be  apilngi: 

A  weapon  long  in  cniel  murders  atain^d. 

For  mangling  captire  carcaases  ordain*d. 

But  Fortune,  Provłdenoe,  or  what  you  wi]]» 

To  lay  the  rising  scenes  of  horroar  itill ; 

In  Pero's  person  scis*d  a  shining  pot, 

Whera  bnbbied  scrips,  and  contracta  flaming  holf 

In  the  fieroe  Cambrian's  breecbes  dnias  it  dry, 

The  ebspel  tottera  with  the  shiieking  ery, 

Luud  as  tbe  mob*a  reiterated  yeil, 

When  Sawny  n>ae,  and  mńghty  Chatham  fśL 

Flaocus,  the  glory  of  a  mas^uerade ; 
Whose  eyery  action  is  uf  trifics  madę: 
At  Graft— n^  well-stor'd  table  erer  fouod  ; 
Like  G-att  too  for  erery  Tice  renown*d: 
G«-4i  to  wboae  immoitał  senae  we  owe, 
The  Uood  which  will  from  ciWI  diaoord  flow: 
Who  swellseaeb  grievance,  lengthena  erery  tax^ 
Blind  to  the  rip*ning  ▼eugeanoe  of  tbe  axet 
Placcua,  the  youthfol,  dęgagće  and  gay, 
With  eye  of  pity,  saw  the  dreary  fi«y  t 
Amidst  tbe  greasy  horrours  of  the  fight, 
He  trembled  for  his  suit  of  viigin  wbite. 
Fond  of  his  eloqiience,  and  easy  flow 
Of  talk  rerboae,  wbose  raeaning  noue  can  knowt 
He  mounts  the  table,  but  thro'  eager  baate^ 
His  foot  upon  a  smoking  court-pie  plac'd: 
Tbe  buming  liquid  penetrates  hw  sboe* 
Swift  ftiom  the  roatrum  tJie  dedaimer  fleir^ 
But  leamedly  heroic  be  diadains. 
To  spoil  his  pratty  coomtenance  with  straina, 
Remomted  on  the  table,  now  be  staada, 
Waves  his  bigh-powdeiM  head  and  nifliad  haadi. 
"  Friends !  let  thia  clang  of  hostile  ftiry 
III  it  becomes  the  plenipos  of  peace: 
Shall  olios,  for  iaternal  battle  drestt 
Like  bttllets  ootwanl  perfoiatethe  breast; 
Sball  jarnin  botUes  blood  etherial  spiO; 
Sball  lasciOHaturt)e  without  anrfeit  kitt?" 
Morę  bad  be  said:  when,  from  Dogloatock 
A  cttstaid  pudding  trembled  on  his  tongoes 
And,  ab !  misfortunes  sddom  come  alooe» 
Great  Twitcher  rising  aeizM  a  polishM  bonę; 
Upon  his  bffeast  the.oOy  wo^km  clangs; 
Hcadlong  be  fal)s»  propelPd  by  thick*nittg  ba«g& 
The  prince  of  trimmt^rs,  for  his  magie  faaaMy  • 
Suarlendorgongoa  by  infemals  naniM: 
By  mortals  Alayat  in  common  8tyl'd; 
Nurs'd  in  a  fumace^  Nox  and  Neptunem  cbild; 
Bursting  with  ragę,  a  weighty  bottle  caugbt, 
With  crimaon  blood  and  weighty  apirits  fraDgM| 
To  Doso^s  head  the  gurgłing  woe  hc  aenda, 
Doxo  madę  mighty  in  his  mighty  friends. 
Upon  his  front  the  stnbbom  ▼esscl  soonds^ 
Back  from  lua  hafder  fr^ni  tlia  bot«»^bQ«Mk«     - 
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He  Ml.  •  Tbe  royal  Madoe  miog  np, 
lUposed  him  wetry  on  his  painfiil  crapt 
The  bead  of  DoxOy  first  prośecting  dowa, 
Thuudera  npoii  tbe  kingly  Cunbńan^k  eiovii:    - 
The  sanguine  tumour  swells;  again  he  falUj 
Od  his  broad  chest  tbe  bulky  Dpxo  spnwls. 
Tyro>  tbe  sagę,  tbe  sensible^  the  strong, 
As  yet  iiDnotic'd  in.tbe  muse-taogbt  song. 
TjrOf  for  necromancy  fiir  renown^d^ 
A  greater  adept  tban*AgTippa  found; 
Oft  as  bis  phantom  reasous  iiiterven'd9 
De  Yiris  peosionM,  tbe  defoulter  screenM; 
Anotber  C— rt— ^  lemains  in  Cl—; 
In  FI— tho— r  fifty  JeiTeries  appear; 
Tyro  stood  deuter^  tilł  the  championt  tir'd, 
In  languid  attitndes  a  tnice  desirM. 
Long  was  the  bloody  figfat;  confusion  dire 
Has  bid  some  circumstances  from  the  lyre : 
Suffice  it,  that  each  bero  kis8'd  the  grouad, 
Tyro  exoepted,  for  old  lawę  renown*d; 
Who,  stretchiog  his  authoritatiTe  hand, 
JLondly  tbus  isso'd  forth  his  dreadcomiiiaiid: 
*'  Peace,  wrangling  senators,  and  placemen,  peace, 
In  the  king's  naoK,  let  hoetile  rengeanee  bease !" 
Aghast  the  championa  bear  the  ftirioos  sound^ 
The  fallen  unroolested  leave  tbe  ground. 
"  Wbmt  fury,  nobles,  occupies  your  breast; 
Wliat»  patriot  spirits,  bas  your  minds  potsest } 
Nor  faoDorary  gifts,  nor  pensions,  please, 
Say,  are  yon  Coyeot-Gorden  patentees! 
H0W?  wist  you  not  what  ancient  sages  said, 
The  tfouncil  qnarrels,  and  the  poor  baTe  breśkd« 
See  tbis  coort-pie  with  twen^-thousand  drest; 
Be  every  thoaght  of  enmity  at  rest: 
Diride  it  and  be  friends  again,"  he  said; 
The  council  god  retum'd;  and  Discord  fled. 

BristaJ,  Jan.  4,  1770.  C. 


ELEGY. 


/ 


JoTLBSS  I  seek  the  solitary  shade, 
Wbere  dusky  contempla^ion  veils  the  soene, 

The  dark  retreat  (of  leafless  branches  qiade) 
Where  sick'ning  sorrpw  wets  the  yeUow*d  green. 

The  daikaome  ruins  of  some  sacred  celi,  . 

Where  erst  the  sons  of  superstition  trod, 
Tottfring  upon  the  mossy  meadow,  tell 

We  better  koow,  btit  less  adore  our  God. 

Now,  as  I  moomlhl  tread  the  gloomy  care, 
Thit/  the  wide  window  (once  with  mysteries 
dight) 

Hie  distant  forest,  and  tbe  dark^ned  ware 
Of  the  swoln  Avon  rarisbes  my  sigbt. 

Bnt  see  the  thick'ning  veil  of  evening^s  drawn, 
The  azure  changes  to  a  sable  blue ; 

Tbe  Tapt*|iQg  pfospects  fly  the  ]es8'wng  lawn, 
ĄjA  natupe  seems  to  moum  the  dying  Yiew. 

8e1f-sprighted  fear  creeps  silent  thro*  the  gloom, 
Starts  at  the  nistling  leaf,  and  rolls  his  eyes; 

Aghast  with  borrour,  when  he  Tiews  the  tomb, 
With  erery  torment  of  a  heli  be  flies, 

Tbe  hobbling  brooks  in  plainti^e  murmers  roli, 

Tbe  biid  of  omen,  with  incessant  scream. 
To  męlancholy  thoughts  awakes  the  soul, 
'  And  łnlls  the  mind  to  ooątemplation^f  dream. 


A  dreary  stiUoefi  hroods  o^r  all  the  vale» 
The  clooded  Moon  emits  a  feeble  glare; 

Joyless  I  seek  tbe  daikling  hiU  and  (hde; 
Where*er  I  wander  sorrow  stall  is  tbeie. 
Bristol,  Not.  17, 1169. 


TliE  PHOPHECY. 

Whgn  łimśt  areat  ihe  worsi  they  will  eertmnly 

This  tmtb  of  old  was  sorrow^s  frieod, 
**  Times  at  the  worst  will  sorely  mend,* 
The  difflcnlty*s  then  to  know, 
How  long  oppression's  clock  can  go; 
When  Britain's  sons  may  cease  to  sigb. 
And  hope  that  their  redemption*s  nigh. 

When  Tice  exalted  takes  the  lead, 
And  Tengeance  hangs  bat  by  a  thread; 
6ay  peeresses  turn'd  out  oMoors; 
Whoremasters  peers,  and  sons  of  whores; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons !  cease  to  sigh. 
For  your  rcdemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  'yile  cormption*s  brazen  face 
At  eouncil-board  shall  take  ber  place  ; 
And  lords-commissioners  resort 
To  welcome  ber  at  Britain*8  court; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons!  cease  to  sigh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh* 

See  Pension's  harbour  large  and  elear, 
Defended  by  St.  Stepben's  pter !  ^ 

The  entrance  safe,  by  current  led, 
Tiding  round  G^^^s  jetty  bead; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons !  cease  to  sigh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  ciTil  power  shall  snore  at  ease, 
While  soldiers  fire^— to  keep  the  peace^ 
When  murderssanctuary  ftad. 
And  petticoats  can  justice  blińd; 
Look  up,  ye  Britona!  cease  to  sigb. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

Commerce  o*er  bondage  will  prerail, 
Free  as  the  wind  that  fills  ber  saiL 
When  she  complains  of  yile  restraint^ 
And  power  is  deaf  to  ber  complaint; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons !  cease  to  sigb. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh, 

When  raw  projectors  shall  begln 
Oppres8ion>ś bedge,  to  keep  ber  in; 
Sbe  in  disdain  will  take  ber  flight. 
And  bid  the  Gotbam  fools  good  night; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons!  cease  to  sigh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  ni^ 

When  taz  is  laid,  to  save  debatę. 
By  pmdent  ministers  of  state; 
And,  what  the  people  did  not  gire, 
Is  leyied  by  prerógative; 
Look  np,  ye  Britons!  cease  to  sigh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  popish  bisbopt  dare  to  claioi 
Authority  in  George's  name; 
By  treason's  band  set  up,  in  spite 
Of  George*s  title,  WiUiąm^fe  rigfat; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons  1  cease  to  sigfa. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  popish  priest  a  pensio&draws 
From  8tanr'd  ezcheąuer,  for  tbe  causa 
Commission'd,  proselytes  to  make 
In  Britiah  reataną,  for  Britain'«  Mke| 
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Look  up,  ye  BritoM !  enmioiA^, 
For  your  redemptioii  dniw«tb  nigh. 

When  snug  in  power,  sly  recusanti 
Make  laws  for  British  Protestants  ; 
And  d— g  William *8  revolutłOii, 
As  justices  claim  ex£cutjoD; 
Look  up,  ye  Britoiis  !  cease  to  sigh. 
Fur  yuur  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  soldiers,  paid  for  o«r  defence, 

In  wanton  pride  slay  iiinocence; 

filo  k1  froin  the  ground  for  veuKeance  reek9« 

Till  Heaven  the  inquisition  makes; 

liook  up,  ye  Britoiis!  cease  to  sigh. 

For  yoar  i'Gdeoiption  draweth  nigh. 

When  at  Bute^s  feet  poor  freedom  liefj 
Mark*d  by  the  priest  for  sacriflce. 
And  doom*d  a  victini  for  the  sins 
Of  half  the  outs,  and  all  the  ins; 
hook  up,  ye  Britons!  cease  to  sigh* 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  Stewards  pas?  a  boot  accouot, 
And  credit  for  tlie  gross  amount; 
Then,  to  replace  exhausted  storę, 
Mortgage  the  land  to  borrow  morę; 
l>ook  upy  ye  Brituns !  cease  to  sigh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  scrutineers,  for  private  ends, 
Against  the  Tote  dedare  thcir  friends; 
Or  jndge,  as  you  stand  there  alive, 
Tliat  five  18  morę  than  forty-ftve; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons  !  cease  to  sigh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  George  śhall  condescend'  to  hear 
The  modestsuit,  the  humble  prayer; 
A  prince,  to  purpled  pride  unknown ! 
Ko  iavourites  disgrace  the  throne ! 
liook  up,  ye  Britons !  sigb  no  morę, 
For  your  redemption*s  at  the  door. 

When  time  ahall  bring  your  wish  about, 
Or  seyeu-years  Icase,  you  sold,  is  out; 
Ko  iutuns  contract  to  futfil; 
Your  tenants  holding  at  your  vf\\} ; 
Raise  up  your  heads!  your  right  demand! 
For  your  redemption^s  in  your  hand* 

Then  is  your  time  to  strike  the  blow, 
AAd  let  the  slaveś  of  Mammon  know, 
Briton'8  true  sona  a  bribe  can  scorn. 
And  die  os  free  as  they  were  boru. 
Yirtue  again  shall  take  her  seat, 
Ąnd  yoi^  ledemption  stand  complete. 


A     SONO. 

▲DDRBS8EO 

TO  MISS  C— AM  OF  BRISTOL. 

As  Spring  now  approachcs  with  all  his  gay  train, 
And  scatters  his  beauties  around  the  green  plain, 
Come  then,  my  dear  charmer,  all  scrapies  remove, 
Accept  of  my  passion,  alluw  me  to  love. 

Withoat  the  soft  tnuuports  wbich  loye  mmsC  in- 

spire, 
WitfaonŁ  the  sw^  tormeni  of  fear  and  deaire, 
Onr  thoughta  and  ideaa  are  never  re6n'd9 
And  notbii^  M  wistor  ean  reigik  ia  the  miad., 


But  luve  is  the  blotsom,  tlie  spring  of  ifie  aanlfl 
/The  frosts    of  oor  judgments   may  check,  nof 

oontrol, 
In  spite  ef  each  hfnd*rance,  the  spring  win  retinv| 
And  naturę  with  transports  refining  will  bora. 

This  passion  celestial  by  Heav*n  was  desigoM, 
The  only  fix'd  means  of  improvtng  the  miód, 
When  it  beams  on  the  senscs,  they  qiiickly  di*' 

play, 
How  great  and  proliflc,  bow  pleasnig  theimy* 

rheti  come,  my  dear  charmer,  siiice  love  is  a  ńnnś 
Which  polishes  naturę,  an'1  auęels  your  frame, 
Pcrmit  the  soft  passion  to  rise  in  your  breast^ 
1  leave  yuur  good  naturę  tu  grant  me  the 


^hall  the  beautiful  flow'rets  all  blossom  arooiid, 
Shall  Plora'8  gay  mantle  enamel  the  ground, 
Shall  the  red  btushing  blussom  be  sem  on  tbe  tfcs^ 
Without  the  least  plcasure  or  rapturefor  nte? 

And  yet,  if  my  chaimershould  frown  whea  1  aiiig# 
Ah  !  What  are  the  beauti<^,  the  glories  of  spriiąg! 
The  flowers  will  be  faded,  alt  happineufiy. 
And  clouda  veil  the  azure  of  eTery  bhght  aky. 
London,  May  4, 1 770.  d 


TO  A  FRIEKD. 


[This  and  the  Ibllowing  poems  are  reprinted  Iroa 
tbe  Supplement  to  Chatterton*B  Miacellaiiies.j 

March  6lb,  176g. 
Dear  Friend, 

I  HAVB  received  both  joor  fiivoun — Tbe  Mas* 
alone  must  tell  my  juy. 

0*BRWHBŁii*D  with  pleasure  at  the  joyiul  nev% 
I  stning  the  chorded  8hdl»  and  woke  the  Muse. 
Begin,  O  senrant  of  the  sacred  Ntnc ! 
And  echo  joy  through  ev'ry  neryous  linę: 
Bring  Hown  th*  ethcriat  choir  to  aid  the  soi|g; 
Let  boundles<<  rapturcs  smoothty  glide  along. 
My  Baker*8  well !  oh  words  of  swret  delight ! 
Now !  now !  my  Muse,  soar  up  th*  Olympic  het^ 
WhatwondYous  numbers  can  the  goddcss  flod 
To  paint  th*  eztatic  raptures  of  my  mind? 
I  l&ivi'  it  to  a  goddess  morę  divine, 
The  beauteous  Hoyland  shall  employ  mj  linCt 
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Far  distant  from  Bńtannia*8  lofty  isle, 
What  shall  I  find  to  make  the  genios  smile? 
The  bttbbiing  fountains  }<J6e  the  power  to  pleasC| 
The  rocky  cataract^,  the  sbady  treea, 
The  juicy  fruitage  of  enchanttng  hae, 
Whuse  luscious  Tirt^i-s  Engtaod  iiever  kncw : 
The  irarięgated  daoghters  of  the  land. 
Whose  numbers  Flora  strews  with  bounteoashaad; 
The  Ycrdant  yesture  of  the  smiling  fields, 
AH  the  ricb  pleasures  Nature*s  store-house  yield^ 
Haye  all  their  powers  to  wake  the  chorded  striog: 
But  stilt  they^re  subjects  that  the  Muse  can  sing. 
Hoyland,  morę  beauteous  than  ihe  god  ofd»Ta 
Her  name  can  quicken  and  awake  tbe  lay ; 
Rou«ie  the  soft  Muse  from  indolence  and  eaaoi 
To  iiv«,  to  loTCj  a^Mi  soos*  *'iTr  i^ir^riT  j|r  jflnsu 


TO  MISS  HOTŁAIfD. 


44t 


Ih  mtii  wo«M  Phirims,  did  aot  Hoyland  Hm; 
n^i  ber  bright  eyes  tbat  gilds  tbe  eastem  skies; 
^ts  nhe  alfloe  de  rWa  us  uf  the  l-fdit; 
iknd  wben  she  slumbers  tben.  iudeed  'tis  night*. 
To  tell  tbe  8Pp*rate  beaaties  of  ber  face 
Woukl  streteb  eteriuty's  remotest  space. 
And  waot  a  morę  tban  man  tu  pen  tbe  Hne; 
i  Rit;  let  Uussaffice,  dear  Ho7laiid'8  all  diWne  ! 


ODB  TO  MTS3  ffOYLAND.  1761. 

Amiimt  tbe  wild  and  dreaiy  dells, 
Tbe  distant  echo-^vin<c  bellu, 

The  bending  inountain't  head$ 
Whilit  ewning,  moWng  tbro'  tbe  sky, 
Oyer  tbe  objent  and  tbe  eye, 

Her  pitcby  robes  doth  fpread. 

There  gently  movłDg  thro*  the  Tale, 
Bending  before  the  biusfriog  gale^ 

Feli  apparitions  glide; 
Whilat  roaring  river8  echo  round, 
The  dtear  reverberating  sound 

Runa  tbrougb  tbe  jnountain  sidet 

Then  steal  T  softly  to  the  grove. 
And  singing  of  the  nymph  I  love> 

Słgh  out  my  sad  complaint; 
To  paint  the  toitnres  of  my  mind, 
Where  can  the  Ma^es  numbert  fiiid^ 

Ah !  nnmbers  are  too  laint ! 

Ah !  Hoyland,  empress  of  my  beart ! 
Wben  will  thy  breśst  admit  tbe  dart. 

And  own  a  mutaal  flame? 
Wben,  wand'rio;?  in  the  myrtle  grores, 
Sball  mutuai  pleasnres  seai  oar  love>, 

Pleasures  without  a  name? 

Thou  greatest  beaaty  of  the  seic, 
Wben  will  the  little  god  perplex 

Tbe  manstooB  of  thy  breast ! 
Wben  włlt  thou  own  a  flame  as  porę. 
Aa  tbat  teraphic  sonlg  endnre, 

Aod  make  thy  Baker  blest? 

O!  baste  to  give  my  passion  ease. 
And  bid  the  pertortMtion  cease, 

That  harrows  ap  my  soal ! 
Tbe  joy  snch  happineas  to  find, 
Would  make  the  functions  of  my  mind 

In  peace  and  love  to  roli.   . 


Notbing  bat  that  bictt  fbwonr  atlllf  my  rrief» 
Death,  that  daiited,  will  qoickły  gi^e  relief. 


ACROSnC  ON  MISS  HOYLAND.    1768. 

Cnchantino  18  the  mighty  power  of  lorę; 
life  stript  of  amourous  joys  would  irksome  prove: 
£T'n  Heaven*8  great  thund*rer  wore  th'  easy  chain; 
And  OTer  all  the  world  Lorę  keeps  his  reign. 
No  boman  beart  can  bear  the  piercing  bladej 
Or  I  than  others  am  morę  tender  madę. 
Right  tbrottgh  my  heart  a  burning  arrow  droye, 

Hoyland^s  bright  eyes  were  madę  the  bows  of  Love. 
Oh!  torturę,  inespressibly  sevBPe! 
You  are  the  pleasing  author  of  my  care ; 
Łook  down,  fair  angel,  on  a  swain  distrest, 
A  grmeioui  mile  from  yoa  would  make  me  bleitt. 


ACROSTIC  ON  MISS  CLARKE.    1768. 

Sbraphic  Tirgins  of  the  tuneful  choir, 
A-ssist  me  to  prepare  the  sounding  lyre' 
Like  ber  I  sing,  soft,  sensible,  aod  fair, 
Let  the  smooth  numbers  warble  in  the  air; 
Yet  prudes,  coąuets,  aod  all  the  misled  Łhron?, 
Can  beauty,  Tirtue,  sense,  deinand  the  song; 
Look  then  on  Ciarkę,  and  see  them  all  unitę; 
A  beauteous  pattern  tt>  tbe  always-right. 
R -st  here,  my  Muse,  not  soar  aboTe  thy  Ephere^ 
Kings  might  pay  adoration  to  tbe  fiur» 
Encbantiof ,  fuU  of  joy,  peerlesa  io  face  and  aur. 


TO  MISS  HOYLAND.    1768. 

Oncb  morę  the  Muse  to  beauteous  Hoylknd  singaj 
Her  grateful  tribute  of  harsh  numbers  bringa 
To  Huyland !  Nature'8  richest,  sweetest  storę, 
She  madę  an  Hoyland,  and  can  make  no  morę* 
Nor  all  the  beauties  of  the  worid's  rast  round 
United,  will  as  sweet  as  ber  be  found. 
Oescription  sickens  to  rehearse  ber  praise. 
Her  worth  alone  will  deify  my  dajrs. 
Enchanting  creature !  Charms  so  great  aa  thind 
May  all  the  beauties  of  the  day  outabina, 
Thy  eyes  to  erery  gazer  send  a  dart, 
Thy  taking  graees  captivate  the  beart. 
O  for  a  Muse  that  shall  ascend  the  skies^ 
And  like  the  subject  of  tbe  Epode  rise; 
To  sing  the  sparkling  eye,  the  portly  ^rrace^ 
The  thousand  beauties  tbat  adom  the  &ce 
Of  my  seraphic  maid ;  whose  beauteous  charma 
Mightcourt  the  worid  to  rush  at  once  to  amis. 
Whilst  the  fair  goddess,  native  of  the  skies, 
Shall  sit  above  and  be  the  victor's  prize. 

0  now,  wrhiist  yet  1  sound  the  tuneful  Iyre» 

1  feel  the  thrilling  joy  ber  hands  inspire; 
Wben  the  soft  tender  touch  awakes  my  blood. 
And  rolls  my  passions  with  tbe  purple  flood. 

My pulsebeats  high:  my  tbrobbing  breaafs  oo  fii« 
la  sad  variety  of  wild  desire.  * 

O  Hoyland!  heavenly goddess !  angel, taint, 
Words  are  too  weak  thy  mighty  worth  to  paint; 
Thou  besty  coropletest  work  that  natnre  raade, 
Thou  art  my  substance,  and  1  am  thy  shade. 
Pos8ess'd  of  thee,  I  joyfully  would  go 
Thro'  the  loud  tempest,  and  the  depth  of  woe> 
Prom  thee  alone  my  beiug  I  dertre. 
One  beauteous  sntile  from   tbee  makea  all  m^ 
hopes  alłve. 


TO  MISS  mYLANt).    1768.       y. 

SiNCB  short  the  buty  acene  of  lifb  will  pro¥«^ 
Let  us  my  Hoyland,  learn  to  live  and  love; 
To  love,  with  passions  pure  aa  morning  lighlt^ 
Whose  saffron  beam%  unsuUied  by  tbe  nigbt 
With  rosy  mantles  do  the  Hea^ens  streak» 
Faint  imttaton  of  my  Hoylaad'8  ohaek. 
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Th«  J03r8  of  Natore  in  ber  niinM  ifeate 
HaTe  litUe  pleasure,  tho*  tbe  paiDf  are  great. 
Virtae  and  love,  wben  ncred  bands  nnite, 
Tis  tben  tbat  Naturę  leads  to  trne  ddight. 
Oft  a9  1  wander  thro>  tbe  myrtle  groye, 
Beańng  tbe  beauteous  burden  of  my  love, 
A  sęcret  terroar,  lest  I  shoiUd  ofiend 
The  charmiiłg  maid  on  whom  my  joys  depend, 
loforms  my  soul,  tbat  viituou8  minda  alone 
Can  giTe  a  pleasure  to  tbe  vi\e  unknown. 
But  wben  the  body  cbanuing*  and  tbe  mind,. 
To  ev'ry  rirtuous  cbristiaa  act  inclinM, 
Meet  in  one  person,  maid  and  angel  join ; 
"Wbo  must  it  be,  Hut  Hoyland  tbe  divine  > 
Wbat  wortb  intrinsic  wiU  tbat  man  possess, 
Wbom  the  dear  channer  oondescends  to  bless? 
Swift  will  the  mtmites  roli,  tbe  flying  houn, 
And  bicssings  overtake  tbe  pair  by  showers. 
Esch  moment  will  improve  npon  the  past, 
Ajud  ef-ery  day  be  better  tban  tbe  last. 
LoTe,  means  an  unadalterated  flame, 
Tbo'  liist  too  oftu.Qsurpt  tbe  aacred  name; 
Sucb  passioo  as  in  Hoylaiid'8  breast  oso  morę, 
TiB  tbat  alone  desenrei  the  oame  of  love. 
Ob,  was  my  meńt  great  enougb  to  find 
A  favoai'd  station  in  my  Hoyland*8  mind; 
Tben  would  my  bappineM  be  quite  conptete, 
And  all  reyolying  joys  as  in  a  centrę  meet. 


TO  MISS  HOYLAND.  1768. 

Tbłł  me,  god  of  soft  desires, 
Littfe  Cupid,  wanton  boy, 

How  tbou  kindlest  up  thy  iires! 
GiTiag  pleasing  pain  and  joy. 

Hoyland^s  beauty  is  thy  bow, 
Śtriking  glances  are  tby  darts; 

Jtf aking  conqaestt  never  slow, 
£rer  gaining  coDquer'd  bearts» 

HeaTcn  is  seated  in  ber  smile, 
Juno*s  in  ber  portly  air;     - 

Not  Britannia*s  fkWiite  isle 
Can  produce  a  nymph  so  fair. 

In  a  desert  rast  and  drear, 
^here  disorder  springa  around, 

If  tbe  lorely  fair  is  there, 
Tis  a  pleasare-giTmg  groand. 

€)  my  Hoyland !  blest  witb  thee^ 

Vd  the  raging  storm  defy, 
In  thy  smiles  I  lłve,  am  firae; 

Wben  tbou  frownest,  Imustdie. 


TO  MISS  HOYLAND.    1168. 

WITH  A  PRESEMT. 

• 

AccEPT,  ftiir  nympb,  tbis  token  of  my  Iotc, 
Nor  look  disdainful  on  the  prostrate  swainj 

By  ev'ry  Sacred  oath,  1*11  constant  prove, 
Apd  ad  aa  wortby  for  to  wear  your  cbain. 

Not  witb  morę  constant  tirdour  sball  tbe  Sun 
Chase  the  fiiint  sbadows  of  tbe  night  away; 

Kor  sliall  hc  on  bis  course  roore  constant  run, 
Ąnd  ćhecT  tbe  unirerse  wilh  coming  day, 


Tban  I  in  pleasing  chains  of  oonqiiest  hotbtś, 
Adore  the  chaiming  autbor  of  my  smart;-— 

For  ever  will  I  thy  sweet  charms  resowid. 
And  paint  the  fiur  poetesor  of  my  heait. 


TO  MISS  HOYLAND.  1768. 

CouNT  all  tbe  flow'n  that  deck  the  meadoa^tf 

side, 
Wben  Flora  flonrisbes  in  ntw-born  pride; 
Countall  the  sparkling  orbits  in  the  sky; 
Count  all  the  biids  tbat  thro>  the  etber  lly ; 
Count  all  the  foliage  of  the  lofty  treee, 
Tbat  fly  before  tbe  bleak  aiitumnal  breese; 
Count  all  tbe  dewy  blades  of  Terdant  grass; 
Count  all  tbe  drops  of  rain  that  softly  pasa 
Thro'  the  blue  ether,  or  tempestnoos  roar; 
Count  all  the  sands  npoo  tbe  break  tng  shore; 
Count  all  the  minutes  sińce  the  world  began; 
Count  all  the  tionbles  of  tbe  life  of  man; 

Count  all  the  torments  of  the  d ^'d  in  Hell^ 

Morę  are  the  beauteous  charms  tbat  make  mf 

nymph  esceL 


TO  MISS  CLARKE.    1768. 

T\>  sing  of  Ciarkę  my  Masę  aapires, 

A  tbeme  by  charms  madę  qnite  dirine; 

Ye  tuneful  yiigins,  sound  your  lyres, 

Apollo,  aid  tbe  feeble  line; 

If  truth  and  Tirtue,  wit,  and  charms, 

May  for  a  fix*d  attention  cali: 

The  dart8'of  love  and  wounding  anns 

The  beauteous  Ciarkę  sball  hołd  o'er  alL 

'Tis  not  the  tinctore  of  a  skin, 

The  rosy  lip,  the  charming  eye ; 

No»  'tis  a  greater  power  within, 

Tliat  bids  the  passicm  never  die: 

These  Ciarkę  possesses,  and  mach  morę, 

All  beauty  in  ber  ^noes  sport, 

She  is  the  goddess  all  adore, 

In  country,  city,  aud  at  court 


EPISTLE   TO    THE  BEFEREim 
ME.   CATCOTT. 

December  6tb,  176f* 

What  strange  infatuations  rule  mankind! 
How  narrow  areour  prospects,  how  confin*d! 
With  nnirersal  vanity  posaest. 
We  fondly  think  our  own  ideas  best; 
Our  tott*ring  arguments  are,ever  strong; 
We're  always  sdf-snfficient  in  tbe  wroog. 
Wbat  pbilosopbic  sagę  of  pride  austere 
Can  lend  conviction  an  attentire  ear; 
What  pattem  of  bumility  and  truth 
Can  bear  tbe  jeering  ridicule  of  youth; 
What  blushing  autbor  erer  rank^  bis  Muse 
Witb  Fowler^s  poet-laureat  of  the  Stews? 
Duli  Penny,  noddlog  o'er  bis  wooden  lyre^ 
Conoeits  the  vapours  of  Geneva  flre. 
All  in  tbe  langnage  of  apostles  ery, 
If  angels  contradict  me,  angeb  lie^ 


EPISTLE  TO  THE  BEV.  MR.  CATCOTT. 

80 «U  btfe  intenrtlii  of  being  ▼min; 


^ 


Bot  some  of  fully  nerer  shift  tbe  tcenc^ 
Or  let  onelocid  mament  iDtervaie; 
PaU  sii«te  acts  of  m«ny-fboted  prose 
Tbdr  trm9MM>inedł€s  4i>f  life  eompoae; 
lMes8Mt  nudding  ^r  a  syiUm  toy, 
The  gi«fttest  of  creation*8  bksaingB  cloy  j 
Tbdr  sinaes  doming  a  continml  dream, 
Tbey  hanf  enraptard  o'er  tbe  hideout  sdMmes 
■   So  TU^ios  tott*riiig  into  ripe  Łhi>se-Bcore» 
Tbeir  graatett  likenesf  i  o  babuons  adore. 

Wben  yo«  ad^ancc  aew  systemi,  fint  onfokL 
Tbe  Tańous  imperfecttions  of  tbe  old ; 
Prote  Naturę  hitherto  a  gloomy  night, 
Youthefirutficusof  priinevaliigbt«       ,     . 
^t  not  eD<iiigb  yoa  tbink  your  syitem  tnie^ 
The  basy  woiid  woa'd  bare  you  prove  it  too : 
Thfii,  risiniron  tbe  niins  of  tbe  rest^ 
Piaioly  demoostiate  your  ideas  best. 
Many  are  b<'St;  one  only  can  be  rif  bt, 
Tho*  dl  had  inipirution  to  tndite. 

Some  thif  irnwelcome  truth  perhapf  woald  tell, 
Whcre  Clogher  stumbled,  Catcott  iairly  liell. 
Writer*  00  rollf  of  science  long  renowD>d 
In  one  fell  page  are  tambled  to  tbe  ground. 
We  Mee  their  nystems  oncbofbted  still; 
Bat  Catoott  cau  cunfate  them— if  be  wilL 
Woal«)  you  thc  honour  of  a  prłest  raistnist 
Au  raccecDOMifiicaŁioD  prores  bim  just. 

CouM  Catcott  from  btn  better  neose  be  drawn 
To  bow  the  knee  to  Baal'8  sacred  laam? 
A  fflitred  rB>cal  to  bis  loi]g-ear'd  flocks 
GiTos  ill  exampl«,  to  bis  wh^^s,  tbe  p-z* 
Yet  we  muat  reyerence  sacerdotal  black^ 
Ani  faddJe  all  bis  feults  on  Natare's  back: 
But  hołd,  there*8  solid  reason  to  revere; 
His  lordsbip  has  8ix  thouaaod  pounds  a  year$ 
Ingaming  solitnde  be  speiids  tbe  nights, 
He  ftsU  at  Arthur*s  and  be  prays  at  White'8; 
itoUs  o*er  the  paveinent  with  his  Swiss-taird  siz, 
At  Wbite'8  the  Athanasian  creed  for  tricks. 
Wbilst  the  poor  curate  in  his  rusty  gown 
Thidges  nnnotic'd  tbro'  tbe  dirty  tovro. 
If  Ood  madę  order»  oider  nerer  madę 
These  iiice  distinctions  in  the  preaćhing  trade. 
Tbe  senranta  of  the  Dpvil  are  rerer^d, 
Aod  bisfaopa  puli  tbe  fiithers  by  tbe  beard. 
Yet  in  these  borrid  fornis  salration  live8, 
These  are  relifrion's  representafifes  ^ 
Yet  to  these  idols  must  we  bow  tbe  kne»-« 
Exciise  me,  Broughton,  when  1  bow  to  tbee. 
Bat  surę  rell^ion  can  produce  at  least. 
One  miniater  of  Oud— one  bonest  prietit. 

Seaich  Naturę  o^er,  procure  me,  if  yóucan, 
The  laaey'd  ohaiacter,  an  booest  man  ^ 
(A  man  of  sense,  not  honest  by  constraint, 
For  foola  are  canvass»  living  but  in  paint): 
To  Mamoioii  or  to  Superstition  8la%'es, 
AU  ordere  of  mankthd  ace  fools,  or  koaTet : 
In  the  first  attribute  by  nonę  surpast, 
Taylor  endeaToars  to  obtaio  the  last, 
Imagii.ation  maybe  tooconfin^d; 
Pew  see  too  fiair;  bow  many  are  half  blind! 
How  are  your  feeble  arguments  perpłezt 
To  fiad  out  meąning  in  a  senseleas  text ! 
Ifon  rack  each  metaphor  opon  the  wheel, 
iad  fporda  c;an  philosophłc  tmths  oonceal. 
SV|i«t  Paracelsas  JnioiourM  as  a  jest, 
foa  r^jze  toprore  your  system  b«tt>  -* 


Mtgbt  we  not,  Catcott,  then  iofer  from  hcnce, 
Your  zeal  ibr  scripture  hath  de^oorM  your  senae; 
Apply  the  glass  of  reason  te  your  sighc, 
See  Naturę  marsbal  oozy  atoms  right; 
Tbink  for  3roiirself,  for  ałl  mankind  are  freej 
We  need  not  inspiration  how  to  see.  « 

If  scripture  cantiadictory  you  find, 
Be  ortbodoir,  and  own  your  senses  blind. 

How  bliodcd  are  tbeir  optics,  wbo  aver, 
Wbat  inspiration  dictates  cannot  err. 
Whence  is  this  boasted  inspiration  sent, 
Wbich  makes  us  utter  tmths,  we  never  roeantf 
Which  couches  syttemt  tn  a  single  woid, 
At  onoe  deprar^d,  abstruse,  sublime,  absuid* 
What  Moses  tells  os  migbt  perhaps  be  troe, 
As  he  was  lean'd  in  all  tbe  Egyptians  knew. 
But  to  assert  that  inspiration^s  giWa, 
The  copy  of  pbilosophy  in  HeaT'n, 
Strikes  at  feligion*8  ro6t,  and  fairly  feUs 
The  awf^l^terrours  of  ten  thousand  Helis. 
Attentive  search  the  scriptuiw,  and  yon*!!  find 
Wbat  vulgar  enrours  are  with  tmths  oombinM. 
Your  tortar*d  traths,  whieh  Moses  seemM  to  kuow^ 
He  could  not  anto  inspńratwn  owe; 
But  if  irom  6od  one  erfoar  you  admit, 
How  dubious  is  the  restof  Holy  Writ^ 

What  knotty  diflcnlties  iancy  solres? 
Tbe  HeaT*ns  irradiate,  and  the  Eartłi  rei^Ires;^ 
But  here  immagination  is  allowM 
To  elear  thń  Toucber  from  its  mantling  cloud: 
From  the  same  word  we  different  meaniogs  ąuote, 
As  David  wears  a  many  colour^d  coat 

0  Inspiration,  ever  bid  in  night, 
Reflecting  Tarioas  each  adjacent  Hght! 
If  Moses  caught  tbee  in  tbe  parted  llood; 
If  Da? id  ibund  tbee  in  a  sea  of  bidod; 

If  Mahomet  with  slaugbter  drencb'd  tby  soił*. 
On  loaded  asses  bearing  off  tby  spoil; 
If  thou  hast  iar^m^d  Pagan,  T\irk,  or  Jew^ 
Sny  had  not  Broughton  inspiration  too  ł 
Such  lank  absuidities  debase  his  Ihne, 

1  almost  could  bare  swom  bó  copied  thine. 

Confute  with  eandour,  where  you  can  conAite, 
Reason  and  arrogance  but  poorły  suit 
Yourself  may  iall  before  some  abler  pen, 
JnfiUlibility  is  not  for  men. 
With  modest  diffldence  new  schemes  indite. 
Be  not  too  po8itive,  tho*  in  the  right 
What  man  of  sense  would  vałue  yulgar  praise, 
Or  rise  on  Penuy'8  prose,  or  duller  lays? 
Tho*  pointed  fiogers  mark  tbe  man  otlame. 
And  literary  grocers  cbaunt  your  name;  * ' 

Tho'  in  each  taylor's  book-case  Catcott  skines, 
With.oroamental  Aow^rs  and  gilded  lines; 
Tho*  youtbfcil  ladies^  wbo  by  instiact  scan 
The  natural  pbUosophy  of  man, 
Can  ev'ry  reason  of  your  work  repeat, 
As  sands  in  Afripą  retain  tbe  heatr 
Yet  check  your  flowing  pride:  will  all  a1k>w 
To  wreathe  tlie  labour*d  laurel  round  your  brow.^ 
Some  may  with  seeming  arguments  dispeiise, 
Tickling  yoar  Yanity  to  wound  your  sense: 
But  Cfaiyfield  censures,  and  demonstrates  too, 
Your  theory  is  certainly  untrue; 
On  reason  and  Newtonian  rules  he  pro<ve8,. 
How  distant  your  machinę  from  either  mov(:s. 
But  my  objectious  may  be  reckob*d  weak* 
As  nothing  but  my  motber  tongue  I  speak} 
Ebc  would  I  ask ;  by  what  immortal  pow'r 
AU  oature  a-as  dinolv'd  as  in  an  hourł^ . 
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How,  when  tbe  csith  acąnir^d  a  aolid  statCy 
And  rising  mountaios  saw  the  waves  abate, 
£ach  particie  of  matter  6ou.fht  its  kind, 
Ali  in  a  strata  regular  combin^d } 
When  instantaneously  the  Iiquid  heap 
Harden'd  to  rocku,  the  barriers  of  the  deep, 
Why  did  not  carth  unitę  a  stony  ma«8 ; 
Since  stony  iilaments  thro*  ail  inust  pasa? 
If  on  the  wings  of  air  the  pianets  run, 
Why  are  they  not  impelPd  into  the  Sun  ? 
Philoflophy,  nciy  common  sensc,  will  prore 
AU  passires  with  thoir  active  agenta  move. 
If  the  diornal  motion  of  the  air, 
Revolves  the  pianets  in  their  destinM  spbere; 
How  are  the  secondary  orbs  impelPd  ? 
How  are  the  moons  fruoi  falling  headlong  hekl? 

"  *Twa8  the  EternaPs  fiat"  you  repiy ; 
•*  And  who  will  give  Eternity  the  lie  ?" 
I  OM7I  tbe  awful  truth,  that  God  madę  all. 
And  by  his  fiat  worlds  and  systems  fali. 
But  study  Naturę;  not  an  atom  there 
Will  unas>iMted  by  her  powers  appear; 
Tbe  fiat,  without  affents,  is,  at  best, 
For  priestcraft  or  for  ignorance  a  vest. 

Some  fancy  God  is  what  we  Naturę  cali, 
Beingitself  materiał,  ałl  in  all. 
The  fragracntg  of  the  Deity  we  own, 
Is  Yulgariy  as  rartous  matter  known. 
Ko  agents  could  assist  creation'8  birth: 
We  trampie  on  our  God;  for  Grod  is  earth. 
"Tia  past  the  pow'r  of  lauguage  to  conAite 
This  latitudinary  attribwte. 

How  lofty  must  imagination  soar. 
To  reach  absurdities  unknown  bcfure!      [bronght 
Thanks  to  thy  pinions,    Broaghton,  thou   hast 
From  the  Moon'«  orb  a  novelty  of  thought. 
Resirain,  O  Muse,  thy  unaccomplish^d  lines, 
Pling  not  thy  saucy  satire  at  divines; 
This  STngle  truth  thy  brother  bard|  must  tell; 
Thou  hast  one  exccllence,  of  raiiing  well. 
But  disputations  are  befitting  those 
Who  scttle  Hebrew  points,  and  scold  in  proce* 

O  Leaming,  whcre  ars  all  thy  fancied  joys, 
Thy  nnpty  pleawirea  and  thy  solemu  toys? 
Prood  of  thy  own  importanc<s  tho^  we  see 
We've  little  roason  to  be  proud  of  thee: 
Thou  putrid  fottus  of  a  barren  brain, 
Thou  oflTspring  illegitimate  of  pain. 

Te!l  me,  scntentious  mortals,  t«'ll  me  wbence 
You  claim  the  preferetice  to  men  of  sense! 
—  n-anlB  tpaming;  see  the  lettcr'd  throng 
Banter  his  Enclish  in  a  Latin  song. 
Oxonian  siges  hesitate  to  speak 
Their  nati%-e  language,  but  declaim  in  Greek. 
If  in  his  jests  a  diacord  should  appear, 
A  duli  lampoon  is  innocently  elear. 
Ye  dassic  dunce%  self-suflacient  fools, 
Is  this  the  boasted  justice  of  your  schools  ? 
_  bas  paits;  parts  which  would  set  aside 

The  labow*d  acąuisitłons  of  your  pridc; 
UncttUWated  now  his  geniua  lies, 
Instructicm  sces  his  latent  beauties  nse; 
His  gold  is  bttllion.yours  debas^dwith  brast, 
Impreat  with  Folly^s  head  to  make  it  pass. 

5at     -       gwears  so  loud,  so  indtscreet, 
Bis  thunders  rattle  thro*  tbe  list^ning  street: 
Ye  rigid  Christians,  fbrmally  serere, 
Blind  to  his  charities,  his  oaths  you  hear; 
Observe  his  virtues :  caiumny  must  own 
A  noble  soui  is  in  his  actions  shocwnf 


Tho'  dark  this  brigbt  original  3^10  ^nt, 
Vd  rather  be  a  ■    ■        than  a  satnL 
Excuse  me,  Catcott,  if  from  you  I  stray, 
The  Muse  will  go  where  merit  ieads  the  way; 
The  owls  of  leariiing  may  admire  the  night. 
But  — ^—  shines  with  reason's  glowing  liglit 

Still  adroooition  presses  to  my  pen, 
The  infant  Muse  would  give  advice  to  men. 
But  what  a^ails  it,  sińce  the  man  1  blame 
Owns  no  superior  in  the  paths  of  fiune? 
In  springs,  in  mountains,  stratas,  mines,  and  roda^ 
Catcott  is  evefy  notion  orthodox. 
If  to  tbink  otherwise  you  claim  pretenoe, 
You*re  a  detested  heretic  in  sense  ^ 
But  oh !  how  lofty  your  ideas  roar, 
In  showing  wond*ring  cits  the  foasile  stoiel 
The  ladies  are  quite  raTi<(h'd,  as  he  teUs 
The  short  adrentares  of  the  pretty  sbells; 
Miss  Biddy  sickens  to  iiidulge  her  touch. 
Madame  morę  prudent  thinka  twooid  -seem  toa 

much; 
The  doors  fly ^open,  instantly  be  draws  ^ 
The  sparry  lood,  and  wonders  of  apptause; 
The  fi»ll  dressM  lady  sees  with  envying  eje 
Tbe  sparkle  of  her  di*mond  pendants  die; 
Sagę  natural  pbitosophers  adore 
Tlie  fussil  whimseys  of  the  nmnerotts  storę. 
But  see!  the  purple  stream  begins  to  play, 
To  show  bow  fountains  rlimb  the  hilly  way. 
Hark  what  a  munnur  echoes  thro'  the  throngi 
GodsI  that  the  pretty  trifle  sboald  be  wrong! 
Cxperience  iń  the  roice  of  reason  tells 
Abovc  its  surface  water  never  swells. 

\^'here  is  the  priestly  soul  of  Catcott  nov? 
See  what  a  triumph  sits  upon  his  brow: 
And  caii  the  poor  applause  of  tbmgs  like  thesei 
Whose  sools  and  sentiments  are  all  disease, 
Raisc  little  triumphs  in  a  maa  like  you, 
Catcott,  the  foremost  of  the  jndging  few? 
So  at  Łlewcllin*s  your  great  brother  sits, 
The  laugfater  of  bis  tributary  wits; 
Ruling  the  noisy  multitude  with  ease, 
Empties  his  pint  and  sputters  his  decrees; 


Dec.  80tb,  11691 

Mr.  Catcott  will  be  pleased  to  obserre  tfast  1 
admire  many  things  in  his  leamed  remitts.  Tbń 
poem  is  an  Innocent  eifort  of  poetical  Teognnee, 
as  Mr.  Catcott  bas  done  me  the  honour  to  criti 
cisę  my  trifles.  I  baTe  taken  great  poetiesl  1>- 
berties,  and  what  1  dislike  in  rerse  possibiy  de* 
serves  my  approbation  in  tbe  plain  prose  of  tratb. 
— ^The  many  admirers  of  Mr.  Catcott  may  oa 
perusal  of  this  rank  me  as  an  enemy:  bot  I  am 
indifTerent  in  all  things,  I  ralne  neitber  thepiaiit 
or  the  censure  of  the  multitude. 


/  SENTIMENT.    1769. 

SmcB  we  can  die  but  omse,  what  matten  H^ 
If  ropę  or  garter,.poison,  pistol,  sword, 

^  Renounce  is  written  over  the  two  fint  wmk 
of  thte  line.  Which  is  the  tnie  meaning  is-aBMik 
tain,  both  being  in  hit  own  hW^rWlitiiig,  aoda»< 
canceUed. 
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Slow-triathig  sSekneu,  or  the  tudden  barst 
Of  Talre  arterial  in  the  noble  parts, 
Cartail  the  miseries  of  buman  \\k  ł 
Tlio*  Taried  is  the  cauae,  tbe  effect*ii  the  tamę; 
Ali  to  one  eommoii  diskolution  tendt. 


TEfE  DEFENCE, 


Dec.  25tb,  1769. 

No  morę,  dear  Smith,  the  backneyM  tale  renew; 

1  own  the«r  censure,  I  approve  it  too. 

For  how  can  idiots,  destitute  of  thought, 

CoDcelve,  or  estimate,  but  as  they*re  taught? 

Say,  cau  the  satirizingf  pen  of  Sbears,- 

Ezalt  his  naroe  or  mutiłate  his  ears? 

Nonę,  but  a  Lawreuoe,  can  adom  his  lays, 

Who  tn  a  quart  of  claret  drinks  Itis  praise. 

T — ^l— r  repeats,  what  Catcott  told  bcfore. 

Bot  lying  T— 1 — r  is  beli€v'd  no  morę. 

If  in  myself  1  think  my  notion  just, 

The  church  and  ali  ber  arguments  are  dust. 

Re]igton's  but  opinion*s  bastard  son, 
A  perfect  mystery,  morę  tban  three  in  one* 
Tis  fancy  all,  distempers  of  the  mind; 
As  education  taught  us,  we*re  inclinM. 
Happy  the  man,  whose  reason  bids  him  see 
Mankind  are  by  the  state  of  naturę  free; 
Who,  thinking  for  himself,  despises  those, 
Tbat  would  upon  his  better  sense  hnpose; 
Is  to  himself  the  minister  of  Ood, 
Nor  dreads  tbe  path  where  Athanasias  trod. 
Happy  (if  mortals  can  be)  is  the  man, 
Wbo,  not  by  priest,  but  reason  rules  bis  span; 
Reason,  to  its  possessor  a  surę  guide, 
Reason,  a  thom  in  reveIation*s  side. 
If  reason  feils,  incapable  to  tread 
Thro'  gioomy  reveIation*s  thick'ning  bed. 
On  what  anthority  the  church  we  own? 
How  sball  we  worship  deities  unknown? 
Gan  the  Etemal  Justice  pleas^d  receive 
The  prayers  of  those,  who,  ignorant,  believe  ? 

Searcb  the  thick  multitudes  of  ev'ry  sfict, 
The  church  supremę,  with  Whttfield*s  new  elect; 
Ko  indiridual  can  thcir  God  define. 
No,  not  great  Penny,  in  his  nenrous  line* 
But  why  mnst  Chatterton  selected  sit, 
The  bntt  of  ev'ry  critic*s  little  wit  ? 
Am  I  alane  fbr  erer  in  a  crime ; 
Nonsense  in  prose,  or  blaspbcmy  in  rbymel 
AU  noionosyllables  a  linę  appears? 
Is  it  not  very  often  so  in  Shears? 
See  gen'rous  Ecras,  len^th^ning  out  my  praige 
IurBptnr'd  with  tbe  musie  of  my  lays; 
In  all  the  arts  of  panegyric  grac*d, 
The  cream  of  modem  literary  taste. 

Why,  to  be  snre,  the  metaphoric  linę 
Has  something  sentimental,  tender,  fine ; 
But  Łhen  how  hobbltng  are  the  other  two; 
There  are  some  bcauties,  but  they^re  very  ffew. 
Besideji  the  author,  'faith  His  something  odd, 
Commends  a  reverent!al  awe  of  God. 
Read  bot  another  (ancy  of  his  brain;        ' 
Me^s  atheistical  in  every  strain. 
Faihicioas  is  the  charge:  'tis  aU  a  lie, 
As  to  my  reason  \  can  testify. 
I  own  a  God,  immortal,  boundless,  wiis;, 
Who  bid  our  ^orics  of  creation  risa; 

VOI»   XV. 


Who  formM  his  Taried  likeness  in  mankind, 
Centring  hi?  many  wonders  in  the  miud; 
Who  saw  religion,  a  fantastic  nijjht. 
But  }atve  us  reason  to  obtałn  the  li.<;ht; 
Indulgent  Whit^eld  scruples  nOt  to  say, 
He  only  can  direct  to  Heaven's  high-way. 
While  bishops,  with  as  much  vehemence  tell,  " 
All  sects  '  heterodoar  are  food  for  Heli. 
Why  tłien,  dear  Smith,  sinCe  doctors  disagree, 
Their  notions  are  not  orac?es  to  me: 
What  I  think  richt  I  ever  w\\\  pursue,  * 
And  lea^e  you  liberty  to  do  so  too. 


SONG 


TO   MR.  G.  CATCOTT.      1769. 

Ar  blame  me  not,  Catcott,  if  from  tije  rigbt  waf 

My  notions  and  actioris  nm  far. 
How  can  my  idoas  do  other  but  stray, 

Depriv*d  of  the  ruling  north-star? 

Ah  blame  me  not,  Broderip,  if  mounted  aloft, 

I  chatter  and  spoil  the  duli  air; 
How  cau  I  imagine  thy  foppery  soft, 

When  discord's  the  voice  of  my  fair? 

If  Turner  remittcd  my  bluster  and  rhymes, 

If  Harding  was  girlish  aud  cold, 
If  never  an  ogle  was  n^et  from  Miss  Gńmes, 

If  Flavia  was  bla&ted  and  uld; 

I  chose  without  likinsr,  and  left  wilhont  pain. 
Nor  welconiM  tiie  frown  with  a  sigh; 

I  scorn'd,  like  a  monkey,  to  dangle  my  chain. 
And  paint  them  nt:w  charms  with  a  lie. 

Once  Cotton  was  handsome;  I  flamM,  and  I  burn'd« 

I  clied  to  obtain  the  bright,queenr 
But  when  I  beheld  my  epistłe  return^d, 

By  Jesu  it  alter*d  the  sccne. 


« 


She*s  damnable  ugly,^'  my  Tanity  cried, 
"  You  lic,"  says  my  conscienoe,  "  you  liej" 
Resolring  to  foilow  the  dictates  of  pride, 
I^d  view  ber  a  hag  to  my  eye. 

But  should  she  regain  herbrightlustre  again. 

And  shine  in  her  natural  ftharms, 
'Tis  but  to  accept  of  the  works  Of  my  pen, 

4nd  permit  meto  use  my  own  arms. 


HECCAR    AND    GAIR4, 

An  AFRICAN  ECŁOGVE. 

Jan.  3,  1770- 

Whbre  the  rough  Caigra  rolls  the  surgy  wave, 
Urging  his  thunders  thro*  the  *  echoiii?  cave; 
Whera  the  sharp  rocks,.  in  distant  horrour  seen, 
Drire  the  wbite  currents  thro'  the  spreading  grceo| 
Where  the  loud  tiger,  pawing  in  his  ra^e, 
Bidd  the  black  archers  of  tbe  wilds  eugage; 


ID 


the 


'  SoTts  18  wtitten  under  seots. .  Both 
author^s  band-writing,  and  uncanrellf^d. 
t  PlptMit  li  wiitten  under  ecboini^  ią  fht  MS& 
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StrctchM  on  tbe  sand,  iwo  panting  warriors  lay, 
In  ali  the  burning  tortnents  of  the  day; 
Their  bloody  javMias  reek'd  one  Imng  steam, 
Their  bows  were  brokeu  at  the  roaring  stream  ; 
Hcccar  the  chief  of  Jarra'8  fruiifial  bill, 
Whei-e  the  dark  ^apoura  nightly  dews  disUl^ 
Sait  Gaira,  the  companion  oi  his  soul, 
£xtended  wherc  loud  CaifiTa'8  billuwB  ruli ; 
Gaiia,  the  king  of  warring  archers  fbCŁnd, 
Where  daiły  ligbtnings  plough  the  sandy  ground, 
Where  bruodiog  tempests  howt  al<ing  the  aky, 
Wliere  rising  deserts  whirlM  in  circies  6y. 

HECCARr 

Gaira,  *tis  usełcss  to  attempt  the  chase, 

Swifter  than  hanted  woWcs  thcy  urge  the  race; 

Their  lessening  forms  elude  the  Btrainiiig  eye, 
,XJpun  the  plumage  of  macaws  they  fly. 
'  Let  us  return,  and  strip  the  reeking  aiain, 

Łearing  the  bodict  on  the  burning  pUin. 

GAIRA.         ^ 

Heccar,  my  vengeance  still  ezclaims  for  blood, 
Twould  drmk  a  wider  streaoi  than  Caigra's  flood. 
This  javMio»  oft  in  nobler  ąuarrels  try*d, 
Put  the  loud  thunder  of  their  anns  aside^ 
Fa9t  as  the  streaming  rain»  I  pmir^d  the  dart, 
Hurling  a  whirlwind  thro'  the  trembling  heart: 
But  now  my  ling*png  feet  revenge  dentes, 
O  could  I  thro  w  my  jaT*lin  from  my  eyes! 

HECCAS. 

Whcn  Gaira  the  united  armies  broke,        [stroke. 
Death  wing'd  the    arrow;    Death    impeird  the 
See,  pi  Pd  iu  mountains,  on  the  sanguine  sand 
The  blasted  of  the  lightnings  of  thy  haiid. 
Search  the  brown  descrt,  and  the  glossy  grcen ; 
There  are  the  trophies  of  thy  valour  soen. 
Tbe  scatter'd  bones  mantled  in  silver  wbite, 
Oncc  aniniated,  dared  the  force'  in  fight. 
The  chiidten  of  the  wave,  whose  paliid  race, 
View8  the  faint  Sun  display  a  languid  face, 
I^rom  the  red  fury  of  thy  justioe  fled, 
Swifter  than  turreots  from  their  rocky  bed. 
Fear  with  a  sicken^d  siWer  ting*d  their  bue: 
The  guilty  fear,  when  vengeance  is  their  due. 

GAIRA. 

Rousc  not  remembradte  from  hef  shadowy  celi. 
Nor  of  those  bloody  sons  of  mischief  tell. 
Cawna,  ,0  Cawna !  deok*d  in  sablc  charms, 
What  distaot  region  holds  thee  from  my  arms? 
Cawna,  the  pride  of  Afric*8  sultry  rales. 
Soft  as  the  cooling  murmur  of  the  gaies, 
Af  aiestic  as  tbe  many-rolour*d  snake, 
Trailing  his  glories  thio*  the  blossom^d  brake: 
£lat'k  aM  the  gioMity  rocks,  where  Eascal  roars, 
Foaming  thro'  sandy  wastes  to  Jaghirs  shores  j 
Swift  śt»  the  arrow,  hasting  to  the  breast. 
Was  Cawna,  the  companion  of  my  rest. 

The  Sun  sat  iow*ring  in  the  western  sky, 
The  sweliing  tempest  spread  around  the  eye; 
Upon  my  C'awna*s  bosom  I  reciin'dy 
Catchingthe  breathing  whispers  of  the  wind: 
Swifl  frtjm  the  wood  a  prowling  tiger  came ; 
Dreadful  bit  Toice,  bis  eyes  a  giowing  flame; 
J  bent  the  bow,  th^  never-erring  dart 
Pierc*d  his  rough  armour,  but  escap*d  bis  heatt; 

5  duery,  wbctber  not  uitended  for  Ibec? 


He  fled,  tho'  woanded,  to  a  distant  waB(IV 
I  urg'd  the  fiirious  fltgbt  witb  fiital  hastę  ; 
He  fell,  be  dyM — spent  in  the  fiery  toil, 
I  stripp>d  his  carcase  of  the  fuirj  spoil. 
And  as  the  raried  spanglea  met  my  eye, 
«  On  this,**  1  cried,  «•  siiaU  my  lov'd  Cawna 
The  dusky  midnigl>t  bung  the-skies  in  grey  s 
ImpellM  by  Iotc,  I  wiiig*d  tlie  airy  wmy; 
In  the  deep  valley  and  tbe  mossy  plain, 
1  soaght  my  Cawna,  but  I  sought  in  Tain, 
The  paliid  shadows  of  the  azure  waves 
Had  madę  my  Cawna  and  my  children  słaTes* 
Rellcction  maddens,  to  recall  the  hoor, 
The  gods  had  gtven  me  to  the  demon*s  power- 
The  dusk  slow  muishM  from  the  hated  lawn, 
T  gainM  a  mountain  glarin?  with  the  dawn. 
There  the  fuli  sails,  e^cpanded  to  the  wind, 
Struck  borrour  and  distraction  in  my  miód  ; 
There  Cawna,  mingled  with  a  wortbleas  train, 
In  common  slav'ry  dragt  the  hated  chain. 
Nowjud.ee,  my  Heccar,  bare  I  canse  for  rag«ł 
Should  anght  the  thunder  of  my  arm  assna^^? 
In  erer-reekiog  blood  this  javMin  dy*d 
With  ▼engeance  shall  be  nerer  satisfied ; 
ril  strew  the  beaches  with  the  mighty  dead. 
And  tmge  tbe  lily  of  their  featmrs  red. 

BBCCAR. 

When  the  loud  shriekings  of  the  hostile  ery 
Roughiy  salute  my  ear,  enrBg'<)  1*1^  ^Jj     " 
Send  the  sharp  arrow  quivering  thro*  the  beart; 
Cbill  the  hot  vitals  with  the  venom*d  dart; 
Nor  heed  the  shining  steel  or  noisy  smoke« 
Gaira  and  veugeance  shall  iuspire  the  stroke. 


THE  METHODJST, 

May  inOL 

Says  Tom  to  Jack,  •*  Tis  ^ery  odd, 

These  represeittatires  of  God, 

In  colour,  way  of  life  and  eril, 

Sheuld  be  so  very  like  tbe  Devil.*' 
,     Jack,  underiitand,  was  oue  of  those, 

Who  mould  rełigion  i  u  the  nose» 

A  red  hot  Methodist;  his  face 

Was  filii  of  puritanic  grace. 

His  loose  lank  hair,  his  Iow  gradation» 

Declar^d  a  late  regeneration ; 

Among  the  daughtcrs  long  renown*d. 

For  staiiding  upon  huly  ground; 

Never  in  carual  battle  beat, 

Tho*  soihetimes  forc*d  to  a  retrcał. 

But  C— t,  bero  as  be  is, 

Knight  of  incomparabie  pbiz, 

When.pliant  Doxy  scems  to  yield, 

Courageously  forsakcs  the  fiekL 

Jack,  or  to  write  morę  parely,  John, 

Thro'  hills  of  Wesley*g  n-urki  had  gone; 

Could  sing  one  bundr^d  hymns  by  rotę; 

Hymns  which  will  sanctif  O  tbe  throte  : 
s  But  s<Ane  iudeed  composM  ^  oddly* 

You'd  swear  Hwas  bawdj  iongs  madę  godly* 


coLiN  lysTRucTED.  ma* 

TouNG  Colin  was  as.stout  a  boj 
M  ever  gave  a  maideo  joy; 


HAPPINESS. 
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Hol  long  m  Tain  he  toM  hw  tale, 
To  Mack-eyed  Biddy  of  the  Dale. 

*'  Ah  why,'*  the  whiningr  shepherd  cried, 
*'  Am  I  atone  your  smilcs  denied, 
t  ooly  tell  ID  vain  my  tal« 
To  black-eyed  Biddy  of  the  Dale.» 

'<  Tnie,  Colin,"  said  the  laughing  damę, 
•'  You  only  whimper  out  your  flame, 
Others  do  morę  than  sigh  their  tale 
To  black-eyed  Biddy  of  the  Dale." 

He  took  the  hint,  &c. 


A  BURLESStUE  CANTATjś.    1770, 

RBCITATIVB.' 

M OUNTED  aloft  in  Bristors  narrow  strcets, 
Where  pride  and  luxury  with  meanness  meets, 
A  stordy  coUier  prrat  the  empty  sack, 
A  troop  of  thousandfl  swamiing  on  his  back; 
WheD  sudden  to  hit  rapt  «xtatic  yiew 
Rosę  the  brown  beanties  of  bis  red-hair*d  Sue. 
Musie  spontaneous  echoed  from  his  tougoe. 
And  thus  the  lo?er  rather  bawPd,  than  suog. 

AIR. 

Zannds!  Prithee,  pretty  Zue,  is  it  thee, 

Odzookers  I  mun  hare  a  kisa. 
A  sweetheart  shoold  alwajrs  be  free, 

I  whope  you  wunt  takc  it  amiss. 

Tby  peepers  are  blacker  than  caul, 

Tby  carease  is  sound  as  a  sack, 
Tby  yisage  is  whiter  than  ba]l> 

Odzookers  1  mun  hare  a  smack. 

REOTATITE. 

The  Bwain  descending,  in  his  raptured  arms 
Held  ^t  the  goddess,  and  dcspoilM  her  charms. 
Whilst  lockM  in  Cupid's  amorous  embrace, 
His  jetty  skinnis  met  ber  red  bronz*d  face; 
It  seemM  the  San  when  labouring  in  ecHpse. 
And  on  her  now  he  stampt  his  sable  lips, 
PleasM 


SONG. 


FANNY  OP  TRE  HIŁŁ*.     1770. 

Ip  gentle  ląyt^s  immortal  fire 

Could  animate  the  quiłl, 
Soon  should  the  raptnre-speaking  lyra 

Sing  Fanny  of  the  HilL 

II  y  panting  heart  incessant  moTet, 

Ko  iuteiTal  'tis  still ; 
Aod  alł  my  raTish*d  naturę  \0ve9 

Sweet  Fanny  of  the  HiU. 

Her  dying  soft  expres8ive  eye, 

Her  elegance  must  kill, 
Ye  godsi  how  many  thousands  die 

For  Fanny  of  the  Hill. 


?Mi«i7, 


»i  00  Radcfiff-Jull,  BriftoL 


A  1ove-taoght  tongue,  angelic  air, 

A  sentiment,  a  skill 
In  all  the  graces  of  the  fair, 

Mark  Fanny  of  the  HiU. 

Thou  raighty  power,  etemal  fate. 

My  happiness  to  Bil, 
O !  bless  a  wretched  lOYer^s  fate, 

With>Faonyof  the  Hill. 


HAPPFNESS.    1770. 

[From  LoTe  and  Madness.    CorrecŁed  from  Mr* 

Catcott*s  copy.] 

Since  happiness  was  not  ordaii^d  for  man, 
Let*s  make  ourselres  as  easy  as  we  can ; 
Posscst  with  fanie  or  fortunę,  friond  or  w       ■  e» 
But  think  h  happiness we  want  no  morę. 

Hail  Revelation!  sphere-enrelop'd  dam^ 
To  some  divinity,  to  most  a  name, 
Reason*s  dark-lantern,  8uperstition*s  sun, 
Whose  cause  mysterious  and  eflfect  are  one— 
From  thee,  ideał  bliss  we  only  tracę,   . 
Fair  as  ambitioo^s  di^eam,  or  ł>eauty's  face. 
But,  in  reality,  as  shadowy  fuuiid    ' 
Asseeming  trnth  in  twisuńl  mysteńes  bound. 
What  little  rest  frum  over-anxious  care ' 
The4ord9  of  naturę  are  desigoM  to  share. 
To  wauton  whim  and  prejudice  we  owe. 
Opinion  is  the  only  god  we  knuw. 
Our  furthest  wish,  the  Deity  we  fear 
In  djff*rent  subjects,  differently  appear. 
Where  *8  the  foundation  of  reiigion  plac'd? 
On  every  individuars  lickle  tabte. 
The  narrow  way  the  priest-iid  mortals  tread. 
By  super&titious  prejudice  miMled.— 
Thispassage  leadsto  Heaven  -  -yet,  strangetoteil ! 
Another's  conscience  finds  it  leud  to  Heli. 
Conscience,  Łhe8uut.cameiion's  rarying  hoe, 
Reflects  all  notions,  to  no  notion  trae.^ 
The  bloody  son  of  Jesse,  when  be  saw 
The  mystic  priesthood  kept  the  Jews  in  awe, 
He  madę  himself  an  ephod  to  his  mmd, 
And  sought  the  Lord,  and  always  foundhim  kipd. 
In  murder,  horrid  cruelŁy,  and  lust, 
The  Ijord  was  with  him,  and  his  actions  juśt. 

Priestcraft,  thou  universal  biind  of  all^ 
Thou  idol,  at  whose  feet  all  nations  fali. 
Father  of  misery,  origin  of  s^in, 
Whose  first  existence  did  with  fear  begin; 
Still  sparing  deal  thy  seeming  blesstn^s  out, 
Veil  thy  Elysium  with  a  eloud  of  doubt— 
Since  pi^sent  blessings  in  pofisession  ołoy. 
Bid  hope  in  futurę  worlds  expect  the  joy-^ 
Or,  łf  thy  sons  the  airy  phantoms  ali^ht. 
And  dawning  reason  would  iiireet  them  right, 
Some  glittering  triAe  to  their  optics  hołd; 
Perhaps  they  *U  think  tbe  giariiig  spansrle  gold. 
And,  madded  in  the  search  of  coins  and  toys, 
Eager  pursue  the  momentary  joys. 

Mercator  wor»hips  mammon,  and  adores 
No  other  deity  but  gold  and  w        es. 

*The  name  óf  Fanny ,  which  was  fin^t  written, 
was  aflerwards  canceiWd,  and  that  of  Betsy  sub- 
stituted  in  its  stead :  but  for  what  reason  was  beit 
known  to  tbn  »ut)M>i:« 
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Catcott  18  rerj  fond  ot  talk  and  iame; 

His  wish  a  perpetuity  of  name; 

Which  to  procure,  a  pewter  altar*s  madę. 

To  b.  ar  his  name,  and  sii^nify  his  trade, 

In  pump  burlesqu'd  the  rising  spire  to  head» 

To  tell  futurity  a  pewterer'R  dead. 

Incompaiable  Catcott,  still  pursue 

The  sccmin}?  happiness  thou  hast  in  view ; 

Unfłni8h'd  chiraneys  gaping  spires  complete, 

Ftemal  famę  on  oval  dishes  beat: 

Ride  fonr-inch  bridges,  clouded  turrets  climb» 

Andbravely  die— 4o  live  in  after-time. 

Horrid  ideą!  if  on  rolls  of  famę 

The  twentieth  centnry  oniy  find  Ihy  name. 

UnnuticM  this  in  prosc  or  tagging  flower, 

He  left  his  dinncr  to  ascend  the  tower. 

Then,  what  avails  thy  anxious  spitting  pain? 

Thy  laugh-provoking  labours  are  in  vain. 

On  matrimontal  pewter  settbyhand; 

Hammer  with  cv'ry  power  thou  canst  command ; 

Stanip  thy  whole  self,  originat  as  'tis, 

To  prupagate  thy  wbimsies,  name  and  phyz — 

Then,  whrn  the  tottering  spires  or  chimneys  fali, 

A  Catcott  shail  remain  admir*d  by  all. 

Kudo,  who  has  some  triflinic  couplets  writ, 
Is  onIy  happy  wben  he»s  thoupht  a  wit —  [Tiews, 
Think-H  I  've  morę  judgnient  than  the  whole  Re- 
Because  I  always  compliment  his  Muse. 
If  any  mildly  would  reprove  bis  faults, 
They  're  critics  envy-Hicken*d  at  his  thoughts. 
To  me  be  ilics,  his  best-belovcd  friend, 
Reads  me  asleep,  then  wakes  me  to  commend. 

Say,  sages— if  not  glce}>-oharm'd  by  the  rhyme, 
Is  flattery,  niuch-Iov'd  flattery,  any  ćrime? 
Shall  dragon  satire  exercise  his  sting, 
And  not  insiiiuatin?  flattery  sing  ? 
Is  it  morę  ni)Me  to  torment  than  pleare? 
How  ill  that  thought  with  rectitude  agrees! 

Come  to  my  pen,  companion  of  the  lay. 
And  speak  of  worth  where  merit  cannot  say; 
Let  lazy  Barton  undistinguishM  snoar, 
Nor  lash  his  generosity  to  Hoarej 
Praise  bim  forsermons  of  his  curate  boaght, 
His  eosy  flow  of  words,  his  depth  of  thought; 
Jlis  act!ve  spirit,  ever  in  display, 
His  great  doYOtłon  wben  be  drawls  to  pray ; 
His  Rainted  soul  distinguishably  seen, 
With  all  the  virtue*  of  a  modern  dcan. 

Varo,  a  genius  of  peculiar  taste, 
His  misery  in  his  happine.ss  is  piac'd; 
When  in  soft  calm  the  waves  of  fortunę  roli, 
A  tempest  of  reilection  storms  the  »oul; 
But  what  would  make  another  man  distrest, 
Giyes  him  tranpułllity  and  thoughtiess  rest: 
No  disappointmont  can  his  peace  invade, 
Superior  to  alt  troubles  not  self-made— 
This  character  let  grey  Oxonians  scan. 
And  tell  me  of  what  specics  hc's  a  man, 
Or  be  it  by  young  Yeatman  critiotzed, 
Who  damns  good  F.nglish  if  not  Latinized, 
In  \ri8totle'8  scalę  the  Muse  he  weighs. 
And  damp^«  ber  little  fire  with  copied  lay«! 
Ver8*d  in  the  mystic  learning  of  the  scbools, 
He  rings  bob-majorsby  l^ibnitzian  rulea. 

Pul  vis  whose  know»edife  eentres  in  degrees, 
Is  neve-  happy  but  when  taking  fees, 
Blest  with  a  bushy  wig  and  solemn  gracd 
Catcott  admii^s  him  for  a  fbssile  face. 
When  first  bis  farce  of  ćountenance  began, 
£rc  tbe  aoft  down  bi4  nark*d  biw  «linott  mao. 


A  solemn  dullneis  occupied  his  eyes. 
And  tbefoud  mother  thought  bim  wood^rooi  viiei 
—But  little  had  she  read  in  Natnre'8  book, 
That  fools  assume  a  pbilosophic  look. 

O  EdocatJop,  eyer  in  the  wrong. 
To  tliee  the  curses  of  mankind  belong; 
Thou  first  great  autbor  of  oar  futurę  state^ 
Cbicf  source  of  our  religion,  paasioas,  &te: 
On  erery  atom  of  the  doctor*8  frame 
Naturę  has  stampt  the  pedant  «ith  his  name; 
But  thou  hast  madę  him  (ever  wast  thou  blind) 
A  lioens*d  butcher  of  the  homan  kind. 
—  Mould'ring  in  dustthe  6iir  Lavinia  liei; 
Death  and  our  doctor  clos*d  ber  sparkling  eyei 
O  all  ye  powers,  the  guardians  of  the  worid ! 
Where  is  the  useless  bolt  of  ▼engeaace  bait'd? 
Say,  shall  this  leaden  sword  of  plagoe  prerail. 
And  kiłl  the  mighty  where  the  mighty  fail! 
Let  the  red  bolus  tremble  o'er  his  houl. 
And  with  his  cordial  julep  strike  him  dead. 

But  to  return— in  this  wide  sea  of  thougbt, 
How  shall  we  steer  our  notions  as  we  ongbtł 
Content  is  happiness,  as  sages  say«- 
But  what*8  content?  The  trifle  of  a  day. 
Then,  friend,  let  inclination  be  thy  guide. 
Nor  be  by  superstition  led  ańde. 
Tlie  saint  and  sinner,  fool  and  wtse  attaia 
An  ec|ual  sbare  of  easiness  and  pain. 


THE  REStGNATIOn. 

FROM   ŁOVB    AND    MADNESS. 

O  GOD,  \vho8e  thunder  shakes  the  ftky; 
Whose  eye  this  atom  globe  surreys; 
To  thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly, 
Thy  mercy  in  thy  justice  praiae. 

The  mystic  roazes  of  thy  will, 
The  shadows  of  celestial  Ii£rbt» 
Are  past  the  power  of  human  skill— < 
But  what  th'  Etemal  acts  is  right. 

O  teach  mc  in  the  trying  bour, 
When  anguish  swells  the  dewy  tear» 
To  still  my  sorrows,  own  thy  pow'r, 
Thy  goodness  love,  thy  justice  fear. 

If  In  this  bosom  aught  but  thee 
Incroaching  sought  a  bouridleas  sway, 
Omniscience  could  the  danger  see. 
And  Mercy  look  the  cause  away. 

Then  why,  my  soul,  dost  thou  complaiaf 
Why  drooping  seek  the  dark  recess? 
Shake  ofT  the  melancholy  cbain. 
For  God  creatcd  all  to  bless. 

But  ah !  my  breast  is  human  still; 
The  rising  sigh,  the  iallingtear. 
My  languid  vitals*  feeble  rill, 
The  sickness  of  my  soul  declare. 

But  yet,  with  fortitude  resign'dy 
ril  thank  tb'  inflicter  of  the  blow; 
Forfoid  the  sigh,  compose  my  miód. 
Nor  let  the  gush  of  misery  flow. 

The  gloomy  nantle  of  the  nij^ht, 
AVhich  on  my  sinking  spirit  steal^ 
Will  ranish  at  the  moming  light, 
Whicb  Ggd,  my  Saft»  my  jSoD,  xefeiiCr 


TO  MISS  HOYLAND. 
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CUFTON. 


(From  a  copy  lo  Chattertoii*s  hand-writing  de- 
potited  by  Dr.  Glyn  ia  the  Britisb  Museam.] 

CuFTOH,  sweet  Ttllagc!  now  demands  the  lay, 
The  lav*d  retneat  o^  all  the  rich  and  gay ; 
The  darlłog  spot  which  piDinę:  maidens  seek 
Togire  health's  rcwes  tu  tbepallid  cheek. 
Waim  from  its  font  the  holy  water  pours, 
And  lares  the  sick  to   Clifton*8  neighbouring 

bowers. 
Łet  bright  Hygeia  her  glad  retgn  resume. 
And  o*er  each  siekły  fonn  renew  her  bloom. 
Me,  wbom  no  fell  disense  this  hour  compels 
To  risit  BrisŁorń  celebrated  Wells, 
Far  other  motiyes  prompt  my  eagerriew; 
My  heart  can  here  its  fiEiv'rite  bent  pursue, 
Herę  can  1  gazę,  and  paase,  and  mnse  between. 
And  drew  some  morał  truth  from  ev*ry  scenc 
Yon  dnsky  rocks,  tbat  from  the  stream  arise 
Jn  rade  nnigh    grandeur,    threat    the   distant 

skiet, 
Seem  as  if  Naturę  in  a  painful  throe, 
With  dire  convu1sions,  Iab*ring  to  and  fro, 
(To  give  the  boiling  waves  a  ready  vent) 
At  one  dread  stroke  the  solid  mouiitain  rent; 
The  boge  cleft  rocks  transmit  to  distant  famę 
The  Mcred  gilding:  of  a  good  sainfs  name. 
Now  rouod  the  varied  scenę  attention  turns 
Her  ready  eye — my  soui  with  ardour  bums  ; 
For  OD  thafspot  my  glowing  fancy  dwetls, 
Wbere  cenotaph  its  moumra  story  tells— 
Hov  Briton^  heroes,  true  to  hononr'8  laws, 
Feli,  bniTely  fighting  in  their  country^s  caose. 
fiut  tbo*  in  distant  fields  your  limbs  are  laid, 
In  &me*8  long  list  your  glories  ne*er  will  fade; 
Bat  blooming  still  beyond  the  gripe  of  death, 
Fear  not  the  blast  of  tłme*s  ioclouding  breath. 
Your  generouii  leader  rais*d  this  stone  to  say, 
Yoa  fbliovM  still  where  bonour  led  the  way; 
Aadby  thistribate,  wbich  his  pity  pays, 
Tviiie8  his  own  v  irtues  with  his  soldiers'  praise. 
Kow  Biandoa*s  cliflTs  my  wand'rfng  gazes  meet, 
Whose  craggy  surface  mocks  the  Iing'rlDg  fect; 
fioeen  Bess^s  gift,  (so  ancient  legends  say ) 
To  Bristofs  fair;  where  to  the  San's  warm  ray 
On  the  rongh  bush  the  Hnen  wbite  tbey  spread, 
Or  deck  with  nisset  leaves  the  mossy  bed. 

Here  as  I  musing  take  my  pensire  stand, 
Whiist  cvening  shadows  lengthcn  o»er  the  land, 
0*er  the  wide  landscape  cast  the  circiing  eye, 
How  ardent  mem'ry  prompts  the  fervid  sigh; 
0*er  the  historie  page  my  fancy  runs, 
Of  Britain's  fortuncs— of  her  yaliant  sons. 
Yob  castle,  erst  of  Saxon  standards  proud, 
Its  neighbouring  meadows  dy*d  with  Danisb  blood. 
Tben  of  its  later  fate  a  vlew  I  take: 
Here  th«  sad  monarch  lost  his  hope^s  last  stoke  ; 
When  Rupert  bold,  of  well-achiev'd  renown, 
StaioM  all  the  famę  his  former  prowess  won. 
Bat  for  its  ancient  use  no  niore  employ*d, 
Its  walls  all  moulder^d  and  its  gatcs  destnay^d ^ 
In  hisfry^s  roli  it  still  a  shade  retatns, 
Tho*  of  the  fbrtress  scarce  a  stone  remains, 
£ager  at  length  I  strain  eaeh  aching  limb, 
And  breathless  now  the  mountain's  summitclimb. 
Here  does  attention  her  fixt  gase  renew, 
And  of  the  city  takes  a  nearer  view. 
The  yellow  Avon,  creepang  at  my  sidcy 
la  suIku  bSlowi  rolls  m  nraddy  ^de; 


No  sporti^e  Natads  on  her  streams  are  seen, 
No  cheerful  pastimes  deck  the  gloomy  scenę; 
Fiit  in  a  stupor  by  the  cheerless  plain, 
For  fairy  flights  the  fancy  toils  in  vain: 
For  tho»  her  waves,  by  commerce  richly  blest. 
Roli  to  her  shores  the  treasures  of  the  Wost, 
Tho'  her  broad  banks  trade's  busy  aspect  wears, 
Slie  secms  uoconscious  of  the  wealth  sbe  bears. 
Near  to  her  banks,  and  under  Brandon's  bill, 
There  wandcrs  Jacob's  ever-munn*riiig  rill, 
That,  pouriiig  forth  a  nevrr-failing  ^tmam. 
To  the  dim  eye  restorcs  the  steady  beam. 
Here  too  (alas  !  tho*  tottVing  now  with  age) 
Stands  our  deserted,  solitary  stago, 
Where  oft  our  Powell,  Nature's  genuine  son» 
With  tm^ic  tones  the  fixM  attention  won: 
Pierce  from  his  lips  his  angry  accents  fly, 
Fiercc  as  the  blast  that  tears  the  nurthern  sky ; 
Like  snows  that  trickle  down  hot  iEtna's  steep. 
His  pasiiion  me!ts  the  suul,  and  maked  us  weep : 
But  O!  how  sofl  his  tender  accents  inovo— 
Soft  as  the  cooinss  of  the  turtlc'8  lov€— ^ 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  morn  in  bloom  of  spring, 
Dropping  a  lucid  tearon  Zephyr*8  wing: 
0'erShakespear*s  raried  scenes  he  wnudered  wid^, 
In  Macbeth'8  form  all  human  powV  defy'd ; 
In  shapeless  Richard^s  dark  and  fierce  disguise, 
In  dreams  he  saw  the  murder*d  train  arise ; 
Tben  what  convulsions  shook  his  trembling  brcasf» 
And  strewM  with  pointed  thomb  his  bed  of  rest! 
But  fate  has  8natch*d  thcc   -carly  was  thy  doom, 
How  soon  enclos'd  within  the  silent  tomb! 
No  pnore  our  raptur^d  eyes  shall  meet  thy  form^ ' 
No  morę  thy  melting  toaes  our  bosoms  warm. 
Without  thy  pow^rful  aid,  the  languid  stage 
No  morę  can  please  at  onse  and  mend  the  age. 
Yes,  thou  art  gone !  and  thy  belov'd  remains 
Yon  sacrcd  o!d  cathedra!  wali  contains; 
There  does  the  mufHed  beli  our  grief  revca1. 
And  soleron  organs  swell  the  moumful  peal; 
Whiist  hallowM  diiges  fili  the  holy  shrine, 
JDeserved  tribute  to  such  worth  as  thine. 
No  morę  at  Cliflon*8  scenes  my  strains  o*erflow^ 
For  the  Muse,  drooptng  at  this  tale  of  woe, 
Slackens  the  strings  of  her  enamour*d.Iyre, 
The  flood  of  gushing  grief  puts  out  ber  fire : 
Elsę  would  she  sing  the  deeds  of  other  times, 
Of  saints  and  heroes  sung  in  monkish  rhymes; 
Elsc  would  her  soaring  fancy  bum  to  ftray, 
And  thro'  the  cłoister^d  aisle  would  take  her  way, 
Where  sleep  (ab !  mingling with  the  common  dust) 
The  sacred  bodies  of  the  brave  and  just. 
But  vain  th'  attempt  to  scan  that  holy  lorę, 
Thcse  soft^ning  sighs  forbid  the  Muse  to  soar* 
So  treading  back  the  steps  I  justtiow  trod» 
Mouruful  and  sad  1  seek  my  lone  abode. 


e 


TO  MISS  HOYLAND. 

[From  a  MS.  of  Chatterton's  in  the  British  Mn- 

seum.] 

Sweet  are  thy  charming  smiles,  my  lovely  maid. 
Sweet  as  the  flow*rs  in  bleom  of  spring  array'd; 
Those  charming  smiles  thy  beauteous  face  adoro^ 
As  May*s  wbite  blossoms  gaily  deck  the  thorn. 
Then  wby,  when  mild  good-nature  banking  liea- 
Midit  the  soft  radiance  of  thy  meltiag  eye«^ 
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Wben  my  fbnd  tongne  wonM  ttriye  tby  beart  to 

inovc, 
And  tuiie  its  tones  to  every  notę  of  love; 
Vrhy  do  those  suiiles  their  native  soil  disown, 
And  (,c-haDg*d  thpirinoveD)ent8)kill  meina  frown! 

Yet,  is  it  true,  or  is  it  dark  dcspair, 
That  feurs  you  're  cruH  whiUt  it  owns  you  fiaiir? 
O  speak,  dc' ar  Huyland  !  5peak  my  certain  fiiŁe, 
Thy  lovc  f  nraiA'riiig,  or  tby  coDstant  bate. 
If  death'ii  dirt;  si  iitenre  baiigs  upOD  tby  tongue, 
£*eii  dcatb  were  better  tban  suspensę  so  loog* 


TO  MR,  POWELL 

I 

[From-  a  MS.  of  Chatterton'8,  in  tbe  Britisb 

Museum.]       , 

What  langtiagc,  Powell!  can  tby  merits  tell. 
By  Naturę  fbrm*d  in  cvery  path  V  eYcel: 
To  strikethe  fceliii?  fouI  witb  magie  skill, 
'W hen  every  passion  bcnds  beneatb  tby  wilU 
lioud  as  tbebowlings  of  the  northern  wind 
Thy  scenes  of  anger  harrow  up  the  mind; 
But  most  thy  softer  toncs  our  bosoms  morę, 
"When  Julietlistens  to  her  Romeo*g  love. 
How  Bve€t  thy  gen  tle  moTements  then  to  sec— 
Eacb  roelting  heart  must  syrapathize  witb  thee. 
Yet,  tbough  design*d  in  every  walk  to  sbibe, 
Tbine  is  tbe  furiou.«,  and  tbe  tender  tbine ; 
Though  thy  strong  ferlings  and  thy  nati^e  fire 
Still  fDTce  the  willing  gazers  to  admire, 
Though  grcat  thy  praises  for  tby  scenie  art. 
We  love  tbce  for  tbe  virtues  of  tby  heart. 


10  MISS  C. 

ON  flEARING  HER  PŁAY  ON  THE  HARPSICHORD. 

[From  a  MS.  of  Cbatt(Tton>8,  in  the  Britisb 

Museum.] 

Had  Israera  Monarch,  when  misfortune^a  dart 
PieicM  to  its  decpest  core  bis  beaving  breast, 
Ileard  but  thy  dulcet  tones,  his  sorrowing  beart 
At  sucb  soft  tones,  had  sooth'd  itself  to  rest, 

Yes,  swoeter  &r  tban  Jesse^s  8on'R  tby  strains, 
Yft  what  avail  if  sorrow  they  disarm; 
Love'8  sharper  sting  within  the  soul  remains, 
The  melting  movementB  wound  us  aa  they  charm. 


THE  ART  OF  PUFFIKG, 

BY  A  BOOKtBŁLER'!  JOURNBYMAN. 

[Copied  from  a  MS.  of  Cbatterton.] 

VbRS*d  by  esperience  in  tbe  subtle  ark, 

Tbe  mysfńes  of  a  title  1  impart: 

Teach  the  young  author  how  to  pleate  the  towD, 

And  make  the  heavy  drag  of  rhyme  go  down. 

Since  CurI,  immortal,  never-dying  name! 

A  Double  Pica  in  tbe  book  of  Famę, 

By  yarious  arts  did  vańoufr  dunces  prop, 

And  tickled  eirery  fancy  to  his  shop: 

Who  can,  like  Pottingcr,  ensure  a  book? 

Who  iudges  witb  tbe  solitf  taste  of  Cooke  } 

Yiliainfi  exalted  in  tbe  midway  skyt 

Shall  U?e  agaia  to  drain  your  purses  dry: 


Nor  yet  unrivaU'd  Cbey :  tee  Baldwin  camn, 
Rich  in  inrentions,  patents,  cuts,  and  hnois: 
jThe  honourable  Boswell  writes,  'tis  true, 
What  else  can  Paoli'8  supporter  do. 
Tbe  trading  wits  endeavoar  to  attain, 
Like  booksellers,  the  world's  first  idol^  giia: 
^or  tbis  they  puff  the  beary  Goldsmitb^s  lioe^ 
And  bail  his  sentiment,  tho'  trite,  diviiie; 
r  or  this,  the  patriotic  bard  complains, 
Ańd  Bingley  binds  poor  Liberty  in  chains: 
For  tbis  was  every  reader^s  fitith  decei?*d, 
And  Edmundis  swore  what  nobody  believ'd: 
For  tbis  tbe  wits  in  close  disiguises  fight; 
Fur  tbis  tbe  varying  politicians  write; 
For  this  eacb  montb  new  magazines  aie  loU, 
Witb  duUness  fiird  and  traoscripU  of  t&e  old. 
Tbe  Town  and  Country  struck  a  lucky  bit. 
Was  novel,  sentimental,  fuli  of  wit: 
Aping  heivwalk  the  same  suceess  to  find, 
The  Court  and  City  hobbles  fer  bebind; 
Sons  of  Apollo  learn;  merit*8  no  moie 
Tban  a  good  frontispieoe  to  grace  tbe  door. 
^The  author  who  iarents  a  title  well. 
Will  ałways  find  his  coyer^d  dollness  seD; 
Flexney  and  e?ery  bookaeller  will  buy, 
Bound  in  neat  calf,  tbe  woik  wiU  nercr  dife 

/uly2S,1770.  Pa«. 


COPy  OF  VERSES  WRITIES  BY 
CHATTER7VN, 

TO  A  ŁADY  IN  BRISTOL. 

[From  a  copy  giren  by  Cbatterton  to  Mr.H. 
Kater,  of  Bristol.] 

To  use  a  wom  out  simile, 
From  floWr  to  flow'r  the  buay  bee 

Witb  anzious  labonr  flies, 
A  like  from  scenta  which  give  distaste^ 
By  fancy  as  disgustitig  plac'd, 

Repletes  his  uaeftil  thigha. 

Nor  does  his  viciou8  ta8te  prefier 
The  fopling  of  some  gay  partene, 

Tbe  mimickry  of  art ! 
But  round  the  meadow — YioletdwdJi^ 
Natura  replenisbing  his  oells, 

Does  ampler  stores  impart. 

So  I,  a  humble  dumble  drone,  ' 

Anxion8  and  restless  when  alone  "^ 

Seek  comfort  in  tbe  fair, 
And  featurM  up  in  ienfbid  brass^ 
A  rhymlng,  staring,  am'roa8  asa^ 

To  you  address  my  pra/r. 

But  cver  in  my  love-lom  fligfats 
Naturę  untouch*d  by  art  delighta, 

Art  erer  giyes  disgust. 
W  by,  says  some  priest  of  mystic  thougbt^ 
The  bard  alone  by  naturę  taught, 

U  to  that  naturę  just. 

But  ask  jrourorthodoT  di^ine 

If  ye  perchance  should  read  tbis  liaa 

Wliicb  fancy  now  inspires: 
Will  all  bis  sermons,  preaching,  pnyei|^ 
His  Heli,  his  Heayen,  his  solema  airą, 

Ouencll  nature^t  rising  firea  ? 
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in  OBtnifd  reltgioii  free, 
I  to  no  other  bowthe  kne(?, 

Nature'8  the  Ood  1  own : 
let  priests  of  futurę  torments  tefl^  . 
Your  ADger  ifl  the  only  Hel), 

Ko  other  Heli  is  known. 

I,  fteel'd  by  destiny,  was  born 

Weil  fenc*!!  against  a  woman*t  scorn^ 

Regardless  of  tbat  Heli. 
I  fii^d  by  buming  planets  came 
Fiom  flaming  hearta  to  catch  a  flarai^ 

And  bid  the  boaoui  swelL 

Then  catch  the  shadow  of  a  heart, 
I  vi!l  not  with  the  substance  part, 

Altbough  that  substance  bum, 
Tili  as  a  hostage  you  reniit 
Your  heart,  yuur  sentiment,  your  wit. 

To  iiiake  a  safe  return. 

A  reT*rend  cully  mully  pufT 
May  cali  this  letter  odious  stuff, 

With  no  Greek  motto  gracM; 
Wbitst  you,  despising  the  poor  strain^ 
<'  Tbe  dog's  nnsuflerably  vain 

To  think  to  please  my  taste!" 

Tifi  ranity,  *ti8  impudence, 
Is  all  the  merit,  all  the  sense 

Thru'  which  to  famę  I  trod, 
These  (by  the  Trinity  'tig  trne) 
Procure  me  friends  and  notice  too^ 

And  f hall  gata  yo«  by  6—^  - 


THE  WHORE  OF  BABYLON, 

BOOS  THB  FIRST. 

tFrom  the  original,  copied  by  Mr.  Catcott] 

NiwTOM  *,  accept  tbe  tribute  of  a  linę 

Fiom  one  whose  bombie  genins  honoura  thine. 

Mystenoufl  ahall  thy  mazy  numbers  seem, 

To  gire  thee  matter  for  a  futurę  dream. 

Thy  happy  talents,  meanings  to  untie^ 

My  Tacancy  of  meaning  may  snpply ; 

And  where  the  Muse  is  witty  in  a  ihłsh 

Thy  ezplanatioos  may  enfbrce  the  lath : 

Honr  sbail  tbe  line  grow  serrile  in  respecl^ 

To  North  or  Saodwich  infemy  dlrect 

Unlcts  a  wiae  ellipsis  interveDe, 

How  shall  I  satyrize  the  sleepy  dean*. 

Perfaaps  the  Muae  might  fortunately  strike 

An  higfaly  fini9h'd  picture,  vcry  like, 

Bat  doms  are  all  so  lasy,  duil  and  fat, 

Noiie  could  be  certain  worthy  Barton  sat. 

Come  tfaen»  my  Newton,  leave  tfae  mnsty  lines 

Wbera  revelation'8  forthing  candle  shines, 

lo  search  of  hidden  truths  let  others  go. 

Be  thon  the  fiddle  to  my  puppet-show: 

What  are  these  hidden  truths  butsecret  liet, 

Which  ftom  di8eas'd  imagtnations  rise; 

What  if  our  politicians  should  succeed 

In  finag  up  the  ministerial  creed, 

lyho  oould  such  golden  argnments  refose 

Which  melts  and  proselytes  the  harden*d  Jew9. 

Dr.  Newton,  then  bishop  of  Brictal. 


When  uniwersał  reformation  bribes 
With  words  and  wealthy  metaphors  the  tribes. 
To  empty  pews  the  brawny  chaplain  swears, 
Whilst  ttone  buttrembiing  superstition  bears. 
Wheo  ministers  with  sacerdotal  hands 
Baptise  the  flock  in  streams  of  golden  sands, 
Thro*  ev»ry  town  conversion  wings  ber  way, 
And  couscience  is  a  profstitute  fur  pay. 
Paith  remores  mountains,  liku  a  modern  dean; 
Faitfa  ean  sce  viitues  which  were  never  seen* 
Our  pious  miiiiatry  this  sentence  quote. 
To  pro\*e  their  iustrumoiifs  superior  vote, 
Whilst  Luttrell,  happy  iii  his  lordship^s  Toice^ 
•Bids  faith  pe»uade  us  Uis  tbe  people*s  choioe, 
This  mountain  of  objections  to  remove, 
This  knotty,  rotten  argument  to  proye, 
Faith  insufficient,  Newton  caught  the  pen. 
And  sIłowM  by  demon»tration,  one  was  ten. 
What  boots  it  if  he  reasonM  right  or  no, 
Twas  orthodox,  the  Tbane**  would  have  it  so. 
And  who  shall  doubu  andiaise  conctUaions  draw 
Against  the  inąuisitions  óf  the  law ; 
With  gaoItTs,  chains  and  pillories  niust  ptend, 
And  Man8neld'8  conscience  settle  right  his  creed: 
^  Is  Man5field's  conscience  then/'  will  rcason  ery, 
"  A  standard  błock  to  dress  out  notions  by. 
Why  what  a  blunder  bas  tbe  fool  let  fali, 
That  Mansfield  bas  no  conscience,  noneat  alł.** 
Pardon  me,  freedom !  tbis  and  something  morę 
The  knowing  writcr  might  have  known  bcforej 
But  bred  in  Bristol^s  roercanary  celi, 
CompelPd  in  scenes  of  avarice  to  dwell, 
What  gen'rou8  passion  can  refine  my  breast  ? 
What  besides  interest  bas  my  mind  possest? 
And  should  a  gabbling  truth  like  this  be  told 
By  me  Instmcted  hereto  sla^e  for  gold, 
My  pmdent  neigbbours,  (who  canread,)woold  seę 
Another  Savage  to  be  starr^d  in  me. 
Faith  is  a  pow»rful  virtue  ev'ry  where  s 
By  this  onoe  Bristol  drest,  for  Cato,  Clare; 
But  now  the  błockheads  grumble,  Nugenfs  mad* 
lx)rd  of  their  choice,  he  being  lord  of  trade. 
They  bawPd  for  Clare  ^hen  Uttle  in  their  eyes. 
Bat  cannot  to  the  titled  Tillain  rise. 
This  State  oredulity,  a  bait  for  foolS| 
Empioys  his  Iordship's  literary  tools.    ' 
Murphy,  a  bishop  of  the  chosep  sect, 
A  ruling  pastor,  of  the  Lord^s  elect,  ' 
Keeps  joumals,  posts,  and  magazines  in  awa, 
And  parcels  out  his  daiiy  statute  law. 
Would  yuu  the  bard*s  yemcity  dispute  ? 
He  borroi^s  persecutlon^s  scouige  from-Bute, 
An  exoommunication-satire  writes, 
And  the  slow  mischief  trifles  till  it  bites. 
This  faith,  a  subject  for  a  longertheme, 
Is  not  the  substance  of  a  waking  dream; 
Tho*  błind  and  dobious  to  behold  the  right, 
Its  optica  mourn  a  fixt  Egyptian  nighU 
Yet  things  unseen,  are  seen  so  yery  elear, 
She  knew  fresb  muster  must-begin  the  year ; 
She  knows  that  North,  by  Butę  and  conscience  led^ 
Will  hołd  his  honours  till  bis  fivour's  dcad; 
She  knows  that  Martin,  ere  he  can  be  great, 
Must  practice  at  the  targot  of  the  state: 
If  then  his  erring  pistol  should  not  kill, 
Why  Martin  must  remain  a  traitor  still. 
His  gracious  inistress,  gerfrous  to  the  brayc^ 
Will  not  neglect  the  necessary  knav6» 
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Since  pious  Cb— dl — ghis  become  ber  gr»ce, 
Martin  turns  rurnp,  to  occupy  her  place. 
Say,  Rigby,  iii  tlie  honours  of  tbe  door 
l^ow  properly  a  kiiave  succeods  a  whore. 
She  knuws  the  .oubject  almost  slipŁ  my  quilly 
Ijost  in  tbat  pistol  of  a  woman*8  will; 
She  knowR  when  Bule  would  exercise  his  rod« 
The  worthie^t  of  tbe  wortby  son^  of  God. 
But  (say  the  critics)  tbis  is  saying  mucb, 
Tho  Scriptures  tell  us  peace-makers  are  sucfa* 
V^ho  can  dispiitc  his  title,  who  deuy 
yrłiut  taxe8  and  oppnrssioD  justify  } 
Who  of  tbeTliaiie's  b^atitude  candoubt? 
On  1  was  but  Nuitb  as  surę  of  beiog  out. 
Ani],  (as  I  end  wbatever  I  begin,) 
Was  Chatham  bul  as  surę  of  being  in. 
But  foster  child  of  fate,  dear  to  a  damę, 
Whoni  satire  frcely  would,  but  dare  not  name. 
Ye  plodding  barristcn  who  bunt  a  flaw, 
What  mischief  would  you  from  the  sentencedraw. 
Tremblo  and  stand  attentive  as  a  dean* 
Know,  royal  i'avour  is  the  thing  I  utean. 
To  sport  with  royąlty  the  Muae  forbears* 
And  kindly  takes  compassion  on  my  ears. 
Wbei)  once  Sbebbeare  in  glorious  triumph  stood 
IJpon  a  rostrum  of  distingui«h'd  woodf 
Who  thcn  withheld  his  guinea  or  his  praiie* 
Cr  envyM  him  b*8  crown  of  EngHsh  bays  ? 
But  IK.W  Modci!>tiis,  truant  to  the  cause« 
Assists  the  piouecrs  who  sap  the  laws* 
Wreaths  infamy  around  a  sinking  pen, 
Who  couid  withboid  the  pillory  again. 
But  lifted  into  not  ce,  by  tbe  eyes 
Of  one  whfose  optics  always  set  to  rise^        / 
7orgive  a  pun,  ye  ratiouals,  furgivc 
A  flighty  youth  as  yet  unlearnt  to  livet       ' 
When  1  ha\'e  conn'd  cacb  sage*s  musty  nile^ 
I  may  with  greater  n^ason  play.the  fooL 
Burgum  and  I,  in  aucient  lorę  untaught^ 
Are  always,  with  our  naturę,  in  a  fault: 
Tho*  C         n  woiild  instruct  us  in  tbe  part, 
Our  stubboiii  nioi-als  would  not  err  by*  ait. 
Havii!g  in  \arious  starts  from  oitler  stray'd» 
We  Ml  cali  iniagination  to  our  aid. 
See  Butę  asiride  upon  a  wrinklcd  hag» 
His  band  repicnish'd  with  an  open^d  bag, 
Whence  fly  the  uhosts  of  taxes  and  suppliet| 
The  sales  of  places,  and  the  last  cxcise« 
Upon  the  ground  in  »>eemly  order  laid 
The  Stuaits  strrtch^d  the  majesty  of  plaid. 
Kich  with  the  peer,  dependance  bowM  the  head, 
And  saw  their  hupcs,  arising  finom  the  dead» 
His  countryincn  were  muster*d  into  place. 
And  a  Scgtch  pi  per  was  above  his  grace. 
But  say,  astrologers,  could  this  be  strange^ 
The  łoi^d  of  the  ascendant  ruPd  the  change, 
And  musie,  whether  bagpipes,  fiddles,  drums^ 
'AU  which  is  senseas  meaning  overooiiies« 
So  now  this  universal  fav'rite  Scot 
His  ibrmer  native  poverty  forgot, 
1  ne  highest  memlier  of  tbe  car  of  state, 
Wherr  well  be  plays  at  bruidmań's  buif  with  fiite: 
If  fortunę  condescends  to  bless  his  play. 
And  dropa  rich  HaTannab  in  his  way, 
He  kec'p>  it  with  iutention  to  release 
Ali  conqu(  sts  at  the  gen'ral  day  of  peace. 
When  first  aud  fbremost  t(^vide  the  spoil, 
Some  millions  down  might  satisfy  his  toil : 
To  guide  the  car  of  war  he  fancied  not 
Wbcre  honour,  and  not  money,  coi|ld  be  got* 


The  Soots  have  tender  honoun  to  -a  nn; 
Honour*8  the  tie  tbat  bundles  up  tbe  claiu 
Tbey  want  one  requisite  to  be  divine. 
One  reąuislte  in  which  all  otbers  shioe. 
Tbey  *re  ^ery  poor ;  tben  who  cao  blame  tbebui 
Who  polisbes  by  wealtb  his  natiTe  land. 
And  to  coroplete  the  worth  possest  before 
Olve8  ev*ry  Scotchman  one  perfection  moie, 

INobly  beatowa  the  mCamy  of  ł>laee. 
And  C— mpb^U  struta  aboot  in  doubled  lace. 
Who  says  Butę  barters  płace,  and  nobly  sold 
His  king,  his  uoion*d  countrymcn,  for  goklł 
When  ministerial  birelings  proofedefy, 
If  Mu8grave  cannot  prove  it,  how  can  Ił 
No  facts  unwarranted  sball  soil  my  qttiQ, 
Snffice  it,  there'8  a  strong  tuspicion  stilU 
When  Butę  the  iron  rod  of  fiavour  shook. 
And  borę  his  haugbty  passions  in  his  lock. 
Nor  yet  contented  with  his  bonndless  sway, 
Which  all  perforce  must  outwardly  obey, 
He  sought  to  throw  bis  cbain  upon  tbe  miady 
Nor  would  he  lea^c  conjectures  unconfiD*d; 
We  saw  his  measures  wrong,  and  yet  in  spite 
Of  reason  we  must  think  theae  measures  r^t: 
Whilst  curt)'d  and  check'd  by  bis  impeńooi  iai% 
We  must  be  $atis6ed,  and  not  comptoin. 
Complaints  are  libels,  as  the  preaent  age 
Are  all  instracted  by  a  law-wise  sagę, 
Who,  happy  in  his  eloquence  and  feeSp 
Advanccs  to  prefermcDt  by  degrees, 
Trembles  to  think  of  such  a  daring  step^ 
As  from  a  tool  to  chancellor  to  leap. 
But  lest  bis  pradence  should  the  law  dtq;itoe, 
He  keeps  a  longing  eyeupon  the  mace. 
Whilst  Butę  was  8uffer*d  to  pursue  bis  pbB» 
And  ruin  freedom  as  he  Nu8'd  his  elan, 
Could  not  his  pride,  his  uniTcraa]  prKk, 
With  working  undisturbM  be  satisfied? 
But  when  we  saw  the  yillany  and  firaud, 
What  conscicnce  butaScotcbman'scoukl  applnd? 
But  yet  *twas  nothing  cbcattng  in  our  sight,[right 
\\'e  should  have  bummMourselTesand  thoaghttbem 
This  faith,  esUblisbed  by  the  mighty  Thaoe^ 
Will  long  outlive  that  system  of  tbe  Dane: 
This  faithr-bnt  now  the  number  must  be  bric^ 
All  human  things  are  center'd  in  bełief; 
And,  (or  tlie  pbiloiophic  saget  dream») 
Nothing  is  r^y  so  as  it  may  aeem. 
Faith  is  a  glass  to  rectify  our  sight. 
And  teach  us  to  distinguish  wrong  from  rigbt:  ^ 
By  this  corrected  Bnte  appears  a  Pitt,        [«i<t 
And   candour  roarks  the  lines  which  MaiTliy 
Tben  let  this  faith  sapport  our  rnin^d  caase^ 
And  give  us  back  our  Itberties  and  laws* 
No  morę  complain  of  f8v*rites  madę  by  fant. 
No  morę  think  Chatbam^s  patriot  reasonsjoit, 
But  let  the  ^abylonish  hariot  see^ 
You  to  ber  Baal  bow  the  humble  knee. 
Lost  in  the  praises  of  the  fiiv'rite  Scot, 
My  better  theme,  my  Newton,  was  forgołt 
Blest  with  a  pregnant  wit,  and  never  kiiovB 
To  boast  of  one  impertinence  his  own, 
He  warp'd  bis  vanity  to  aenre  bis  God, 
And  in  the  paths  of  pions  fathera  trod ; 
Tbo^genlus  might  have  ataited  somethiagBei^ 
He  bonour^d  lawn,and  piOT^d  his  scriptore  tnie; 
No  litenury  wortb  presum*d  upon, 
He  WTOte  the  understrapper  of  St.  John, 
Unraveird.ever7  mystie  simite^ 
Rich  in  the  faith,  and  £um^  aa  mk- 
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TuU'd  ittvdation'«  mcred  robips  aside, 

And  UW  wbat  priestly  modesty  should  hide ; 

Theo  ieiz*d  tbe  pen,  and  with  a  grood  intent, 

DiMover*d  bidcien  meanings  nevcr  meant. 

Tbe  reader,'  who  in  carnal  notions  bred, 

Ha«i  Atbanaums  witbout  rev*rence  read; 

Will  make  a  sciirvy  kind  of  Łenten-feast 

Upon  tbe  tortar'd  offaU  of  tbe  beast; 

Bat  if»  in  happy  siiperstition  taught, 

He  never  onoe  presumM  to  doubt  in  tbougbt, 

Lłke  C ,  lost  in  prejudice  and  pride, 

He  takes  tha  literai  meaning  for  his  guide.  * 
let  him  read  Newton,  and  bis  bill  of  farę. 
What  propbesit^  unpropheftied  are  there ! 
In  ex|>lanations  be  's  so  justly  skilfd, 
Tbe  pseudo  prophefs  mysfries  are  fulfilPd ; 
Ko  suporficiał  reaeons  hare  di»grac'd 
Tbe  worthy  prelate^s  sarerdotal  taste; 
No  flamiue  argaments  he  holds  in  viev, 

Like  C n  he  affimti  it,  and  'tis  tnie.   [crutch, 

Faitb,   Newton,    is    the   totfring    churchman^s 

On  which  our  blest  reKgion  builds  so  mncb^ 

Thy  fainc  woatd  feel  the  loss  of  this  suppoit, 

As  mnch  as  Sa\vny'.s  instniments  at  court: 

For  secret  seryices,  without  a  name. 

And  mysfries  in  rełigion  are  the  same. 

BqŁ,  to  return  to  state,  from  whence  the  Mose 

In  Wild  digrcssion  sinaller  themes  pursues, 

A  od  rambUnic  from  his  grace's  miigic  rod, 

Deatcends  to  lash  the  minisu^rs  of  God. 

Both  are  adTentitres  perilous  and  bard, ' 

Aod  often  bring  desiruction  on  the  bard; 

For  pricsts  and  hirclings,  ministers  of  state, 

Are  priests  in  1ove,  infernals  iii  their  bate. 

Tbe  cbuTch,  no  theme  for  satire,  scoms  the  lasb, 

And  wiłl  not  sufler  scandal  in  a  dash. 

Not  Butę,  so  tender  in  bis  spotless  famę ; 

Not  Butę,  socarefal  of  his  łady*s  name. 

Has  sable  lost  its  yirtac?  will  the  beli 

No  longer  send  a  straying  sprite  to  Heli  ? 

Since  souls,  wben  animate  with  life,  are  sold 

For  benedces,  bishoprics,  and  gold ; 

Since  mitres,  nightły  laid  upon  the  breast, 

Can  cbarm  tbe  nightman,  conscience,  iuto  rest, 

And  leam*d  exorcists  very  latdy  madę 

Greater  improvements  in  the  liyiug  trade; 

Since  Warburton  (of  whom  in  futurę  rbymes) 

Hat  settled  refbrmation  on  the  times, 

Whiist  fix>m  the  teemiug  press  his  numbers  fly, 

And,  llke  his  reatons,  just  exi8t  and  die; 

Since  in  the  steps  of  clerical  degree 

Ali  thro'  the  tełescope  of  fancy  sce: 

Tho*  fancy  under  rea8on'8  lash  may  fali, 

Yet  fiincy  in  religion's  atl  in  all. 

Amongst  the  cassock'd  worthies  is  there  one 

Who  bas  the  conscience  to  be  freedum'8  son? 

Hom»  patriotic  Horn,  will  join  the  cause. 

And  tread  on  mitres  to  procure  applause. 

Prepare  thy  book,  and  sacerdotal  dress, 

To  lay  a  walking  spirit  of  tbe  press, 

Who  knocks  at  midnight  at  his  lonlship^s  door. 

And  roars  in  boUow  yoice,  "  An  hundred  morę:" 

•*  A  hundred  merę'* — his  rising  lordsbip  cries, 

Astonishment  and  terrour  in  his  eyes: 

**  A  hundred  mor&.— By  G— d,  I  wo*nt  comply:** 

•*  Give,*»  quoth  the  Toice,**  IM  I  raise  a  hue  and  ery: 

In  a  wrong  scent  the  leaiding  beag1e*8  gone, 

Your  intemapted  measures  may  go  on; 

Grant  what  I  ask,  I  'U  witness  to  the  Than# 

1  'm  not  another  Fanny  of  Cock-lane.*' 


«  Enougb,*>  says  Mango,  ^  retasnmetheąuillt 

And  wbat  I  can  afibrd  to  give,  1  wilU" 

When  Butę  the  ministry  and  people's  head 

Witb  royal  favour  pen8ion'd  Johnson  dead, 

The  Muse  in  undeserv*d  oblivion  sunk, 

Was  read  no  longer,  and  tbe  man  was  drunk.    • 

Some  blockhead,  ever  envious  of  his  fome; 

Massacred  Shakespear,  in  the  doctor^s  name: 

The  pulpit  saw  the  cheat,  and  wonder'd  not, 

Deatb  is  of  all  mortatity  the  lot. 

Kenrick  had  wrote  bis  Elegy,  and  penn'd 

A  piece  of  decent  praise  for  such  a  firiend; 

And  nniversal  catcalls  testified 

How  moum'd  the  crttics  wbon  tbe  genius  dy'd. 

But  now,  tho*  strange  the  fact  to  deists  seem. 

His  ghost  is  risfcu  in  a  Tcnal  theme ! 

And  emulation  madden'd  all  tbe  Row, 

To  catchr  the  strains  which  from  a  spectre  flow. 

And  print  tbe  reasons  of  a  bard  deceasM, 

Who  once  gave  all  the  town  a  weckly  fefist. 

As  beer  to  ev'ry  drinking  purpose  dcad, 

Is  to  a  wond'rou8  metamorphose  led. 

And  opi^nM  to  the  action  of  tbe  winds, 

In  yjnegar  a  resurrection  finds, . 

His  gfnius  dead,  and  decently  inferr*d, 

Tho  clam*rous  noise  of  dons  sonorous  heard, 

Tour^d  into  life,  assum'd  tbe  heavy  pen. 

And  sav/  existence  for  an  hour  again, 

ScatterM  his  tboughts  spontaneou^  from  bisbrain. 

And  provM  we  had  no  reason  to  complain; 

Whiist  from  his  fancy,  figures  budded  out^ 

As  hairon  humid  carcaaes  will  sprout. 

Horn  set  this  restiess  sballow  spirit  still. 

And  from  his  venal  fingers  snatch'd  the  quiIL 

If  in  defiance  of  the  priestly  word 

He  still  will  scribble  leamedly  absurd, 

Nurth  is  superior  in  a  potent  cbarm. 

To  lay  the  terrours  of  a  false  alarm, 

Another  hundred  added  to  his  five 

No  longer  is  the  sturobling-block  alive, 

FixM  in  hi:*  chair,  contented' and  at  home, 

Tbe  busy  Rambler  will  no  longer  roam, 

RcleaB'd  ftrom  servitude,  (such  'tis  to  tbinki) 

He 'II  prove  it  perfect  happłness  to  drink, 

Once,  (let  the  lovers  of  Irenę  weep,) 

He  thought  it  perfect  happiness  to  sleep : 

Irenę,  perfect  composiiion,  came 

To  give  us  happiness,  the  author  famę; 

A  snore  was  much  morę  grateful  tban  a  clap. 

And  box,  pit,  gallery,  own*d  it  in  a  nap. 

Haii,  Johnson,  chief  of  bards,  thy  rigid  laws 

BestowM  due  praise,  and  critics  snoar'd  applaosai 

If  from  the  humblest  stattou  in  a  place. 

By  writcrs  fix»d  etemal  in  disgrace, 

Long  in  tbe  literary  world  unknown,. 

To  atl  but  scribbling  blockheads  of  its  owi^ 

Tben  oniy  introduc'd  (unhappy  fate) 

The  subject  of  a  8atire'8  deadty  hate; 

Wbilst  eąually  the  bńU  of  ridicule, 

The  town  was  dirty,  and  the  bard  a  fooh 

If  from 'this  plAce  where  catamites  are  found 

To  swarm  like  Sootchmen  Sawney>8shade  around^ 

1  may  presume  to  erercise  the  pen. 

And  write  a  greeting  to  the  bestof  men; 

Health  is  the  ruling  minister  I  send, 

Nor  bas  tbe  minister  a  better  friend : 

Greater  perbaps  in  titles,  pensions,  place, 

He  Inconsiderately  prefers  his  grace. 

I  Ab !  North  !  a  humbler  bard  is  better  far; 
Friendship  wai  newr  found  near  Grafton's  8tar^ 
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CHATTERTON^S  POEMS. 


Sishops  are  not  by  oflice  orthoclox: 
Who  'd  wear  a  title  when  tbey'd  titled  Fox ; 
Kor  does  the  honorary  thame  stop  here, 
Have  we  DOt  Weymouth,  Barrington,  and  Clare. 
If  noble  murders,  as  in  tale  we're  told, 
Madę  beroes  of  the  ministers  <^  old; 
If  noble  murders,  Barringtoii'8  dinne. 
His  mertt  claims  the  laurcated  linę; 
Letofucers  of  train-banda  wiseij'  try 
To  savL>  tbe  blood  of  cttizens  and  fly. 
When  some  bold  urchin  beats  bis  drum  In  sport, 
Our  tragic  tniinpets  cnteitain  the  court, 
Tbe  captain  ilies  tbro*  every  strcet  iii  Łown* 
And  safe  from  daogei-s  wears  his  ciiic  crown: 
Onr  noble  sccrctary  scoru^d  to  run. 
But  wiŁh  his  magie  wand  dischargM  his  gun; 
i  leave  him  to  the  comforts  of  his  breast, 
And  miduight  ghosta  to  howl  him  into  rest. 
łlea!th  to  the  instrument)  of  Butę  the  touł, 
Who  with  the  littte  Tulgar  seems  to  nile; 
Bat  sińce  the  wiscr  maxims  of  tbe  age 
>Iarks  for  a  Neddy  Ptoiomy  tbe  sagę, 
Since  Newton  and  C<^eraicu8  have  t&aght 
Onr  blnndering  senses  are  alone  in  Isalt, 
The  wise  lock  further,  and  the  wise  can  see 
The  hasid  of  Sawney  actuatiug  thee ; 
The  clock-work  of  thy  conscience  turns  about» 
Just  as  his  aiandates  wind  thee  in  and  out. 
By  his  political  machinę  my  rhimes 
Couceive  an  estimation  of  the  times. 
And  as  the  wheeh  of  state  in  measures  mov6, 
See  how  time  passet  to  the  world  above, 
While  tótfring  on  the  slippVy  age  of  doubt 
Sir  Fletclier  sees  his  train-bands  flying  out, 
Tbinks  the  minority,  acquiring  state. 
Will  undei^go  a  change,  and  soon  be  great. 
Korth  issues  out  his  hundred  to  the  crt^w, 
'  Who  catch  the  atoms  of  tbe  golden  dew. 
The  etiąuettes  of  wise  sir  Rubeit  takes 
Tbe  doubtfuL,  stand  re8olv*d,  and  one  forą^kes. 
He  shackles  cv*ry  vote  in  golden  chains, 
And  JuhnsoD  i  o  his  ligt  of  Rlaves  maintains : 
Rest,  Johnson,  hapless  spirit,  rest  and  driuk» 
No  morę  defi  e  thy  clarct^glass  with  ink, 
In  qui(*t  sleep  rcpose  thy  heary  head, 
Kenrick  disdains  to  p— s  npon  the  dead; 
Administration  will  defen  j  thy  famę, 
A  od  pensions  add  importance  to  thy  uame. 
When  sovereigo  juiigment  owns  thy  work  di?ine. 
And  ev»ry  writer  of  review8  is  thinc, 
Let  bnsy  Kenrick  vent  bis  little  spleen. 
And  spit  his  renom  in  a  magazine. 
Health  to  the  minister,  nor  will  1  dare 
To  ponr  out  flatCry  in  his  noble  ear: 
His  viitues,  stoically  great,  disdains 
Smooth  ąduluiion*s  entertaioing  strains. 
And,  red  with  virgin  modesty,  withdraws 
From  wonderiug  crowds  and  murmnrs  of  applauie. 
Herę  łet  no  disappointed  rbymer  say, 
Because  his  ▼irtoe  shuns  the  glare  of  day. 
And,  like  the  conscience  of  a  Bristol  dean, 
l9  never  by  tłie  subtlest  optic  -seen, 
That  virtue  is  with  North  a  priestish  jest 
By  whieh  a  merę  nonentity's  eicprest. 
No— North  is  strictiy  virtuous,  pious,  wite, 
As  ev'i7  pensiou'd  Johnson  testifies. 
But,  reader,  I  had\ather  you  should  see 
His  ▼irtues  in  anotber  tbao  in  me. 
Bear  witness,  Bristcl,  nobly  prove  that  I 
ligm  thee  or  Nortb^  wm  fi^arpaidlf  U*. 


Health  to  the  mioistrr;  bis  rioet 
(As  ev'ry  lord  bas  vioes  of  his  owo. 
And  all  who  wear  a  titie  think  to  shioe, 
lo  forging  follies  fureign  to  his  linę) 
His  vices  sball  employ  my-  abiest  pen, 
And  mark  him  out  a  miraole  of  men. 
Then  let  tbe  Mu»e  tbe  lashing  strain  begia, 
And  mark  repentance  upon  ev'ry  sin, 
Why  this  recoil?  and  will  tbe  datmtless  Mute 
To  lash  a  minister  of  state  refuse  ? 
What !  is  his  soul  so  black  thou  canst  not  fiod 
Augbt  like  a  humaii  virtae  in  his  mind  ? 
Then  draw  him  so,  and  to  the  public  tell 
Who  owns  tbłs  representaiire  of  Heil. 
Admriłistration  lifts  ber  iron  chain. 
And  troth  must  abdicate  her  lawful  atraia. 

0  Pnidence!  if  by  trieuds  ur  councd  svay'4 

1  had  thy  saving  iosUtutes  obey-d. 
And,  lost  to  e?*ry  loye  but  love  uf  self, 

A  wrstch  like  II s  living  but  in  pelf, 

Then  happy  in  a  croach  or  turtle-feast, 
I  might  have  been  an  alderman  at  lfra»t. 
Sagę  are  the  arguments  by  wbich  |  'ni  taugfat 
To  curb  tbe  wild  excnr8ive  flights  of  tbougbL 
Let  H  s  wear  his  self-sufRcient  air, 

Nor  darc  remark,  for  H s  is  a  ntayor. 

If  C— — 's  iiimsy  system  can't  be  prov*d, 
Lot  it  alone,  C  *s  much  belov'd. 

If  8  ..I  .ry  bought  a  Bacon  fur  a  Stninj?e, 
Tlte  man  bds  credit,  and  is  great  on  Ckange. 
If  C  I  n  ungrammatically  spoke, 

Tis  dang'rou8  on  such  mon  to  pass  a  joke. 
If  you  from  satite  can  witbhold  tbe  linę, 
At  ev'ry  poblic  hall  perhaps  you'll  dine. 
i  must  confess,'*  rejoins  the  prudeot  sagę, 
You  're  really  somethlng  clever  for  yoor  age; 
Your  lines  hare  sentiment,  and  oow  and  thea 
A  lash  of  satire  sttunbles  from  your  pen. 
But  ab  !  that  satire  is  a  dangecous  thiog. 
And  often  wounds  the  writer  with  its  stin^: 
Your  infant  Muse  should  sport  with  other  toyi. 
Men  will  not  boar  tbe  ridicule  of  boys. 
Sonie  of  the  aldcrmen  (for  some  irideod 
Por  want  of  education,  cannot  read. 
And  those  who  can,  when  they  aloud  rehearss 
What  Fowler,  happy  genius,  titles  Yerae^ 
To  spin  the  strains,  aonorons  thro*  the  noae^ 
Tbe  reader  cannot  cali  it  verse  or  pruse) 
Some  of  tbe  aldermen  roay  take  oflence 
At  my  maintaining  them  devoid  of  sensej 
And  ifyou  touch  their  aldcrmanlc  pride. 
Bid  dark  reflection  tell  how  Savage  died. 
Besides  the  town,  the  sober  honest  toi^n  4, 
Gives  virtue  her  desert,  and  rice  her  frowiL 
Bt|ls  censure  brand  with  infamy  your  name» 
I,  e?en  1,  must  (bink  you  are  to  błame 
Is  there  a  street  wiiUiu  this  spaciou^i  place 
That  boasts  the  happioess  of  one  fiair  face, 
Where  conversation  does  not  turu  on  yoa» 
Blaming  your  wild  aniours,  your  morals  too: 
Oaths,  sacred  and  tremendous,  oaths  yon  svear, 
Oatbs,  that   might   sbock   a  LuttreU's  soul  t« 

hear; 
These  Tery  oaths,  as  if  a  thing  of  joke. 
Madę  to  tletray,  intendcd  to  be  broke, 
Whilst  the  too  tender  and  belieriog  maid, 
(Remem  ber  pretty  ^  *)  is  betray^d. 


*  Some  of  the  subseąuent  linet  will  appewi* 
tbe  Extract  tnm  Kew  Gardeas. 
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TO  A 

YbeB  yoar  religioa,  ab !  beware,  beware, 

Altho*  a  deist  is  do  mon^r  here, 

Yet  bidę  yoiir  tenet^  priestB  are  poWeiful  fbes. 

And  prie^ood  fetten  justice  by  the  noie. 

Tliink  not  the  merit  ofa  jin^j^Un^  song 

Can  CoanteiiaDCe  the  auUior*8  actiag  wrong  ; 

Reform  your  manners,  aiid  with  solemn  air 

Hcar  C 1  bray  and  R s  8f|iieak  in  pray'n 

HoDoti<-  the  scariet  robę,  a»d  let  the  quiU 
Be  siJent  wben  his  wur^bip  eata  his  fiU. 
Rrgard  thy  int*rest,  ever  love  thyself; 
Riie  i  oto  notice,  as  ytiu  rise  in  pelf ; 
The  Muws  have  no  credit  here,  andfttme  ' 
Confines  itsełf  to  the  mercantiie  name; 
^en  clip  imagination^s  wing,  be  wige, 
<And  grpftt  io  wealth,  (to  reid  greatneis  rise;) 
Or,  if  you  must  persist  to  sing  and  dream, 
Letonly  panegyńc  be  your  theme: 
Hake  North  a  Chatbam,  cononize  his  grace, 
And  get  a  pension,  or  procure  a  place." 

Dainii*d  narrow  notions!  tendiog  to  dUgrace 
Tlie  boasted  reason  of  the  human  race. 
Bristol  may  keep  her  prudent  maxijn8  still. 
Bat  knoWy  my  saYiog  friend^,  1  ncver  wilL 
The  <*ompoiitlon  of  my  soul  is  madę 
Too  gT*^t  for  servile,  araricious  trad« ; 
Wheo  raring  i  u  the  lunacy  of  ink 
I  catch  tbe  pen,  and  publi&h  what  I  think, 
North  it  a  creature,  and  tbe  kiug*s  misled; 
Mansfield  and  Norton  came  as  justice  fled: 
"Fem  of  oor  ministers  are  over  wise : 
Old  Harpagon*8  a  cheat,  and  Taylor  lies. 
Wben  oooler  jodgment  actuates  my  brain. 
My  oooler  judgment  stiH  approyes  the  strain; 
And  if  a  borrid  pictiirc  greets  your  ▼iew, 
There  it  continues  still,  if  copied  true. 
Tho'  in  the  double  infamy  of  lawn 
"Hie  futurę  bishopric  of  Barton*s  drawn. 
Protect  me,  fair  ones,  if  1  dorst  engage 
To  serve  ye  in  this  catamilish  age. 
To  esercise  a  pasaion  banishM  heuce. 
And  aummon  tatire  in  to  your  defence. 
Wcmian,  of  ev'ry  bappiness  the  best, 
Is  all  my  Hearen;  religion  is  a  jest. 
Korahall  the  Mn^e  in  any  futurę  book 
Wsth  awe  upon  the  chains  of  favour  look : 
North  shall  in  all  his  viccs  be  display  d. 
And  Warburton  in  TiTely  pride  anray'd; 
SaDdwi<^  shall  undergo  thehealing  łasb. 
And  read  bis  character  without  a  dasb : 
Mansfield,  surrounded  by  his  dogs  of  law, 
Shall  see  his  picture  drawm  in  ev>ry  flaw : 
Lattrell,  (if  satire  can  descend  so  Iow) 
Shall  all  his  natiTe  little  rices  show : 
And  Onfton,  tho*  prudentially  resjgii^d, 
Shall  view  a  strikiog  copy  of  his  mind. 
Whilst  iron  Justice,  lifting  up  ber  scales, 
Shall  waigh  tbe  princess  dowager  of  Wałes. 

Ihut.    BookihefirH. 


E  LE  G  Y, 

am  TBE  DBATH  OF  VR.  JOHW  TAIIDBY,  fBlTIt. 

A  fiincere  Christian  friend.  He  died  5th  January, 

nas,  aged  76. 

[From  the  original,  copied  by  Mr.  CatOOtt] 

Yk  Tirgins  of  the  sacred  choir 
Awake  tbe  foul-^iasolTlog  lyre« 


FRIEND. 

Begin  the  moamlul  itrain ; 
To  dack  the  mach-lovM  Tundey^f  um, 
Let  tbe  poetic  genius  bum. 

And  ali  Pamassus  drain. 

Ye  ghosts!  that  leave  the  silent  tomb. 
To  wander  in  the  midnight  gloom, 

Unseen  by  mortaleye: 
Garlands  uf  yew  and  cypress  bring^ 
Adom  his  tomb»  bis  praises  sing. 

And  swell  tbe  gen*ra]  sigh. 

Ye  wretches,  who  could  scarcely  savp 
Your  starviug  ofT^pring  from  the  grav^ 

By  Ood  afflicted  sore ; 
Vent  the  big  tear,  the  suul-felt  sigh. 
And  swell  your  meagre  infant's  ery. 

For  Tandey  is  no  morę. 

To  you  his  charity  be  dealt. 

His  melting  soul  your  mis'ries  (e\t^ 

And  madę  your  woes  his  own : 
A  common  friend  to*kll  mankind; 
Hłs  face  tbe  index  of  his  mind, 

Where  all  tbe  saint  was  shown* 

In  him  the  social  virtue8  join'd. 

His  judgment  sound,  his  sense  refin'd^ 

His  actions  ever  just— 
Who  can  suppress  the  ńsing  sigh, 
To  think  such  saint-like  men  must  die^ 

And  mix  with  common  dust^ 

Had  Tirtue  pow'r  Irom  death  tó  save, 
The  good  man  ne'er  would  see  the  grare. 

But  live  immortal  here: 
Hawksworth  and  Tandey  *  are  no  morę  ; 
Lament,  yc  virt|iouB  and  ye  poor. 

And  drop  the  unfeigned  tear. 
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TO  A  FiaEND, 

ON  HIS  INTENDfiD  MARRIAOB. 

[From  the  original,  copied  by  Mr.  Catcott]^ 

M ARRIAGB,  dear  M— *,  is  a  serious  tbing^ 
'Tis  proper  every  man  sbould  think  it  so: 
'Twill  citber  ev'ry  human  blessing  bring, 
Or  load  thee  with  a  settlement  of  woe. 

Sometimes  indeed  it  is  a  middle  state, 
Ncither  supremely  blest  nordeeply  curst; 
A  sta^ant  po>l  of  life;  a  dream  of  fate: 
In  my  opinion,  of  all  states  the  worst. 

Observe  the  partner  of  thy  futurę  state: 
If  no  strong  rioe  is  stampM  upon  ber  mind, 
Take  her;  aod  let  her  ease  thy  am*rous  pain^ 
A  little  errour,  proces  heir  buman-kind. 

What  we  cali  Tices  are  not  always  soch; 
Some  yirtnes  scarce  deserve  the  sacred  names 
Thy  wifs  may  Iotc,  aa  wełl  as  pray  too  mucby 
And  to  anotber  stretch  her  rising  flame. 

■  The  above-mentioned  gentleman  was  a  man 
of  unblemisbed  character;  and  &ther-in-law  to 
Mr.  William  Barrett,  autbor  of  the  History  of 
Bristol;  and  lies  interred  in  Redcliff  church,  in 
the  same  vault  with  Mr.  Barrelt*s  wife,—- »The 
Elegy^ would  have  been  inserted  tn  one  of  the 
Bristol  joumals,  but  was  suppressed  at  the  par* 
tłcular  |W|ueat  of  Mr.  Tandy^s  eldest  son. 
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Cboose  no  religionist;  whóse  ereiy  day 
Is  lost  to  tbee  nnd  thine,  to  nonę  a  friend: 
Know  too,  wben  pleafltire  calls  the  heart  astrey, 
The  warmest  zealot  is  the  blackest  fiend. 

Jjst  not  the  fortunę  first  engross  thy  care, 
Let  it  a  second  estimation  hołd  : 
A  Smithfield  marriage  is  of  pleasures  bare, 
And  love,  without  the  purse,  will  soon  grow  cold. 

Marry  no  letter^d  damsel,  whose  wise  head 
May  prove  it  just  to  graft  the  horns  on  thinc: 
Marry  no  idiot,  keep  her  from  thy  bed; 
What  the  brains  want,  will  often  elsewbere  ahiue. 

A  disposition  good,  a  judgment  sonnd, 
Will  bring  substantial  pleasures  in  a  wifis : 
Wbiłst  lorę  and  tendcrness  in  thee  are  found. 
Happy  and  calm  will  be  the  married  life. 

Thomas  Chattertow. 


ON  THOMAS  PHILLIPS*S  DEATH. 

[From  the  original,  oopied  by  Mr.  Catcott.] 

To  Ctay field,  long  renown*d  the  Muses'  fńend, 
Presuming  on  his  goodness  this  I  send : 
Unknown  to  you/  tranąuillky  and  famę. 
In  this  addreśs  perhaps  I  aln  to  blame. 
This  radcness  let  necessity  excuse. 
And  anzious  friendship  for  a  inbch-]ov'd  Muse. 
Twice  have  the  circling  hours  unveird  the  east 
Since  horroar  fonnd  me  and  all  pleasure  ceasM ; 
Since  ev'ry  number  teoded  to  deplore ; 
Since  Famę  asserted,  Phillips  was  no  morę. 

Say,  is  he  mansion*d  in  his  nat;ve  spheres, 
Or  i.Vt  a  vapour  that  exhales  in  tcars ! 
Swift  as  idea  rid  me  of  my  pain. 
And  let  my  dubious  wretchedness  be  plain. 
It  is  too  true :  the  awful  lyre  is  strung, 
His  elegy  the  sister  Muses  sung. 

0  may  he  live,  and  useless  be  the  strain  ? 
Fly  ąen*rou8  Clayfield,  rid  me  of  my  pain. 
Forgive  my  boldness,  think  the  urgent  cause, 
And  who  can  bind  necessity  with  laws : 

1  wait  the  admirer  of  your  noble  parts, 
You,  friend  to  genios,  sciences,  aud  art^ 


FABLES  FOn  THE  COURT, 

ĄPDRB88ED  TO  MR.   MICHAEŁ  CŁAyFIBŁD,   OF 

BRISTOL. 

[Traoscribed  by  Mr.  Catcott,  October  19, 1796, 
from  Chatterton's  MS,] 

THE  SHEPHERD& 

MoRAŁS,  as  critics  must  allow, 
Are  almost  out  of  feshion  now, 
And  if  we  credit  Dodsley'8  woH, 
^11  applications  are  absurd. 
What  bas  the  author  to  be  vain  in, 
Who  knows  his  fiible  wants  explainnig, 
And  substitutes  a  second  scenę, 
7o  p«bU|ih  whfli  thfi  first  should  atean : 


Besides,  it  saucity  reile;icff 
Upon  the  reader^s  intellects. 
Wben  arm*d  in  metaphors  and  dasbes* 
The  bard  some  noble  yiliain  lashes, 
Tis  a  direct  affront,  no  doubt. 
To  think  he  cannot  flnd  it  out. 
The  sing-song  trifles  of  the  sta^e, 
The  happy  fav'rite8  of  tlic  age, 
Withont  a  meaning  crawl  along, 
And,  for  a  morał,  give  a  song, 
The  tragic  Muse,  once  pure  and  chastp^ 
Is  tumM  a  whore,  debauch'd  by  taste : 
Poor  Jnliet  npver  claims  the  tear 
*Til!  borne  triumphant  on  thf»  bier. 
And  Ammon's  son  is  nerer  great 
'Tiil  seatcd  in  his  chair  of  state; 
And  yet  the  harlot  scarre  goes  down, 
She's  boen  so  long  upon  the  town, 
Her  morals  never  can  be  seen. 
Not  rigid  Johnson  ^eeins  to  meaii» 
Atittering  epilogiie  contains 
The  cobwieb  of  a  poet*s  brains. 
If  what  the  Muse  preparcs  to  writ# 
To  entertain  the  public  sight, 
Should  in  its  characters  be  known, 
The  knowledge  is  the  reader'8  uwn, 
Wben  viłlany  and  vices  shine, 
You  wo*nt  find  Sandwich  in  the  linę; 
When  little  rascals  ńse  to  famę. 
Sir  Fletcher  cannot  read  his  name; 
Nor  will  the  Muse  digressire  run. 
To  cali  the  king  his  motber^s  son. 
But  plodding  on  the  beaten  way, 
With  honest  North  prepares  the  lay. 
And  should  the  meaning  figures  pleas* 
The  duli  reviews  of  laughing  ease. 
No  politician  can  dispute 
My  knowledge  of  the  earl  of  Bate. 
.   A  flock  of  sheep,  no  matter  where. 
Was  all  an  aged  shepherd's  care ; 
His  dogs  were  watchful,  and  he  took 
Upon  himself  the  rnling  crook: 
His  boys  who  wattled-in  the  fold 
Were  never  bought  and  never  sold. 
'Th  true,  by  Istrange  affection  led, 
He  vi8itcd  a  tArnip  bed; 
And,  fearfitl  of  a.winter  storm, 
EmployM  his  wool  to  keep  it  warm; 
But  that  comparatively  set 
Against  the  present  heavy  debt, 
Was  but  a  trifling  piece  of  state, 
And  hardły  madę  a  vlllain  great. 

The  shepherd  died the  dreadiul  toU 

Entreated  masses  for  his  soul. 
The  pious  bosom  and  the  back 
Shone  in  the  farce  of  courtly  blaclu 
The  weepiog  laureat^s  ready  pen 
Łamented  o*er  the  best  of  men : 
And  Oxford  sent  ber  load  of  ihym* 
In  all  Tarieties  of  chime, 
Administering  due  consolation, 
Weil  8eason*d  with  congratulation. 
Cambridge  her  ancient  lumber  wn>t«. 
And  what  could  Cambridge  do  but  qaot8b 
All  sung,  tho'  yery  few  could  read. 
And  nonę  but  mercers  mourn^d  indeed. 
Tlie  younger  shepherd  caii^ht  the  crool^ 
And  was  a  mooarch  in  his  look. 
The  flock  njoic^d,  and  could  no  lem 
Tli«4i  pay  tb«ir  duty  $nd  addreas  ^ 


ntAOMENT. 


*n 


And  Edinbofi^  wm  beard  to  m% 
*'  N ow  .Heavtii  be  prais'd  ibr  guch  a  king.' 
AU  joinM  ID  joy  and  expectation, 
And  union  echoed  tbro*  the  natiun* 
A  couDcil  caird 


EXTRACT  FROM  KBW  GARDENSi 

[From  a  manuscript  of  Chatterton  in  the  posses- 
sion  of  Dr.  Halifax.3 

How  coromendable  this,  to  tura  at  once 

To  jrood  account  the  Yintner  aad  the  dunce  ; 

And  by  a  very  hocus  pocus  hit 

Bispose  of  damaic^d  elaret  and  bad  wit. 

Search  throaj^h  the  ragged  tribe  that  drink  smali 

beer. 
And  swcetly  echo  in  his  wor8hip*8  ear, 
What  are  the  wages  of  the  tunefnl  Ninę? 
What  are  their  pleasures  when  compared  to  minę? 
Happy  I  eaty  and  tell  my  numerous  pence, 
Free  from  the  8ervitude  of  rhyroe  and  sense. 
Tbo'  sing^-song  Whitehead  usherB*in  the  year, 
With  joy  to  Britain^s  king  and  >overeign  dear  j 
And,  in  compliance  with  au  ancient  mode^ 
Measures  his  syllablea  into  an  ode: 
Yet  such  the  scnirry  merit  of  his  Muse, 
He  bowB  todeans,  and  licks  bis  lordship's  shoes. 
Then  !eave  the  wicked  barren  way  of  rhyme, 
Fiy  &r  finom  poverty,  be  wise  in  time; 
Recanl  the  otifice  morę,  Parnassus  less; 
Put  your  religion  in  a  decent  dress : 
Then  may  your  interest  in  the  tonu  adranee, 
Above  the  reach  of  Mases  <Mr  romance. 
Beńde  the  town,  a  sober,  honest  town» 
Which  smiies  on  virtue,  and  gires  vice  afrown. 
Bida  censure  brand  with  in&my  your  name, 
ly  even  I,  must  think  you  are  to  blame. 
Is  there  a  street  within  this  spacious  place, 
Hiat  boasts  the  happiness  of  one  £&ir  face, 
Where  conver8ation  does  not  tum  on  you, 
Biaming  your  wild  amours,  your  morals  too  ? 
Oaths,  sacred  and  tremenduus  oaths,  you  swcar, 
Oaths  that  mi|rht  shock  a  Łuttreirs  soul  to  hear; 
Those  very  oaths,  as  if  a  ^ing  of  joke. 
Madę  to  betray,  intenticd  to  be  broke; 
WhiltŁ  the  too  tender  and  beiieVing  maid 
Remembers  pretty  ♦  •  is  betray*d. 
Then  your  religion,  Ah!  beware!  beware! 
Altho*  a  deist  is  no  mon«iter  here, 
Yet  bidę  your  tenett,  priests  are  pow*rful  foes. 
And  priesthood  fettcra  Justice  by  the  nose, 
Think  not  the  merit  of  a  jingling  song 
Can  countenance  tbe  author^s  acting  wrong. 
Reform  your  roanpers,  and  with  solemn  air 
Hear  C        t  bray,  and  R        s  squeak  in  prayer. 
R         ,jŁ  revereud  cuUy*mul}y  piiS, 
Who  thinks  all  jjermons  but  hia  own  are  stuff; 
When  harping  on  ihe  duli  unmeaning  teit. 
By  disąuisitions  he*8  so  sore  perpiext, 
He  staroraers,  iustantaneouidy  is  drawa 
A  border'd  piece  of  inspiratioo  lawn; 
Which  being  thrice  miŁo  his  nose  apply^d* 
Into  his  pineal  gland  the  rapoars  glide; 
And  now  we  hear  the  jumping  doctor  roar 
On  nibjecta  he  dissec^  thrice  before. 
Honour  tbe  acarlęt  robe^and  let  tbe  ^uiJi 
Hb faleat  idMaold  Isaa^^-^t* hiji filL . 


Regard  thy  interest,  ercrlot^  thy-self ; 

Rise  into  notice  as  you  rise  in  pelf : 

The  Musęs  have  no  credit  here,  and  fome 

Confines  itself  to  the  mereantile  name; 

Then  clip  imagination^s  wing,  be  wise. 

And,  great  in  wealth,  to  real  greatness  rise : 

Or,  if  you  must  persist  to  sing  and  dream, 

Let  only  panegyric  be  your  tbeme  ; 

With  pulpit  adulation  tickle  Cutts, 

Aml  wreath  with  ivy  garlanda,  tavern  bnttar 

Find  sentiment  in  Dampier's  empty  look  ; 

Oenius  in  Collins;  harmony  in  Rooke: 

Swear  Bniderip^s  horrid  noise  tbe  tuneful  sphcrea; 

And  rescue  Pindar  from  the  songs  of  Shears. 

Would  you  still  further  raise  the  fiiiry  ground, 

Praise  Broughtoa  for  his  eloquence  profonnd. 

His  generosity,  his  sentiment, 

•His  active  fancy,  and  his  thoi^hts  on  Lent. 

Make  North  or  Chatham  canonize  his  grace; 

And  beg  a  pension,  or  procare  a  place.*' 

Damn'd  narrownotions!  notions  which  disgmce 
The  boasted  reason  of  the  human  race. 
Bristol  may  keep  ber  pmdent  maxims  stiU: 
I  scom  ber  pnidence,  and  I  ever  will. 
Since  all  my  vices  mag^ified  are  here, 
He  cannot  paint  me  worse  tban  I  appear, 
Wben,  raving  in  the  łunacy  of  ink, 
I  catcb  the  pen  and  puUish  what  I  think  '• 


FRAGMENT. 

[Transcribed  from  a  MS.  in  Chattcrton'8  band-r 

writing.] 

Int*RE8T|  thou  universal  God  of  men^ 
Wait  on  the  couplet  and  reprove  the  pen: 
If  aught  unwelcome  to  thy  ears  shall  rise^ 
Hołd  jails  and  famine  to  the  .poefs  eyes, 
Bid  satire  sheath  hcr  sharp  avengiDg  steel. 
And  lose  a  numbtr  rathcr  tban  a  meal. 
Nay,  pritbee,  Honour,  do  not  make  us  mad, 
When  I  am  hungry  something  must  be  had: 
Can  honest  consciousness  pf  doing  right 
Provide  a  dinner  or  a  bed  at  night  ? 
What  tho*  Ahtrea  decks  my  soul  in  gold, 
My  mortal  lumber  trembles  with  tlie  cold, 
Then,  curst  tormentor  of  my  peace,  be  gone  1^ 
Flattcry^s  a  cloak,  and  I  will  put  it  on. 

In  a  Iow  cottage  shaking  with  the  wind, 
A  door  in  front,  a  śpan  of  light  behind, 
TerYono^s  lungs  thoir  mystic  play  began. 
And  Naturę  in  the  infant  mark*d  the  man« 

'The  generał  scnse  of  this  extTact  seems  to  intif 
matę  that  it  consists  of  the  supposcd  adnce  of 
some  friend  of  Chatterton,  who  concludes  his 
speech  with  apostrophes  (");  when  Chattertos 
represents  himself  as  replying. 

£very  cffort  bas  beeu  madę  to  obtain  the  re^ 
mainder  of  this  poem,  but  without  suocess.  Tbo 
last  possessor  who  can  be  traped  was  the  late  Pr. 
Lort  His  ercctttor.  Dr.  Halifax,  bas  obligingly 
communicated  the  preceding  fragment,  but  the 
remainder  of  the  poem  never  came  into  his  pgs- 
session.  Many  lines  in  the  £xtract  from  Kear 
Oardens  will  appear  in  the  Wbore  of  Baby- 
lon^.  but  differently  arranged* 
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Six  timet  tb«  yonth  of  moru,  the  golden  Sun, 
Tbro*  the  tweWe  sUge«  of  his  coune  had  run, 
Tenrono  rose,  the  roerchant  of  the  plain. 
His  soul  was  traific,  his  elysilun  gain; 
The  ragęred  chapman  found  his  word  a  law. 
And  lost  in  barter  er  ery  foy^rite  taw. 

'I*hro*  yarious  scenes  Tenrono  stilt  aseends, 
/      And  still  is  making,  still  fbrgetting  fnends : 
Fuli  of  this  łnaxini,  often  heard  in  trade, 
Fńendship  with  uone  but  equals  should  t>e  madę. 
His  soul  is  all  the  mercbant.    None  can  find 
The  shadow  of  a  virtue  in  his  mind. 
Kor  are  his  vices  reason  misapplied; 
Mean  aą  his  spirit,  sneaking  as  his  pride. 
.  At  city  dinner,  or  a  turtle  feast, 
As  expeditiou8  as  a  hungry  priest; 
No  foe  to  Bacchanalian  brutal  rites, 
In  vile  confusion  dozing  oiFthe  nights. 

Tenrono  would  be  flatter^d;  shall  I  then 
In  stigmatizing  satire  s^ke  the  pen  ? 
Muse,  for  his  brow,  the  laurel  wreath  prepare, 
Tho*  sooo  'twill  wither  when  His  planted  there. 
Come  pan^yric :  adulation  hastę. 
And  sing  this  wonder  of  mercantile  taste; 
And  whilst  his  virtue  riaes  in  my  łines, 
The  patron'8  happy,  and  the  poet  dines. 
Some,  philosophically  cas'd  in  stce), 
Can  neither  poverty  or  hunger  feel; 
But  that  łs  not  my  rasę:  the  Muses  know 
What  water-gruel  stuif  from  Phcebus  flow. 
Then  if  the  ragę  of  satire  seize  my  brain, 
May  none  but  brother  poets  mect  the  strain: 
l^lay  bulky  aldermen  nor  vicar9  rise, 
Hung  in  terrorem  to  their  brother*B  eyes, 
When  lost  in  tmnc«s  by  gospel  or  by  law, 
In  to  their  inward  room  the  senses  draw, 
There  as  they  snoar  in  consultation  deep^ 
Are  by  the  Tulgar  reckon*d  fiist  asleep. 


ELEGY, 


WRITTEN  AT  8TANTON-DREW. 

{Trauscribed  f.x>m  a  MS.  in  Chatterton^s  hand-' 

writing.] 

JoYŁEM  I  hailthe  solemn  gloom, 
Joyless  1  Tiew  the  pillars  vast  and  rude, 
Where  erst  the  fool  of  superstition  trod, 
In  smoking  blood  imbrucd. 
And  rising  from  the  tomb, 
Mistaken  homage  to  an  unknown  God« 
Fancy  whithef  dost  thou  stray, 
*  Whither  dost  thou  wing  thy.way, 
Check  the  rising  wild  dtUght, 
Ab!  what  avai!s  this  awf ul  sight 
MARIA  is  no  morę! 
Wliy ,  curst  remembrance,wiltthou  haunt  my  mind, 
"The  blessings  past  are  mis^ry.now, 
Upon  ber  lorely  brow 
Her  lovełier  soul  she  wore, 
Soft  as  the  crening  gale  ['^e, 

When  brcathiug  perfumes  thro»  the  rose-hedgM 
She  was  my  joy,  my  bappineas  refin'd. 

AU  hail,  ye  solemn  horrours  of  this  scenę, 
The  blasted  oak,  the  dusky  green. 

Ye  dreary  altars  by  whose  side 
The  druid  priest  in  crimson  dyed, 

The  solemn  dirges  sung, 

And  drove  the  golden  knife 
fcito  the  j^lpitating  wat  of  Ufe. 


When  rent  with  horrid  thoiitstlie  distailt  Tinejrt 
The  bleeding  body  benda,  [m^ 

The  glowihg  pnrpie  stream  asctndi^ 
Whilst  the  tronbled  tpirit  near 
Hovers  in  the  steamy  air,' 
Again  the  sacred  dinre  they  sing* 
Again  the  distant  hili  and  coppice  ralley  riafi 
Soul  of  my  dear  Maria  hastę, 
Whilst  my  languid  spirits  waste^ 
When  from  this  my  prison  free, 
Catch  my  soul,  it  flies  to  ttue ; 
Death  had  doubly  arm'd  his  dart, 
In  piercing  thee  it  pierc*d  my  heait 


FRAGMENT 


[Transcribed  from  a  MS.  in  Chatterton**  hand* 

writing.]  , 

Far  from  the  reach  of  critics  and  reTiews,^ 
Brush  up  thy  pinions  and  ascend,  my  Mose; 
Of  conrersation  sing  an  ample  therae, 
And  drink  the  tea  of  Heliconian  stream. 
Hail,  matchless  linguist!  pratłng  Delia,  hail! 
When  scandars  best  materiols  backneyM  hiA, 
Thy  quick  invention  lends  a  quick  supply. 
And  ałl  thy  talk  is  one  continued  lie. 
Know,  thou  etemal  babbler,  that  my  song 
Could  show  a  linę  as  Tenom^d  as  thy  toogue. 
In  pity  to  thy  sex  I  cease  to  write 
Of  London  journeys  and  the  marriage-nlght 
The  conversation  which  in  taTems  ring 
Descends  bclow  my  satire'6  soaring  sting: 
Upon  his  elbow  throne  great  Maro  sits, 
Revercd  at  Forster^s  by  the  would-be-wits; 
Delib*FBtely  the  stndied  jest  he  breaks, 
And  łong  and  loud  the  polishM  Uble  shakes 
RetaiPd  in  eTery  brotbel-house  in  town, 
Rach  dancing  booby  yends  it  as  his  own: 
Upon  the  empty'd  jelly-glasa  reclłn*d, 
The  laughing  Maro  gathers  up  bis  wiad; 
The  tail4>ud  'prentice  rabs  hia  bands  and  griii% 
Ready  to  lau{^  before  the  tale  begins: 
To  taik,of  freedom,  politics,  and  Butes, 
And  knotty  arguments  in  law  confutet, 
1  leave  to  blockheads,  for  such  tfaings  desiga^ 
Be  it  my  task  dirine  to  ease  the  mind. 

**  To  morruw**  says  a  chorch-of-Englaod  piia^ 
"  Is  of  good  St.  Epiphany  the  feast. 
It  nothing  matters  whether  he  or  she, 
But  be  all  senrauta  from  their  labour  free." 
The  laugh  be«ins  with  Maro,  and  goesrooa^ 
And  the  dry  jest  is  very  witty  found; 
Iii  CTery  comer  of  the  room  are  seen 
Round  altars  ^vered  with  etemal  graeo, 
Pilcd  high  with  oiTerings  to  the  goddess  Fsne, 
Which  mortals,  chronicles  and  jonmals  name^ 
Where  in  strange  jumble  flesb  and  spirit  Ue, 
And  illustration  sees  a  jest-book  nigh: 
Anti-venerea]  med*cine  cheek-by^onl 
With  WhitieWs  faraous  physic  for  the  sod; 
The  patriot  Wilkes*s  «vcr.lam'd  Essay, 
With  Butę  and  justioe  in  the  self-same  layy 
Which  of  the  two  deserred  (ye  casuisUtelt) 
The  conflagrations  of  a  hangman*s  beli } 

The  clock  strikes  eigbt  j  the  taper  datty  ihnieir 
Farewell  my  Muse,  nor  think  of  fortberHaes: 
Ninę  leaTea,  and  in  two  hours,  or  somełWng*^ 
Sbut  up  th»  becki  itiienooghbya-d. 
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Safce  0!oster*s  biahop  tits  supiae  between 

His  ilery  Ooggen,  and  a  cure  for  spleen  ; 

Tbe  flOQ  of  flame,  eathusiastic  law, 

Display  a  his  bigot  biade,  and  thuodert  draw, 

Uiicoascious  of  his  neighboun,  some  Yile  pluyi 

Dtrecting*p08t8  to  Beelzebub'8  highways ; 

Fools  are  philoaophers  in  Jones*s  linę, 

And,  bound  in  gold  and  scarlet,  Dudsleys  shine; 

These  are  the  varioos  otferings  fanie  requires, 

Por  ever  rising  to  lier  shrines  in  spires; 

Hence  oll  Avaro*s  politii-s  are  drain*d, 

Aiid  Evel:na's  generał  seandars  gain'd. 

Where  Satan's  tempie  rears  its  lofty  liead. 

And  luuddy  torreuts  wa»h  thcir  shrinkiug  bed; 

Where  tbe  sŁupendous  sona  of  coinuieice  meet 

Sumetimes  to  ^cold  indeitl,  but  oft  to  cat; 

Where  fnigal  Cainbria  alt  her  poultry  give8, 

And  where  th*  iusatiate  MeMalina  live8, 

A  mi^hty  fabric  opens  to  the  sight ; 

Włth  foor  large  coluinns,  fiTe  large  windows  dight; 

Wiih  fuur  ainall  portals,  'tis  with  much  ado 

A  common-council  iady  can  pass  through ; 

Herę,  Hare  first  teaches  supple  iimbs  to  bend. 

And  fauits  of  naturę  never  fails  to  mend. 

Herę  contersation  takes  a  nobler  fli^rht. 

For  natore  łeads  the  theme,  and  all  ia  rtght; 

Tbe  little  god  of  love  iihprove8discottrse. 

And  aage  discrction  linds  his  thunder  hoaYse; 

About  the  flame  the  gilded  trifles  play, 

Till,  ło8t  in  forge  uulmowa,  they  mclt  away^ 

And,  cberishing  tbe  passioii  in  the  miiul, 

Thetr  eacb  idea's  brightenM  and  refin*d. 

Ye  painted  guardiaiis  of  tbe  lovely  fair, 

Who  spread  the  saffrou  bioom,  and  tinge  thehair; 

Whose  deep  invention  iirat  fouud  out  the  art 

Of  makiiłg  rapture  glow  in  every  part;    , 

Of  wounding  by  eacb  varicd  attitudc, 

^an  'twaa  a  thought  divinity  cudued. 
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ELEGY 

OM  THB  DBAIH  OF  MR.  PHILLIPS '• 

Corrected  from  the  old  edition,  by  a  MS.  in  Chat- 
terton*s  band-writirig.] 

Attirr  me,  powers  of  Hcaven !  what  do  I  hear? 
Surpdae  and  horrour  cbeck  the  buming  tear. 
ia  Phillips  dead,  and  is  my  friend  no  moro  ! 
Gone  like  the  sand  divested  from  the  shore  ! 
And  is  be  gone? — Can  Łhen  the  Ninę  refuse 
To  aing  with  gratitude  a  favour'd  Muae. 

ELEGY. 

Ko  morę  I  hail  the  morning*8  gotden  gleam. 
No  morę  tbe  wonders  of  the  view  1  sing| 
Friendship  require8  a  melancholy  theme, 
At  ber  comroand  the  awful  lyre  I  string. 

>  After  tbe  Elegy  to  Thomas  Phillips  had  been 
printed  (page  453)  a  morę  correct  copy  came 
into  tbe  possession  of  the  editor  (through  the  me- 
dium of  T.  Hill,  esq.)  in  the  hand-writinig  of  Chat- 
tertoiu  As  this  latter  Elegy  contained  seven  or 
eight  new  stanzas,  besides  many  verbal  altera- 
tioos,  instead  of  cancelling  the  old,  it  was  deemed 
proper  to  let  it  remain,  and  to  print  the  corrected 
copy-  aiao,  by  whicb  the  reader  will  be  pleased  in 

:ijig  Cli«Ueftoii'8  various  emendatioai* 


Now  aa  I  wander  thro'  this  leaftcss  grOre, 
Where  tempests  howl,  and  bla^its  etemal  rise ; , 
How  shall  I  teach  the  cborded  shcll  to  move, 
Or  stay  tbe  gusbing  torrent  from  my  eyea  ? 

Phillips !  great  master  of  the  boundtess  Tyr^, 
Thee  would  my  souUrack*d  Muse  attempt  to  paint; 
Give  me  a  double  portion  of  thy  fire, 
Or  all  the  powt^rs  of  langaage  are  too  f&int. 

Say,  soul  nnsnllied  by  the  filth  of  \  iVe, 
Say,  mcek-ey*d  sptrit,  where 's  thy  tuneful  sheJl, 
Which  when  tbe  8ilver  sti-eam  was  lockM  with  ice. 
Was  wont  to  cbeer  the  tempest-rayag'd  deli  ł 

Oft  as  tbe  flimy  veil  of  eveniug  drew 
The  thick*ning  sbade  upon  tbe  vivid  green; 
Thou,  łost  in  transport,  at  the  dying  view, 
Bid'st  the  ascending  Muse  display  tbe  scena. 

When  golden  Autumn  wreath'd  in  rip^ned  oonw 
Prom  purple  clu.sters  prest  the  foamy  winę, 
Thy  geoius  did  his  sallow  brows  adom. 
And  madę  tbe  beauties  of  tbe  seasoo  thtne. 

With  rustling  sound  the  yellow  foliage  flies. 
And  wantous  with  the  wind  iu  rapid  wbirls, 
The  gurgling  riv'let  to  the  yalłeys  bies, 
Whilst  on  its  bank  the  spaagled  serpent  cuils. 

The  joyous  charms  of  Spring  del  ighted  saw 
Their  beauties  doubly  głaring  in  thy  lay ; 
Nothmg  was  spring  whfch  Phillips  did  not  draw^ 
And  eyery  image  of  his  Mu ie  was  May. 

So  rosę  the  regal  hyacinthal  star, 
So  shone  the  verdiiro  of  the  daisied  bed, 
ikt  seemed  tbe  forest  glimmering  from  a-far  ; 
You  saw  the  real  prospect  as  you  read. 

Majestic  Summcr's  blooming  flowYy  pride, 
Next  claim^d  the  honour  of  his  nervous  sung; 
He  taught  the  stream  in  hoUow  trills  to  glide^ 
And  led  the  glories  of  the  year  along. 

Pale  rugged  Winter  bending  o'er  hiu  troad^ 
His  grizzled  hnir  bcdropt  with  icy  dew  ; 
His  eyes,  a  dusky  light  congeaPd  and  dead 
His  robc,  a  tinge  of  bright  ethcrial  bloc. 

His  train  a  motley'd  sanguine  sable  cloud* 
He  liraps  along  the  russet  dreary  moor, 
Whilst  rising  whirlwinds,  biasting  keftu  and  lond, 
RoU  the  wlilte  surges  to  tbe  aoundiug  shore. 

Nor  were  his  pleasures  unimproyed  by  thee ; 
Pleasures  he  bas,  tho»  horridly  defurniM; 
The  polished  lakę,  the  siIverM  hrll  we  s«'C, 
Is  by  tłiy  gcnius  firM,  preserv*d  and  wurm'(f. 

The  rough  October  bas  Im  pleasures  too; 
But  1  >m  insensible  to  every  joy : 
Fareweil  the  laurel!  now  I  grasp  tlieyew, 
And  all  my  little  powers  in  grief  employ* 

Immortal  shadow  of  my  much-loYM  frieol 
Ctoth*d  in  thy  natire  virtoe  meet  my  son!, 
When  on  tbe  fatal  bed,  my  passions  bend, 
And  curb  my  floods  of  anguish  as  they  mWr 

In  thee  eacb  virtue  found  a  pleasing  celi, 
Thy  mind  was  honour  and  thy  soul  dirine*^ 
AYith  thee  did  eyciy  god  of  genios  dwell,   ' 
Thoo  waat  tbe  U<slicoii  of  all  tbe  Nia^ 
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Fancy,  whose  Yarious  ilgure-tinctar^d  reśt 
Wm  eyer  ohanfjring  to  adifferent  boe; 
Her  head  with  variedbay«  aod  flowfett  drast, 
Her  eyes  two  spongles  of  the  morniiig  dew. 

With  dancing  attitode  she  swept  ihy  string; 
And  now  sbe  soars,  and  now  again  deteends; 
And  now  reclining  on  the  Zepbyr*?  wtng, 
Uuto  the  velvetF>vesŁed  mead  she  bends. 

Peace,  deckt  in  ałl  the  softoesA  of  the  dove, 
Orer  thy  passions  spread  ber  silver  płume; 
The  n>9y  veil  of  harmony  and  love, 
Hung  OD  thy  soul  in  one  etemal  bloom. 

Pcace,  irentl<*«it,  sofiest  of  the  jrirtnes,  spread 
Her  8ilver  pinions,  wet  with  dewy  tears, 
Upon  ber  best  distinguisbM  poet'8  head. 
And  taught  his  lyre  the  musie  of  th6  spheres. 

Temp*rance,  with  bealth  and  beauty  in  ber  train 
And  ntafsy-muecled  strcn^h  in  gra<»ful  pHde, 
Pointed  at  scariet  1axury  and  pain. 
And  did  at  eyery  frugal  feast  preside. 

Black  melancholy  a^ealing  to  the  shade, 
With  rasring  maclnesK,  frantic  loud  and  dire, 
Wbopc  bloody  band  displays  the  reekinff  blade^ 
Werę  strangers  to  thy  beaven-direoted  lyre. 

Content,  who  smiles  in  every  frown  of  fate, 
Wreath*d  thy  pacific  brow  and  soothM  thy  ill ; 
In  thy  own  virtues  and  thy  genios  grcat, 
The  happy  Muse  laid  every  trouble  still. 

Bnt  see  the  sickening  lamp  of  day  retires, 
And  the  meek  erening  shakcs  the  dusky  grey ; 
The  West  faint  ^limmers  with  the  saffron  fires. 
And  Hke  thy  life,  O  Phillips!  flies  away. 

Herę,  strctchM  \ipon  this  Hcavp.n-ascending  bill, 
l'll  wait  the  horrours  of  the  comins;  night, 
I  Ml  imitate  the  gently-plaintive  rill ; 
And  by  the  glare  of  lamblent  vapours  writc. 

*  Wet  with  the  dew  the  yellow  hawthoms  bow ; 
The  nistic  whistles  thro*  the  echoing  cave; 
Far  o'er  the  lea  the  breatbin?  cattle  Iow, 
And  the  iiiłl  Avon  Ufts  the  darken*d  wave. 

Kow  as  the  mantle  of  the  eTenlng  swells 
Upon  my  mind,  I  feel  a  thick'ning  crloom  ; 
Ah  could  I  charm  by  nccromantic  spelU, 
The  soul  of  Phillips,  from  the  deaUiy  tumbf 

Thcn  would  we  wander  thro'  this  darken'd  yale; 
In  conver^e  such  os  hearenly  spirits  use, 
And»  borne  upon  the  pinions  of  the  f^le. 
Hymn  the  Creator,  and  exert  the  Muse. 

Bnt,  horrour  to  reflcction !  now  no  morę. 
Will  Phillips  sing,  the  wonder  of  the  plain  ! 
'When,  doubting  whether  they  might  not  adore, 
Admiring  mortals  heard  his  nenrous  strain. 

See !  see !  tbe  pUohy  vapour  htdes  the  lawn, 
Nought  but  a  doleful  beli  of  deatb  is  heard, 
5ave  wbere  iuto  a  blasted  oak  witbdrawn 
Tbe  ficream  proclaims  the  corst  nocturnal  bird. 


•  Notę  on  this  Terseby  CbatterWn,  **  Vaf^tBęed 
M  too  ilowery  for  gri«f.'' 


Now  rest,  my  Muse,  but  oniy  rett  to  weep, 
A  friend  madę  dear  by  every  sacied  tie; 
Unknown  to  me  be  comfort,  peace,  or  8leep» 
Phillips  is  dead!  'tis  pleasure  then  to  die. 

Pcw  are  the  pleasures  Chattertoo  e'er  knev, 
Short  were  the  moments  of  his  traasient  petce: 
But  melancholy  robb*d  him  of  those  few. 
And  this  hatb  bid  all  futurę  comCort 


And  can  the  Muse  be  silent,  Phillips  gone! 
And  am  I  stili  alive?  My  soul,  arise! 
The  robc  of  immortallt^r  put  on, 
Aud  meet  thy  Phillips  in  bis  natire  skies. 

j  TO  THE  READBR. 

Obsenre  in  favour  of  an  hobbling  strain, 
Neat  as  exported  from  the  parent  brain, 
And  each  and  eveiy  couplet  i  have  peon^, 
'Bat  little  labour'd,  and  I  iiever  mend. 


S  U  N  D  A  Y, 

A  FRAGMENT. 

[Transcribed  fi^m  a  MS.  in  Cbatterton^  hsoi> 

writing.] 

Herveiiis,  harpiug  on  the  backney*d  tert^. 
By  disquisition8  is  so  sorc  p«rplex'd, 
He  stammcrs,  instantaneuusly  is  drawn, 
A  borderM  piece  of  inspiration  lawn, 
Which  being  tbrlce  unto  his  nose  apply'd, 
Into  his  pineal  gland  the  Tapours  gliide ^ 
Ąnd  now  again  we  bear  the  doctor  roar 
Ón  subjects  he  dissected  thrice  before; 
I  own  at  chnrch  I  Tery  scldom  pray. 
For  vicars,  strangers  to  devotioD,  bray. 
Sermons,  tho'  flowing  from  the  sacmj  lavii, 
Are  flimsy  wires  from  reason*s  ingot drawn; 
And  to  confess  tbe  truth,  another  cause 
My  every  prayer  and  adoration  draws; 
Ih  al]  the  glaring  tinctures  of  tbe  bow, 
The  ladies  front  me  in  cciestial  row ; 
(Tho*  when  black  melancholy  damps  myjoyi, 
I  cali  them  Natare^s  trifles,  airy  toys; 
Yet  when  the  goddess  Reason  guides  the  stnin, 
I  think  them,  whatthey  are,  a  heavenly  traini) 
The  amorous  rolling,  the  black  sparkling  eyc^ 
The  gentle  bazie,  and  the  optic  sly; 
Tbe  easy  shape,  the  paating  scmi-globes, 
The  frankness  whicb  each  latent  chami  diatitef { 
The  meltiiig  passions,  and  the  sweet  serere, 
The  easy  amble,  the  majesiic  air ; 
The  tap'ring  waste,  tbe  siWer-mantled  ano^ 
All  is  one  vast  vanety  of  charros. 
Say,  who  but  sages  stretcb»d  beyond  tfaeirsp6% 
Italian  singers,  or  an  unman*d  maa, 
Can  see  Elysium  spread  upon  their  brow;, 
And  to  a  drousy  curate^s 'sermon  bow. 
If  (but  *ti8  seldom)  no  fair  female  face 
Attracts  my  notice  by  aome  glowing  gnc^ 

'  These  lines  ocaw  U(  ^  Bs^tnet  inmStif 
QardtO»fP*437. 
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TREREYZNGE. 


Inmiid  tBe  mommieiitą  I  Mft  mf  eyct, 
iind  see  abrai4itie«  and  nonente  lise. 
Here  roefiil-Tisag^  magtU  gęąm  to  tell 
WUh  veepiog  ejes,  »  sool  is  gooe  ta  Hdl ; 
Therea  cbild'8  bead  supported  by  duck's  wiiigs, 
Włtfa  tootbleaa  moutbr  a  halleliyah  sings: 
In  fim*nil  pile  eternal  maible  bums. 
And  a  good  dkrtotian  seeuis  to  sleep  in  urns. 
A  self-drafni  curtaiB  bidę  the  reader  see 
An  bonofable  Weiebmaii>8  pedigree; 
A  rock  of  porpb^p'  dari^as  bałf  the  place. 
And  ?irtuc9  blubber  with  uo  ąwkward  grace ; 
Yet,  stiange  to  tell,  in  all  the  dreary  gloom 
That  makcs  the  sacred  bosouni  of  the  tomb. 
Ko  quaTter'd  coata  aboTe  the  bel  appear. 
Ko  Intter^d  arms,  or  golden  corsets  tbece. 
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ANU.ETTA;  ACTED  AT   MABTBONB  GARDBNS, 

1770.     WITR  ABOITIONAI.  80NGS. 

• 

IThis  diana,  witb  the  aoofi,  nu  printeil  sępa. 
nteły  in  the  yenr  1795,  from  a  MS.  of  Chatter- 
ton  in  the  poMession  of  Mr.  Atterbury.] 


DllAMATIS  PERSONJE. 
Inpiter,  Mr.  Reinhold, 

fiacchus,  Mr.  Bannister. 

.Cnpid^  Master  Cheney. 

Juno,  Mrs,  Thompson. 


ActI.    Scenę  Ł 
Junm. 

RiaTATlTK. 

I IWBAR  by  Styx,  this  nsage  is  past  bearing; 
My  lady  Juno  rantiąg,  tearing,  awearing! 
Wby,  wbat  the  dcTil  will  my  godship  do, 
If  błioYs  and  thunder  cannot  tamę  a  ahrow^ 

Aqt. 

IW  the  loud  thimder  nimbles* 
Tho!  storms  lend  the  tky; 
Yet  londer  she  gnimbles. 
And  swells  tfae  sharp  ery. 

Her  jealousy  teasing, 
Disgnstbg  her  form : 
Her  musie  as  pleaski|^ 
Aspigsin  astonn. 

1  fly  her  emfameea^ 
-To  wenches  aare  fydw; 
And  leaTe  ber  wry  facei^ 
CoU  sigba  aad  despair. 

ABCITATITJL 

And  chi  ye  tedioos  minutes,  steal  away ; 
Coae  erening/  cloae  the  ftlding  doors  of  day; 
Night,spread  thy  nUe  petticoat  around. 
And  sow  thy  poppies  on  tbe«Iumb*riiig  gronnd; 
|J«ii  rarhig  ii^to  lorc,  and  dmnk  with  chaipis^ 
Vn  lose  my  jimo^  tongue  m  Muat  anuti 


Sighing, 

I>yMW,    ' 

Łying, 
Frying, 
In  the  fomace  of  desiiej^ 
Creepiojg;, 
Sleeping, 
Oh?  how  slow  the  hours  retire ! 

When  the  bnsy  heart  is  beating, 
When  the  bo8om't  all  on  fire. 
Oh !  how  welcome  is  the  meeting ! 
Oh!  how  slow  the  hodrs  retire ! 

RECITATIYB. 

But  see— >my  fury  comes ;  by'  Styr  I  tremblfi 
I  'U  creep  aAid^->*tia  folly  ta  dissemble. 


SCEKE  II.  4 
Jimo,  JUPiTlR* 

JirmK 

RECITATIYE. 

See,  see,  my  gobd  man  ateals  aside ! 

In  spite  of  his  thunder, 

I  make  him  knock  under. 
And  own  the  superior  right  of  a  bride« 

AIR. 

How  hapf»y  the  kife 

Of  a  governing  wife, 
How  charming,  how  eaay,  the  swifl  miautes  pass  j 

I^t  her  do  what  afae  will, 

The  husband  is  stilł, 
And  bot  for  his  homa  yiM  wonld  thiak  him  an  asf . 

How  happy  the  epotMe 

In  his  dłgpiify^d  brows; 
How  worthy  with  heroes  and  nonarchs  to  clasa: 

Both  above  and  beiow, 

Kxperience  will  show, 
But  take  off  the  horns,  aud  each  husband*s  an  ass. 

JUPITER. 
RECITATIYB.  .  [atidg^ 

Zounda,  I  *]1  take  heart  of  grace,  and  biare  her 

clapper; 
And,  if  my  courege  holds,  egad  fit  strap  her: 
Thro'  all  Olympus  sball  the  thunders  roli. 
And  Earth  shall  echo  to  the  mustard  bon-l, 
Should  sheproye  sturdy,  by  the  Lord  1'11  hea?a 

hence,  [ance. 

Down  to  some  brandy-shop,   this  noisy  grier- 

AIR. 

What  means  this  horrid  rattle? 
3n^  must  that  tongue  of  not 
Wagę  one  eternal  battle 
With  happiness  and  <}uiei? 

JURO. 

AIR  COKnaOMU, 

What  means  your  saucy  ąnestion? 
D^ye  tbiak  1  moA  yoor  M<Mrttr^ 

II 
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Yoor  godship^B  alirayi  besŁ  in 
Words,  Łtnindery  noise  and  flaster, 

JUPITKR. 
RECITATITB. 
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AmeUiodlMIporMe, 

l'll  BOotb  him,  tickle,  ooax  b&M; 

Then  1  shali  hare  my  due. 


AIR. 


Hence,  thou  eternal  tempesi,  from  our  regions, 
And  yell  in  concert  with  infernal  legiont: 
Hence^  or  be  calm— our  will  i»  fate— awayhence, 
Or  on  the  lig^tning^s  wings  yoa  11  find  conveyaace. 

JWO. 
RiaTATIYB. 

}  brave  yoinr  rengeapoe 

JUPITBR. 

Oh !  'tis  most  proroking ! 

JUNO. 

Should  not  my  iipirit  better  my  oondition, 
Vve  one  way  left— Remonstraoce  and  petition 
To  all  the  gods  in  seoate :  tis  do  joking^* 

AIR. 

I  will  never  tamely  bear 
AU  my  wrongs  and  slights,  sir; 
Heay^n  and  aU  the  gods  sball  liear 
How  yon  spend  your  nights,  sir : 

Brinking,  swearing, 

Roaring,  tearing, 
Wenching,  roring  cv*ry  wfaere; 

Whilstpoor  I 

At  home  muat  lie, 

Wisbing,  scheming, 

Sighing,  dreaming, 
Grasping  nothing  but  the  air. 

JUPITER. 
'  RBCITATIYE. 

O  bovir  sball  I  escape  the  swelliog  clattep— 
|'il  slit  ber  tonguei  and  make  sŁort  work  o*Łh' 
matter. 

AIR. 

Fory,  ceaae, 
Give  me  peace, 
Still  your  racket, 
Or  yoor  jacket 
I  'U  be  drubbinĘ^f 
For  your  snubbmg; 
By  tlie  gods,  you  sball  knock  under. 
MusŁ  you  ever 
Thus  endeayour 
Rumbling, 
Orambling, 
Bowliog, 
t^rowłing. 
To  GOtsound  tfae  noisy  thunder« 

« 

"jimo. 

RBcrrA<nvE.  [omfe. 

Ah!  I  *m  quite  out  here— plagiiily  młstakfpi^ 
Tbe  man  *s  in  eamest— 1  must  sa^e  my  bacon : 
Since  fcolding  but  piovokM  bim^ 


Ah,  cruel,  cniel  Jore, 

And  is  it  thus  a  love 
So  pure«  80  cbaste,  so  stiong  as  mmep 

Is  sligbted,  disrespected, 

Unnotic'd  and  negiected, 
Retum'd  with  such  a  lorę  as  tbineł 

JUFTTBR* 

AIR. 

Did  the  foolish  passion  teaae  ye, 
Would  you  have  a  husband  pleMe  ye, 
Sttppliant,  pliilnt,  am*rou^  easy; 
Never  fate  him  like  a  fiiry : 
By  ezperience  l'll  aasure  ye, 
Kindnessy  and  not  ragę,  must  cure  ye. 

JTOfO. 
RBCITATITB.  [fltf» 

He  »8  in  the  right  on  »t— -hits  it  to  a  tittte- 
But  Juno  must  display  ber  tongue  a  litUei 

AIR. 

I  own  my  errour,  I  repent; 
Let  thy  sparkling  eyes  bebold  me, 
Let  Uiy  Iovety  arms  enfold  me; 
Let  thy  stabborn  beart  relent 

JUPITKR. 
RBCITATIYBi 

Egad,  why  tbis  is  morę  than  Idesire, 
'Tis  from  the  firying  pan  to  mect  tbe  firn; 
Zounds,  1  have  oo  stomach  to  the  mamage  bed; 
But  somethiug  must  be  ettlier  song  oTiauL 

AIR. 

What  is  love }  the  wise  despise  it; 
>Tis  a  bubble  blown  for  boys : 
Gods  and  heroes  should  not  prise  it, 
Jove  aspires  to  greater  joys. 

JDNO. 
AIR  OONTmUBIK 

What  is  lov«?  >ti8  Natnre'8  treasme, 
Tis  the  storebouse  of  her  joys; 
*Ttt  the  bighest  Hear^n  oTpleasiire, 
'Tis  a  bliss  whicb  never  cloys. 

JUPITBR. 


AIRCOSTIRUBD. 

What  is  loref  an  air-blown  bobbl^ 
Ouly  silly  fools  reoeiTe  it: 
*n%  a  magazine  of  trouble; 
*Tis  but  foUy thus  1  leate  it. 


imt^ 


SCENĘ  UL 
Juko. 

rscitatitb. 
WeH;  heisgone,andImaycufiemy6tef 
Tliat  liiik'4  my  góntle  lorę  to  sucb  a  oate; 
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Ke  ttettber  fils  mj  tnezing  ht^,  my  beart,  nor 
My  ?aiiily-lbldi]ig  aimi:  Oh !  taoh  a  partner  i 

Wben  a  woiiian'0  tyM  down 
To  a  fpiritlciS  log| 
Łet  ber  foncUe  or  frowO} 
YetitiUhe*8adog. 

Łet  ber  please  ber  emu  miód, 
Abfoad  lei  ber  roam : 
Abroad  she  may  find, 
Wbat  the  can  't  find  at  borne. 

SCENĘ  IV. 

JUNO,  CUPID. 

CCPID. 
RBCITATITB. 

Ho !  mistresB  Jono— berę  *n  a  sŁorm  a  brewing^ — 
Your  devil  of  a  spouse  is  always  doing-^ 
Pray  step  aside — ^Tbis  eTening,  I  protest, 
Jofe  and  miss  Maia— you  may  guess  tbe  rest— 

JUNO. 

'IIow!  What!  Wben!  Wbere!  Nay^  pritbee  now 
nnlbldit. 

CIJ71D. 

'Oad— 40 1  win ;  for  fiuth  I  cannot  bold  it. 
His  migbty  godshtp  in  a  fiery  flnrry, 
Met  me  just  now---Confu8ion  to  his  burry ! 
I  ttopt  bb  way,  forsooth,  and,  with  a  thwack, 
He  laid  a  thunderbolt  across  my  back : 
Btets  me !  1  feel  it  now— my  short  ribs  ache  yet — 
I  Tov'd  rerenge,  and  now  by  Styx  I  'U  take  it. 
Miss  Maia,  in  ber  cbamber,  after  nine, 
KeoeiTes  tbe  tband'rer,  in  his  robes  di^ine ; 
I  onderminM  it  all ;  see,  berę  *8  tbe  letter : 
Coold  dokes  spell  worse,  wbose  tutors  spelt  no 

better? 
You  know  ialse-spelling  now  is  mncb  tbe  fiubion— 

JUHO. 

Lend  me  yo«tr,  drops-^h !    I  shall  swoon  with 


passion 


[gle! 


1'Iltear  bereyesout!  Oh!  111  stab— ril  stian- 
And  worae  tban  lorer^s  Englisb^  ber  I  'U  mangle. 

CUPID. 

Nay,  pray  be  calm;  rve  hit  of  an  expedient 
To  do  you  right — 

JUMO. 

Sweet  Cupidy  yoor  cbedient 

coww. 

Tie  Maia  by  tbe  leg ;  steal  m  ber  stead, 
Into  the  smnggled  raptures  of  ber  bed ; 
Wbeathe  god.enters,  let  him  take  possession^ 

jinio. 

An  excellent8dieme!  Myjoy's  beyood  erprei- 
sion! 

cupin. 

Kay,neTer  ttay;  delayinginay  confuta  it, 

JCMO. 

•  happy  tbouf bt!  1  fly  lo  emcttta  'A, 


SCENĘ  •  V. 

CUPID. 
R£CITATIVB. 

See  bow  sbe  flies,  whiist  warring  passions  sbaka 

ber. 
Nor  thottgbt  nor  ligbfning  now  can  ot eitake  ber. 

AIR. 

How  often  in  the  marriage  state, 
Tbe  wise,  the  sensible,  the  great, 

Find  misery  and  woe : 
Thougb,  shocdd  we  dive  in  Natttre's  lawą. 
To  tracę  the  first  primeral  cause, 

Tbe  wretcb  is  self-made  so. 

AIR  CHANGBS. 

love  *8  a  pleasure,  solid,  rea]» 
Notbing  ^aciful,  idea], 

Tis  the  bilss  of  humankind; 
All  tbe  other  passions  moYe^ 
In  subjection  under  love, 

'Tit  the  tyrant  of  the  mind* 

SCENĘ  VI. 
CuPiD,  Bacchus  toith  a  hoal. 

BAOCBUS. 
RRCITATIYB. 

Odsniggers,  fotber  draught,  His  deyMisb  beady, 
Olympus  tums  about;   (ttaggen)  steady,  boys, 
steady. 

AIR. 

If  Jove  sboold  pretend  that  be  goyems  theskies, 
I  swear  by  this  liquor  his  thundership  lies  ; 
A  slaye  to  bis  bottle,  he  goyeros  by  winę. 
And  all  musi  confess  he  's  a  senrant  of  minę* 

AIR  CHANGBS. 

Rosy,  sparkling,  powerfbl  wine, 
All  tbe  jo]rs  of  iife  are  thine; 
Search  the  drinkipg  world  around, 
Baocbus  ev*ry  wbere  sits  crown'd: 
Whiist  we  lift  tbe  6owing  bowl» 
Unregarded  tbunders  roli. 

AIR  CHANGBS. 

Since  man,  as  says  each  bearded  sagią, 

Is  but  a  piece  of  clay, 

Wbose  mystic  moisture  lost  by  age. 

To  dust  it  falls  away. 

Tis  oTtbodoz  beyond  a  doubt, 

That  diongbt  will  only  fret  it : 

To  make  tbe  brittle  stuiT  hołd  out, 

Is  thus  to  drink  and  wet  it. 

RBCITATIYB. 

Ab!  master  Cupid,  'slife I  did  not  s^e, 

Tis  escetlent  Champagne,  and  so  hcre's  t'y«: 

I  brought  it  to  these  gwrdens  as  iraported, 

Tis  bl<łody  strong^  you  need  not  twioe  be  courte^ 

Come  dHoJE,  my  boy— 

CUPID. 

Kence,  oionster,  benee!  I  scom  tby  flowlngbowl 
li  prosUtutet  the  sense,  d^enerates  the  souL 

BACCHUS. 


ISniJum^ 


Gadso,  methinks  the  younpter^s  woundy  iRonl ! 
He  play  s  witb  «tfuC9  łlka  ja  beU  and  coraL 
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'  AlB. 

Tis  madness  to  tbink. 

To  jad^e  ere  you  driDky  ^ 

The  bottom  ail  wisdom  contahis : 

Then  let  you  and  1 

Now  drink  the  bowi  dry, 
We  both  tkatt  grow  wiw  for  our  painii 

CUPID. 

Pray,  keep  your  distance,  beast,  and  cease  yoor 

bawlin.?,  ■ 

Or  with  tbis  darty  I 'U  send  you  catterwauling. 

AIR. 

Tbe  cbarms  of  winę  camot  eonpara 
With  the  soft  raptures  of  the  fair  j 
Can  drunken  płeasures  erer  find 
A  piace  with  lo^e  and  womankiiid? 

Can  the  fuli  bowl  pretend  to  Tie 
Wjtb  the  soft  languish  of  the  eye  ? 
Can  tbe  mad  roar  oar  passions  move, 
Łike  gentle  breathing  sighs  of  loTe  ? 

BACCHU8. 

Go  whine  and  coraptain 

To  tbe  girls  of  the  plain^ 
And  sigh  out  your  soul  ere  she  come  to  the  nund; 

My  mistress  is  kere, 

And  faith  I  don^t  fear; 
I  always  am  happy,  she  always  is  kiud. 

AIR  CHAlf  GS9. 

A  pox  o'  your  lasses, 
A  shot  of  my  glaasea 
Your  arrow  surpasses ; 
Fornothing  but  asscs 

Will  dra  w  iu  your  team : 
Whiist  thns  1  am  drinkin^ 
My  misery  sinking; 
The  cannikln  clinking, 
'  I*m  lost  to  all  tbinkin^ 

And  eare  is  a  dreaou 

CUPID, 

ProYoking  insolence! 

BACGBUS. 

Wfaat  word^itutten! 
Ąlu !  pooT  Iktłe  creature,  how  ^t  sputteca ! 

CUMB. 

Away^  you  drunken  wild— «« 
BACCHM, 

Away,  you  silly  child-— * 

CUPID. 

Fly,  or  else  I  Ul  wouad  tby  soul, 

BACCUU8. 

2oiUids !  I  'H  drown  thee  in  tbe  bowl« 

CUPID. 

You  rascally  broacber, 
You  hogshead  of  Jiiqu9r; 

BACCRU8. 

Yos  ikadow,  yoa  poshDher ; 
Aha! — bring  me  a  stjck  liere^ 
I  'U  give  you  a  trimmer, 
Youbladderofi ' 


CHATTERTON^S  POEMS. 

cinpi0^ 

You  soul  fń  a  brimmet— 


BACCim. 

You  tool  of  tbe  fair — 

CUPIflk 

You  moyeable  toB, 
You  tippler,  you  sot** 

BACIUIDi. 

Nay,  tben  tbe  work'8  doae^ 
Mv  arrow  is  shot. 
[BorcAtti  ihnm  the  conientiąfAe  btmi  M  Otpiłiftif 

andnauifffi 

SCENĘ  yiL 
Cupiu.. 

»  atCITATIYB. 

Kind  usage  this — it  sorely  sball  beiUl  hinm 
Here's  my  best  arrow»  and  by  HeaA  I  'U  wuĄ 
him.  .  [km] 

Reven?e!    Revenge!  Ob,  ho\7  Ik)nf  towonri 
Now  all  tbe  paugs  of  slighted  lorę  confoand  hift 

ATB. 

No  mora  in  tbe  bovl 

His  brutalized  soul 
Shall  find  a  retreat  froni  the  lass : 

I  'U  pay  bioiy 

An4  »łAy  hiiD^ 
His  love  shałl  be  dry  aa  his  glai^ 

[Eat. 


ACT  II.    SCENĘ  L 
B  Accaus,  wHk  ku  haml  m  ha  iWoi 

AIR. 

Alas !  alas !  bow  iast 

I  fect  my  spirits  sinking ; 

Tbe  joys  of  life  are  past, 

1  *ve  Iast  the.power  of  dnnklng : 

Egad,  I  find  at  Iast, 

The  heav*nly  chąrm  of  tinkinn^ 

And  iń  the  sound  I  cast 

The  miseries  of  thinkini^ 

iU|CITAT|Vft 

Pm  plaguy  ill — in  dev'Uah  bad  conditioiH* 
What  shall  I  do— I  Ml  send  for  a  piyiiciaa: 
But  then  the  korrid  fees—aye,  there'stbe  ąuestiot* 
Tis  losing  all  a  man'8  estate  in  jestiog; 
Whiist  nurses  and  apotbacaries  partak&-"  {adie. 
Zounds,  this  wilL  nerer  do,  'twiU  make  my  beut 
Come  then,  ye  fidlers,  play  up  fother  bont, 
1  've  a  new  nostrum,  and  I  ^H  sing  it  out 

AIR. 

Scca|M,  je  fidlerst  tiakl8»  tiaUe, 
Musie  makes  my  twinklers  twinlde; 

Humming, 

Tkrumąiiug^ 

Oroaning, 

Toning, 

Squeaking;» 

Shrieking, 

Bawling, 

Q  tj#tveet  cbaims  oC  tiakle,  tłiikkt 
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BKcrr&tfTB. 


Boi  this  U  trilling  with  the  bot  diaease^ 
Kor  włoe,  nor  brandy  now  can  give  me  eaje* 

AIR. 

When  a  jolly  toper  ath, 

And  bis  nectar  boCUę  faiłs,' 
He  's  in  a  most  heaven1y  ogodition: 

Unięss  he  can  drink. 

To  tbe  gnve  be  mattsink, 
And  deatb  be  bit  only  phyfickuL 

RBCITATITE. 

ZouodSy  can*t  I  gueu  the  cause— buili«-cou]d  I 

■ay  a 
fibort  prayer  ot  two,  witb  t>retty  mistrcss  Maia. 
Ah !  tbere  it  is!  wby  1  was  woundy  stupid  ! 
Faith,  tbis  is  aU  tbe  bandy  w^rk  of  Capid. 

Sinoe  I  'm  in  lorę  then»  orer  ears  and  hend  in, 
Tis  time  to  look  about  for  bed  and  bcddtng: 
fint  firat  unoorering,  in  this  magie  hcimet, 
l'tt  ibow  tbe  god  tbat  love  and  wiue  are  well  met. 


Tm  tfae  bowi,  and  fili  it  higb» 
Va8t  as  tbe  eztended  sky* 
Since  tbe  dire  disease  is  found, 
Wine^s  a  balm  to  cure  the  wound : 
O  tbe  rapturous  delights ! 
Wben  witb  women  winę  unites. 

RBCITATiye. 

o  berę,  my  tatyrs,  fili  the  mighty  cup. 
Hastę,  fly,  begóne,  I'm  dying  for  a  sup. 

AIR. 

1 11  ily  to  ber  anns. 

And  rifle  ber  cbarms, 
In  kisses  and  compliments  larisb; 

Wben  beated  by  winę, 

If  she  tshould  not  incline, 
VU  try  all  my  courage,  and  raTisb. 

SCENĘ  n. 
A  dark  nom» 

JUNO. 

R«ritATivie» 

Now,  master  Jupiter,  1  'Ił  catch  yon  napplng^— 
Gad,  yoa  'II  be  fioely  banqper'd  yoiirowti  trap  io. 
Would  ev'ry  busband  follow  your  example. 
And  take  npon  himself  bis  own  adorning. 
No  morę  would  wives  upon  their  trattmelft  trampie; 
Ko  morę  would  stand  tbe  anciettt  trade  of  horning. 

AIR. 

Wbat  wife  but,  like  me» 

Her  but»baud  would  SjBe, 
A  rakehelly  fellow,  a  ranter,  a  MMrer : 

If  mistaking  ber  charms, 

He  sbould  die  in  ber  arma. 
And  loee  tbecoldspouse  in  the  warmtb  of  the  lorer 

RECfTATlYE. 
Impatiently  I  i^ait'    ■  ■ 

AIR. 

Hark!  bark!  tbe  god  appfoachet, 
He  longs  to  easc  bit  paiu ; 
Oh,  bow  tbis  lorę  incroaches, 
Thro'  ev*rf  trembling  veln. 


Oh,  bow  my  pattion's  ritingi  . 
And  tfiumping  in  my  breatt ; 
•     'Tis  sometbiug  most  surprising, 
IshaU  bedoubly  blest.    • 

RECiTATtTB. 
»     •» 

He's  here— KoW  protper,  Lorę,  my  undertaking. 
1 11  steal  aside->I  'm  in  a  piteous  4|uakiDg. 

SCENĘ  III. 


Juro,  Bacchui. 

^  RACCItUS. 

R£CltATIVe. 

Now,  pretty  mistress  Maia,  I  'in  yuur  humble-*- 
But  ftith,  I  'd  beUer  look  before  I  tun>ble; 
For  should  the  little  gipsey  make  resistance, 
And  cali  in  witnesses  to  hcr  aitsistance; 
Then^Bacehas,  uhouM  yoar  friendf>or  sisiter  fbil  y\ 
Yeu  11  look  confounded  qaeerat  the  Qłd  Bailey«>* 

AIR. 

The  man  tbat  bas  tto  friend  at  court, 
Must  miike  the  laws  confinn  his  sport; 
But  he  tbat  bas,  by  dint  of  flaws, 
May  make  his  sport  confine  the  laws, 

RECITATITB. 

Zounds !  1  'tc  a  project,  and  a  fine  one  too ; 
What  will  not  passion  and  invention  do? 
I  'U  imitate  the  voice  and  sound  of  Jo%'et 
Tbe  girl*8  ambition  wont  withstand  his  \<fre: 
But  should  she  sqttaU,  and  ery  a  rape,  and  scrcam 
on  >t,  [on  't — 

Presto,  I'm  gone,  and  Jove  a^ill  bcar  the  blame 
The  fapce  begin.sthe  prologue's  wond'n>us  tcasing, 
Pray  Cupid,  tbe  catastrophe  be  pleasing. 

AIR. 

Oh !  where  is  my  Maia  ?  O  say 
What  shadow  conceals  the  fair  roaid; 
Bring  hithcr  the  lantern  of  day. 
And  show  me  wbere  Maia  is  laid. 

EnTious  yapour»,  Ay  away; 
Come  ye  streaming  lights,  discorer. 
To  an  aident,  dying  loter, 
Maia  and  tbe  charms  of  day. 

RECtTATITC  [awftS; 

I  liave  you  £tst— by  all  my  wrongs  t  *1t  fit  ye, 
Wise  as  you  are,  peibapt  I  may  outwit  ye. 

AIR. 

Herę  thy  longing  Maia  łies, 
Passion  flaming  iif  het  eyc^B  ; 

Whtist  ber  faetot 

Is  tbumping,  beatingi 

AU  in.  a  heaty  in 

Erery  part: 

Łrke  the  eic^Mi> 

All  commotion^ 
Through  her  veins  tbe  billows  roiły 
And  the  soft  tempest  ruMes  all  ber  sou1« 


BACCHUS. 
RECITATIYB. 


[asute. 


Gods  f  I  hare  struck  upon  the  yery  minutę; 
I  shali  be  bappy>  or  tlie  deriPs  in  it: 


{  U  N 


r> 


4B6 
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It  seems  some  auignation  was  intended, 

1  'd  pamp  it — but  least  said  »  sooDest  mended* 

AIR. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  hour ! 
Cupid  now  exalts  his  power;  ^ 
In  my  breast  the  passion  rajging, 
Ali  my  tremblingirame  engagiug, 
8ets  my  every  sense  on  fire : 
Let  U8,  Maia,  now  retire. 

JUlfO.         \ 
RECITATIYB. 

But  say,  should  I  resign  my  virgin  charms^ 
Would  you  be  eyer  constant  to  my  aitas? 
Would  not  your  Juno  rob  me  of  yourkindneis? 
Must  you  not  trackie  to  her  royal  bigfaness  > 

BACCHTJ8. 

No!  by  the dlrty  wayes  of  Styx  1  swear  it. 
My  love  is  your'8,  my  wife  shall  nerer  shaie  it. 

T!b  a  8ad  compliment,  bat  I  maat  bwt  it. 

BAOCBUS. 

Aią. 

Then  let  's  away, 
And  never  delay, 
>tl8  folly  to  stay 

From  rapture  and  loTe; 
I  ńcken,  I  die ; 
O  come  let  us  fly, 
From  the  blue  Taulted  tky 

To  the  Paphian  Grove. 

JUKO, 

Then  away, 
lobey 

ŁoTe  and  naturę; 

BAOCHUI* 

Since  'tis  so, 
Let  U8  goy 
Dearest  creature! 

SCENĘ  IV. 
Juno,  Bacchus,  Jupiteb^ 

JUPITER. 
RBCITATIYB. 

I  heard  a  Toice  within,  or  else  I  *m  tipsey-* 
Maia«  where  are  you?  Come,  you  litlle  gipsey. 

BACCHUS. 

Maia*8  with  me,  sir ;  who  the  deril  are  ye> 
8Jrrah,  be  gone ;  I  'U  trim  you  if  you  tarry. 

JUPITER. 

Fine  lingo  this  tó  Jupiter !-— Why  truły 
I  'm  JoYe  the  ^oiid*i 


JUNO. 

Out,  you  rascal,  you  He— 

BAGCHUS. 

'Tis  I  am  Jupiter,  I  wield  the  thunder ! 

ZoaiidB,  I  '11  sneak  bff  before  they  find  the  blunder. 

JUPITER. 

Breaking  from  above,  below 
Fk)w,  ye  gleams  of  monung,  flow: 


Rise^  ye  glories  of  the  day, 
Rise  at  once  with  strengtliei^d  r«y« 

[Sudden  li^^aU 

BACCHUI. 

Zoondi,  what  can  this  mean  1 

JUNO. 

I  am  all  coalbsionl 

JUPITER. 

Your  pardon,  Jaoo,  for  this  rade  intniaioa. 
Ipsatiate  monster !  I  may  now  be  jealoos ; 
If  I  'Te  my  mistresies,  yoa  hare  yow  felknn : 
I  'm  now  a  Tery  husband  without  doabt» 
I  feel  the  honours  of  my  forehead  tpcout. 

AIR.^ 

Was  it  for  tfais,  from  moming  to  nigbi 
Tempests  and  hurricanes  dwełt  oo  your  tODgne; 
Ever  complaining  of  coldness  and  sUght, 
And  the  same  peal  was  etemally  rang  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  was  stinted  of  joy, 
Pleasore  and  happiness  banishM  my  breait, 
PoisonM  with  fondnesa  which  erer  mnat  cloy, 
PinnM  to  your  8leeve,  and  deny*d  to  be  Meat^ 

RBCITAT1VE. 

I  swear  by  Styr,  and  that  's  an  horrid  oaŁh» 
I  'U  haTe  rerenge,  and  that  upon  you  both. 

JUNO. 

Nay,  hear  me,  Jore,  by  all  tbąfs  serioas  to(v 
I  swear  1  took  the  drunken  dog  for  you. 

BACCHUS. 

And  with  as  safe  a  conscience,  I  cao  say,  as 
I  now  stand  here,  I  thóught  Łhe  charnhó'  Maii^ 

JUPITER. 

It  cannot  bo    ' 

AIR. 

I'Unotbecheate0« 
Nor  be  treated 
Uke  the  plaything  of  yonr  wilL 

JUNO. 

imnotbeslighted, 
1 11  be  righted. 
And  I  '11  keep  my  spirits  itilL 

JUPITER.  [TS^Asocba 

You  pitifol  cully— 

JUNO  amd  BAOCHUt.        \To  Jwpker. 

You  rakehelly  bully, 
Your  blusteringt 
Clattering, 
Flusteringy 
Spattering, 
Thundering, 
Bhmdering, 
.  Idefy. 

JUPITBR. 

Go  mihd  your  toping, 
Nerer  oome  groping 

Into  my  ąuarters,  I  dasire^  sir: 
Herę  you  come  horning. 
And  aidoming 

JUNO. 

You  are  a  liar,  sir. 


THE  R£VEN6Ł 


*V 


VoQ  Re,  lir,  700  lie. 

SCENĘ  V. 

Jl«0,  BACCBin,  JUPITBR,  CUPUk 

CITPfll. 
RECITATIW. 

Herę  are  tbe  lovers  all  at  clapper-elawiDg; 
A  Tery  pretty  scenę  ibr  Cołletff  drawing. 
Ohoy  immortals,  why  this  catterwaullng?  . 
Thiough  all  Olympus  1  haye  beard  your  bawling. 

JUNO. 

Ab !  Cupid,  your  6ne  plotting,  witb  a  poz, 
Has  set  all  in  tbe  wrong  box. 
Uniwel  quickly,  for  tbe  thuiid'rer  swean 
To  puU  creation  down  about  our  ears. 

CUPID. 
AIK. 

Atteod!  Attend!  Attend! 
Ood,  demi-god,  and  fiend, 

Mortals  and  immoitals  tee, 
Hitber  tum  your  wond'ring  eyes, 
See  tbe  rulers  of  the  skies 

CoQquer'd  aU,  and  slayes  to  me* 

^PITSR. 
SBCITATITKi 

Pdx  iP  3roiir  brawling  I  baste,  unriddle  ąuicldy, 
Or  by  tlie  thunderof  my^power  TU  tickle  ye. 

CUPIA. 

Yoa,  JoTe»  as  pnnctualto  your  assignation, 
Came  here  with  Maia  to  be  very  bappy; 
l^ttt  Juno,  out  of  a  fond  inclination, 
Stept  in  ber  room,  of  all  your  love  to  trap  ye. 
Strack  by  my  power,  wbich  tbe  slare  dai^d^despife, 
Baccbus  was  wounded  too  by  Maia's  eyes. 
And  bitber  stealiog  to  appease  his  love, 
Tbongbt  Juno  Maia;  she  thougbt  Baccbus  JoYe. 
Here  reits  tbe  matter: — are  you  all  contented? 


JUMO. 


Tben  contented  I  resigo 
My  prerogative  of  scolding; 
Saiet  when  thy  loTe  is  minę, 
When  my  arms  witb  thine  are  folding. 


CUPIO. 


Then,  joUy  Baccbus,  why  sbould  we  stand  out, 
If  we  bave  quarrelled,  zounds  we*ll  drink  about. 

AIE. 

Loye  and  winę  uniting, 
Rule  without  oontroul, 
Are  to  tbe  sense  deligbting. 
And  captirate  the  soul. 

Loye  and  winę  uniting, 
Are  eyery  where  ador'd;    . 
Their  pleasures  are  inyiting, 
AU  Heav'n  tbey  can  afford. 

BAcmus. 

Zounde,  1  agree,  His  folly  to  oppose  H: 

Let's  pay  our  duty  here,  and  tben  weUl  doie  it. 


Ho!  No!  not  I- 


JCMO. 
BACCHUf. 

l*m  glad  I  was  preyented. 

JDPITSR.  lAńie, 

A  lucky  disappointment,  on  my  life, 

AU  loye  is  thrown  away  upon  a  wife: 

How  sad !  my  intermption  could  not  please  ber. 

Sbe  moyes  my  pHy — 

CDPID. 

Softęui  Joye,  ai)d  ease  ber. 

JUPITBR. 

Jttiio,  thy  band,  tbe  girls  no  morę  1*11  driye  at, 
J  wili  be  eyertbine— rorwencb  morepriyate.  [/Uide, 

AIR. 

Smootb  tbe  fiirrows  of  tby  brow^ 
Joye  is  all  the  loyer  now; 
O^erą  be*!!  no  morę  pucsue, 
Sut  ba  rrer  fi«M  tQ  yąm 


[To  the 

To  you,  ye  braye,  ye  fair,  ye  gay, 
Peimit  me  firom  myself  to  say ; 
The  jnicy  grapę  Ibr  you  sball  rise, 
In  aU  the  oolours  of  the  skies; 
For  you  the  vine's  delicions  firuit 
Sball  on  tbe  lofty  mountains  sboot; 
And  ey^iy  winę  to'  Bacchns  dear 
Sball  sparkle  in  periection  here. 

CUPID. 

For  you,  yt  &ir,  wbose  beayenly  charms 
Make  all  my  arrows  uscless  arms; 
For  you  sball  Uanders  lofty  flight 
Clasb  on  tbe  liBt*ning  ear  of  nigbt. 
And  the  soft  melting  sinking  lay 
In  gentle  accents  die  away: 
And  not  a  wbisper  sball  appear, 
Wbich  modesty  would  blush  to  hear. 

JUNO. 

Ye  braye,  the  pillars  of  tbe  8tate» 
In  yalour  and  in  oonduct  great. 
Por  you  the  rusbing  clang  of  arms, 
The  yell  of  battle  and  alarms, 
Shall  from  tbe  martial  trumpets  fly. 
And  echo  througb  the  mantUng  sky. 

JUPITBR. 

From  you,  ye  glories  of  mankind. 
We  hope  a  firm  support  to  flnd; 
All  tbat  our  humble  powera  can  do 
Shall  be  displayed  to  pleasure  you; 
On  you  we  build  a  wish'd  sucoess^ 
>Tis  yours,  like  deities  to  bless. 
Your  smiles  will  better  every  sceoe, 
And  dothe  our  barren  waste  in  greea. 

GHORUS. 

So  when  along  the  eastera  skies, 
The  glories  of  the  moming  rise, 
Tbe  humble  flower  wbich  slept  tbe  ntgh^ 
Expands  its  beauties  to  the  light, 
Qlow8  in  its  glossy  new  army. 
And  shines  amidst  the  shining  day« 

Enif^thelUmą^ 
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A  ĘACCttANAUAfl 

SUNe  BY  HR.  ftBIMHOŁR. 

Bacchus,  ever  smiling  pow^r, 
Patron  of  the  festi^e  hour ! 
Herę  tby  genuine  nectar  roli 
To  the  wide  capacious  bowl, 
While  gentility  and  glec 
Make  these  gardens  worthy  thee. 

Baccbus,  ever  mirth  and joy, 
JLaughing,  wanton,  happy  boy ! 
Herę  advance  thy  cluetered  crown, 
Send  tby  purple  blessings  down ; 
With  the  Ninę  to  pleaae  coaspire, 
Wreath  the  ivy  round  tJie  lyre. 


TlfE  INVJTATION. 

TO  BB  SUHG  BY  Bf  R8.  RYRTHEIiEMON  ARO 
BIASTKR  CBEMEY. 

■K^AY  to  the  woodlanda,  away ! 
The  shepherds  are  forming  a  ring 
To  dance  to  the  honour  of  May, 
And  welcome  the  pleasures  oi  Spring. 
The  shepberdess  labours  a  grace. 
And  shines  in  ber  Sunday'8  array. 
And  bears  in  tbe  bloom.  of  ber  ^e 
The  charms  and  tbe  beauties  of  May. 
Away  to  the  woodlands,  away ! 
The  shepheTds  are  forming  a  ring,  &c. 

Away  to  the  woodlands,  away! 

And  join  with  the  amorous  train:  . 

'Tis  treason  to  la6odr  to  day, 

Kow  Bacchus  and  Cupid  most  reign. 

With  garlands  of  primroscs  madę, 

And  crownM  with  the  sweet  blooroing  spray, 

Thro*  woodland,  and  meadow,  and  shade, 

We*ll  dance  to  the  honour  of  May. 

Away  to  the,  flcc. 


A  BACCHANALIAN. 

What  18  war  and  all  łts  joys?- 
UsełeBS  mischief,  emptynoise. 
What  are  arms  and  trophies  won? 
Spangles'gHttertng  in  the  san. 
Rosy  Bacchus,  give  me  winę; 
Happiness  js  only  thine ! 

What  18  love.without  the  bowt? 
'lis  a  languor  of  the  soul : 
Crown'd  witih  ivy,  Yenus  charms, 
tvy  courts  me  to  her  arms. 
Bacchus,  give  me  love  and  winę; 
Happiness  is  only  thine ! 


THE  VJMGJN*S  CHOICJS. 

YouNG  Strephon  is  as  fair  a  swain, 
As  e^er  a  shepherd  of  the  plain 

In  all  the  hundred  round; 
But  Ralph  bas  tempting  shouldersj  ^rae. 
And  will  as  quick1y;  byjg]^  to 

At  any  tojie  loiioJ.  . 


Young  Colin  betftrrarejy  fbre,. 
And  cudgels  with  an  acti^e  grace^      ' 

In  every  thing  comptete; 
But  Hobbinol  can  daaoe  divine, 
Gods !  how  his  manly  beauties  sbine^ 

Wfaen  Jigging  wHh  bas  feet. 

Roger  18  yery  stout  and  strong. 
And  Thyrsis  sings  a  heayenly  song. 

Soft  Giles  is  brisk  and  smali/ 
Wbo  sbaU  I  ehooMi?  who  shall  I  ahuif 
Why  must  I  be  conSoM  to  one  ? 

Wfay  cant  1  faave  them  ttll^ 


THE  HAPPY  PAIR- 

ITREPHOM. 

Lucy,  sińce  the  knot  was  ty'd, 
Which  confirm*d  thce  Strepiiob*<  btide, 
All  is  plea8ure,all  isjoy, 
Marricd  love  can  nevcr  cloy; 
Łeam,  ye  rover8,  Icam  from  thit^ 
Marriage  is  the  road  to  bliss. 

LUCY. 

Whiist  tby  kindness  ev*ry  bonr 
Gathers  pleasure  with  its  power» 
Ix>ve  and  tenderness  in  thee 
Must  be  happhaess  to  me. 
Leam,  ye  royers,  leam  from  this* 
Marriage  is  substantial  bliss. 

BOTB. 

Godlike  Hymen,  ever  reign, 
Ruler  of  tbe  happy  train^ 
Lift  thy  flaming  toieb  abo^e, 
All  the  flights  of  wanton  loye, 
Pbaceful,  solid,  blest,  serene, 
Triumph  in  the  married  scenę. 

SVRRPHOR« 

Bl^  with  tbee,  the  sultry  day 
Flies  on  wing8  of  down  away, 
Łab*ring  o*er  the  yellow  ptafat, 
Open  to  tbe  san  and  lain, 
All  my  painftil  labours  fly, 
When  I  think  my  Lacy'8  nigb. 

ŁUCY. 

0  my  Strephon,  conld  my  heart 
Happiness  to  thee  impart, 

Joy  sbould  sing  away  the  honr, 
Love  should  eT'ry  pleaaore  8iio«*f, 
Search  my  iiuthftii  breast,  and  tee^ 

1  am  blest  in  loińac  thee. 


BOTH. 

Godlike  Hjrmen,  e^er  (reign, 
Ruler  of  the  happy  train. 
Lift  thy  flaming  foich  above 
All  the  flights  ot  wanton  ]ove, 
Peaceful,  solid,  blest,  serene, 
Triumph  in  the  oianied  scenę. 


RESIGNATION. 

[Copied  fron  a  poem  in  Cbatterton^a  baad^wiitii^ 
in  tbe  British  Musemn.] 

Haił  Resignalion,  hail  ambiguoas  dama^ 
Thou  Parthian  areheria  the  figlit  of  taiaf 


BESIGNATTON. 


4S9 


WBen  thou  \mti  drttwn  tbe  mytldt  ^1  betweoo, 
*Tis  the  poor  minister^t  ooncluding  soene. 
Slietter«d  beneftth  tby  pinions  he  wiUidrB«r% 
And  tells  08  his  int^grłty't  the  cauie. 
Sneakiog'  to  solitude  he  lails  at  state. 
And  imther  wonid  be  viiittOus  tban  be  greaty 
liUnents  tbe  impotence  of  those  wbo  guide, 
And  wishes  public  dMnoiire  may  subside. 
Bat  while  such  rogties  as  North  or  Sandwich  iteer, 
Our  j<rievan€e8  will  iiever  disappear. 

Hail  Resignation !  'tis  from  tbee  we  traoe 
The  Farious  Tillanies  of  power  and  plaoe» 
When  rascalsy  once  but  infamy  and  rags, 
Rich  with  a  nation*8  ruin,  swell  their  bags, 
Pnrchase  a  tide  and  a  rojral  smile. 
And  pay  to  be  distinguishably  vile. 
When  big  with  self  importance'  thus  they  fhine, 
Contented  with  their  gleanings  they  reaign. 
When  ministers,  unable  to  preside,' 
The  tott'riog  vehicle  no  looger  guide, 
The  powerful  Thane  prepaiesjto  kick  his  grace 
From  all  his  glorious  dignities  of  place, 
Bot  stiU  the  hooour  of  the  action's  tbine;, 
And  Grafton*8  tender  conscienoe  can  resign. 
lament  not  Gmfton  that  thy  hasty  fidl 
Turns  out  a  public  happiness  to  all, 
StiU  by  your  emptiness  of  look  appear 
The  niins  of  a  man  who  used  to  stcer, 
Still  wear  that  insignificance  of  &oe 
Wliich  dignifies  you  morę  than  power  or  place. 

Whilst  now  the  constitution  tott>ring  stands 
And  needs  tbe  firm  support  of  abie  hands, 
Yoar  gmoe  stood  foremoslf  in  the  glorious  cause 
To  shake  the  rery  basis  of  o«r  Jaws, 
Bat  thanks  to  Camden,  and  a  noUe  few, 
Tiiey  6temm*d  opprefl8ioa's  tide  and  conąuei^d 

you. 
How  can  your  pmdenoe  be  completeły  prais^d 
In  fiying  fiiom  the  stonn  jrourself  had  raisM, 
Wh<>n  the  black  clouds  of  disoord  veilM  the  sky, 
'Twas  more  than  prudence  in  your  gncb  to  6y, 
For  had  tbe  thunders  burst  upon  your  head 
Soon  had  you  miogled  with  the  headicss  dead. 
Kot  Butę  tho'  here,  the  deputy  of  ftite, 
Could  sare  so  vile  a  minister  of  state. 

Oft  has  the  Carlton  sybil  prophesy'd 
How  long  each  minister  of  state  should  guide, 
And  from  the  dark  recesses  of  ber  celi, 
When  Butę  was  absent,  would  to  Stuart  tell 
The  aecret  fates  of  senators  and  peers, 
What  Iord'8  ezalted  but  to  lose  his  ears, 
What  futura  plaiis  tbe  junto  have  design'd, 
What  writers'  are  ifith  Rockingham  oombin'd, 
Who  should  accept  a  privy  aeal  or  rod, 
Who*s  lord  lieotenant  of  the  Land  of  Nod, 
What  pensioB'd  nobleman  should  hołd  bis  post, 
What  poor  dependent  soor^d  without  his  host, 
What  patriot  big  with  popolar  applauae 
Should  J?>m  the  ministry  and  prop  the  canse, 
With  m^jiy  secrets  of  a  like  import, 
The  daily  tittle  Uttte  of  a  coart. 
By  common  fione  retail'd  as  ofike  news 
In  coffee-houses,  tayems,  ceUara,  stews. 
Oft  from  her  secret  casket  woukł  she  draw 
A  knotty  plan  to  undermine  the  law. 
Bot  tbo>  the  cooncil  sat  upon  tbe  scheme, 
Time  Ims  diwiovered  that  tis  all  a  dream. 

'  A  pen  drawn  thrangh  theta  woids, 
I  Soesy,  irretches? 


Long  had  she  known  fh%  datę  of  Gniftoii*s  power. 
And  in  ber  tablet  markM  his  flytng  hour, 
Rumour  reports,  a  message  from  her  celi 
ArriTcd  but  just  three  boars  bcfore  he  felL 
Weil  knew  the  subtłe  minister  of  state 
Her  knowledge  in  the  mysferies  of  iate. 
And  catching  erery  pension  he  could  find, 
Obey'd  the  fatal  summons  and  resignM. 

Far  in  the  north  amidst  whose  dreary  bilhi 
Nonę  bear  the  pleasant  murmMng  sound  of  ri]I% 
Where  no  soft  gale  in  dying  raptures  blows, 
Or  ought  whjch  bears  the  look  of  Terdure  git>ws» 
Save  where  the  north  wind  cuts  the  solemn  yew 
And  msset  rushes  drink  the  noiiuus  dew, 
Dank  exhalations  drawn  from  stagnant  moors, 
The  moming  dress  of  C&ledonia^s  shores. 
Upon  a  bleak  and  solitary  platn 
£xpo8'd  to  erery  storm  of  wind  and  rain, 
A  humble  cottage  rear'd  its  lowly.  head, 
Its  roof  with  matted  reeds  nnd  rushes  spread, 
The  walb  were  osiers  daub^d  with  alimy  clay« 
One  narrow  entrance  openM  to  the  day; 
Here  liVd  « laird  tbe  nder  of  his  elan, 
Whose  famę  thro'  every  northern  mountain  ran; 
Great  was  his  leaming,  Ibr  he  long  had  beea 
A  student  at  the  town  of  Aberdeen, 
Professor  of  all  languages  at  once; 
To  him%some  reckoned  ChapftUom  a  dunoś. 
With  happy  floency  he  Ieam*d  to  speak 
Syriac  or  tatin,  Arabie  or  Greek. 
Not  any  tongue  in  which  Oxoniao^  sing 
When  tbey  rejoke,  or  blubbcr  with  the  king. 
To  hiffi  appear'd  unknown:  with  sapient  lo(d( 
He  taught  tbe  Highland  meaning  of  each  cnMu^ 
But  often  when  to  pastimes  he  incUn'd» 
To  give  some  relaxatioa  to  his  mind, 
He  Taid  his  books  a&ide ;  forgot  to  read 
To  bunt  wild  goslings  down  the  rircr  TweedL 
To  Chase  a  starying  weezel  from  her  bod. 
And  wcar  the  spoil  triumphaut  on  his  head. 
*Ti8  true  bis  rent  roli  just  maintainM  his  stab^ 
But  some  in  spite  of  poTcrty  are  great 
Tho^  Famlne  sunk  ber  impress  on  his  (ace, 
StiU  you  migbt  tbera  his  haugltty  temper  tract, 
Desccuded  from  a  catalugue  of  kings 
Whose  warjikc  arcs  Mac  Pherson  sweetly  singsj 
He  borę  the  mąjesty  of  monarchs  past, 
Like  a  tali  pine  rent  with  the  winter'6  blast, 
Whose  spreading  trunk  and  withered  brane  hes  sho|jr 
How  glorious  once  tbe  lordly  tree  might  grow* 

Of  all  the  warring  passions  in  his  bsaasi 
Ambitłon  still  presided  o'er  the  rest, 
Tliis  is  the  spur  wbich  actuates  us  all, 
Tbe  Tłsionary  beight  whence  tbousands  fali, 
The  aathoi*s  hobby>faorse,  the  soklier's  8tee(^ 
Which  aids  him  i  u  each  miiitary  deed, 
The  lady's  dresser,  looking  glass  and  pain^  t 
The  wann  devotion  of  tbe  seeming  samt.^ 

Sawpey,  the  nobler  ruler  of  the  clant 
Had  numbei^*d  o*er  the  riper  years  of  ma^i 
Gracefiil  in  stature,  raTiAiing  his  mie% 
To  make  a  eonque#t  was  but  to  be  saen« 
Fir^d  by  ambition,  he  resoWd  to  roam 
Far  from  the  famine  of  his  natire  home. 
To  seek  the  wanner  dimate  of  the  south. 
And  at  one  banquBt  feast  his  eycs  and  mouth, 
In  Tain  the  am*roos  Highland  lass  complain*4« 
The  son  of  monarchs  would  not  be  restrain*^ 
Clad  in  his  native  many-colour*d  suit 
Forth  itniti  the  walking  ougeaty  of  Butę. 
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Hit  tpacious  sirord,  to  a  laige  wallet  stning, 
Across  bis  broad  capacious  sboulders  huog: 
As  from  the  hills  tbe  Land  of  Promise  rosę 
A  secret  transport  in  his  bosom  glows, 
A  joy  prophetic  untii  then  uaknown 
A8sur'd  him  all  he  vie\ni?d  would  be  bis  own. 
New  sceoes  of  pleasure  recreate  bis  sight, 
He  views  tbe  fertile  meadows  with  delight, 
Still  in  soliloąuy  be  prais'd  tbe  view. 
Nor  morę  was  pleas'd  with  futurę  scenes  at  Kew. 
His  wonder  broke  in  murmurs  from  his  tongue. 
No  morę  the  praise  of  Highland  hilis  be  sung, 
TiU  now  a  stranger  to  the  cbeerful  green, 
Where  springing  flowers  dirersify  tbe  scenę, 
Tbe  lofty  elm,  tbe  oak  of  lordly  look, 
The  wiilow  shadowing  the  bubbling  brook, 
The  hedges  blooming  with  tbe  sveets  of  May 
With  double  płelisare  roark'd  bb  gladsome  way. 
Having  tbro*  Tarying  rural  prospects  past, 
He  reachM  tbe  great  metropolis  at  last. 
Herę  Fate  beheld  him  as  he  trudg>d  the  street, 
Barę  was  his  buttocks  and  unsbod  bis  feet, 
A  leugthening  train  of  boys  displayed  him  great, 
He  8eeai'd  already  minister  of  state. 
The  Cariton  sybil  saw  his  graceful  mień. 
And  straigbt  foi|;ot  her  hopes  of  being  ąueen. 
•        •         a        •        •        • 

She  8igb'd,  she  wish'd,  swift  yirtuous  Cbndleigh  flew 
To  bring  tbe  Caledonian  snrain  to  Kew, 
Then  introduced  him  to  her  seciet  celi; 
What  further  can  the  modest  numbers  tell  ? 
•         •        •        • 

Nonę  rid  the  broomstaff  with  8o  good  a  grace, 
Or  pleas^d  ber  with  snch  majesty  of  fiice, 
EnrapturM  with  her  incnbus  she  sought 
How  to  reward  hit  merit  as  she  oogfat, 
ltesolved  to  make  him  greatest  of  tbe  great 
She  led  him  to  her  hidden  cave  of  state, 
There  spura  and  coronets  were  placed  aronnd 
And  pri?y  seals  were  scatteHd  on  tbe  grouad, 
H^  piles  of  houorary  truncheons  lay 

And  gleaming  stars '  artiQcial  day, 

With  mystic  rods  whose  magie  power  is  snoh 

They  metamorpbose  parties  with  a  tonclu 

Herę  hung  tbe  prinoely  -r— —  *  of  garter*d  blue 

With  Aags  of  ail  rarieties  of  hue. 

**  These,"  said  tbe  sybil,  '*  from  this  present  honr 

Arc  thińe,  with  every  dignity  of  power. 

N6  statesman  shall  be  tituiary  great. 

Nonę  shall  obtain  an  office  in  the  state 

Bat  such  whose  principles  and  manners  suit 

Tbe  virtnous  temper  of  the  ęarl  of  Butę, 

All  shall  pnrsne  thy  interest,  nonę  shall  guide 

But  such  as  you  repute  are  ąualify^d. 

Nu  morę  on  Scotland's  melancholy  plain 

Your  starving  GOuntr3nnen  shall  drink  the  rąin, 

But  hither  hasting  on  their  naked  feet 

Procure  a  place,  forget  tbemselyes,  and  eat. 

No  southern  patriot  shall  oppose  my  will,  - 

If  not  my  look,  my  treasurer  can  kill. 

His  pistol  neTer  fails  in  time  of  need. 

And  who  dares  contradict  my  power  shall  bleed. 

A  fiiture  Barrington  will  also  rise 

With  blood  and  death  to  entertain  my  eyes. 

But  tbis  forestalls  liłturity  and  iate,    , 

ril  chnse  tbe  present  honr  to  make  thee  great'* 

He  bowM  snbmission,  and  with  eager  view 

Caa'd  on  the  wither^d  otacle  of  Kew. 


Ill«8ibl€. 
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She  seizM  a  pendant  garter  and  begas 

To  elevate  the  ruler  of  the  elan, 

Girt  round  his  leg  tbe  honour*d  trifle  shone 

And  gather^d  double  lustre  fram  tbe  (hrone, 

With  native  dignity  he  filPd  the  stall, 

Tbe  wonder,  jest,  and  enmity  of  all. 

Not  yet  content  with  honorary  graoe 

The  sybil,  busy  for  the  ftweets  of  place, 

Kick'd  out  a  minister,  the  people's  pride. 

And  lifted  Sawney  in  his  place  to  guide. 

The  leader  of  the  treasury  he  rosę, 

Whilst  Fate  mark'd  down   the   nation's   AituTe 

woes. 
Mad  with  ambition,  his  imperious  band 
Scatter^d  oppression  tbro'  a  groaning  landf 
Still  taxe8  foUowed  taxes,  grants  supplies, 
With  e^ry  ill  resdting  l^m  excise. 
Not  satisfied  with  this  uojust  increase, 
He  struck  a  bolder  stroke  and  sold  the  peaee. 
The  Gallic  millions  so  conTinced  his  mtnd 
On  honourable  terms  the  treaty*s  8igo\L 

Bat  who  his  private  character  can  blame, 
Or  brand  his  tiUes  with  a  ▼illain's  name. , 
Upon  .an  estimation  of  the  gains 
He  sŁoop'd  beneath  himself  to  take  the  reSns, 
A  good  economist,  he  serv*d  the  crown 
And  madę  his  master'B  intereat  his  own. 
His  8tarving  friends  and  countrymen  appl^d^ 
To  share  the  ministry,  aasist  to  guide. 
Nor  askM  in  yain :— his  charitable  hand 
Madę  plenty  smile  in  Scotland^S  bamn  land, 
Her  wandering  sons  for  poTerty  renown*d 
Plaoea  and  pensions,  bribes  or  titles  found* 
Far  from  the  south  was  hnmble  meńt  fled 
Aod  on  the  northem  moontains  learU  her  headj 
And  genius  haTing  rang*d  beyond  the  Tweed 
Sat  brooding  upon  bards  who  could  not  read, 
WbUst  oourage  boasting  of  his  Highland  migfaft 
Mentions  not  Culloden's  inglortoas  fight. 
B^t  whilst  his  lordship  fiUs  the  honour?d  stall 
Aąiple  proyision  satisfies  them  all. 
Tbe  genius  sings  his  praise,  the  soldier  aweaią 
To  mutilate  each  murm*ring  caltiff^s  earsi 
The  father  of  his  country  they  adore. 

And  Iive  in  elegance  unknown  before, 

m        •        m         0 

Around  this  mystic  San  of  liqnid  gold 

A  swarm  of  planetary  statesmen  rotrd, 

Tho'  some  have  sińce  as  ministers  been  knows 

They  shone  with  borrow'd  lustre,  nottbeirowa. 

In  ev'ry  revolotion  day  and  night 

From  Butę  they  caaght  each  particie  of  lifbt, 

He  de8tłn'd  out  the  oiroles  they  fulfil, 

Hung  on  tbe  bulky  nothing  of  his  will. 

How  shall  I  brand  with  infamy  a  name 
Which  bids  defiance  to  all  sense  of  shame? 
How  sball  1  touch  his  iron  soul  with  pain, 
Who  bears  unmoT*d  a  multitode  complain  ? 
A  multitude  madę  wretched  by  bis  hand, 
The  common  ^curse  and  nuisance  of  the  land* 
Holland,  of  thee  I  sing:  infemal  wretch, 
Say,  can  thy  power  of  miscbief  further  streCcb^ 
Is  there  no  other  army  to  be  sold. 
No  town  to  be  destroyM  for  bribes  and  gold? 
Or  wiit  thou  rather  sit  eootented  down. 
And  starre  the  subject  to  enrich  the  crown  > 
That  when  the  treasury  can  boast  sof^ies 
Thy  pilfering  genius  may  baye  exercłse, 
Whilst  unaccounied  millions  pay  thy  toil 
Thou  art  secure  if  Butę  diTideithie  spoil, 
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Catclibig  bis  influence  from  the  best  of  kingt, 
Vloe  broods  beneath  tbe  sbadow  of  his  wiagi, 
The  Tengeance  of  a  nation  is  defy^d 
And  liberty  and  juitice  set  aside. 
I>istinguMh'd  robber  of  the  pnblic,  my, 
Wbat  nrg*d  thy  timid  apirifs  hasty  way? 
She  — ^  in  the  protection  of  a  Ung, 
Did  recoUection  paint  the  fiite  of  Byng? 
I>id  conscieoce  hołd  that  mirror  to  thy  sight, 
Or  AylyffiB*8  ghost  acoompany  thy  flight? 
la  Bote  morę  powerfol  than  the  soeptred  hand, 
Or  art  thoii  safer  in  a  foreign  land? 
In  Yain  the  scenę  rermquish'd  now  yon  griere, 
Cnrsing  the  moment  you  were  ibrced  to  lea^e 
Thy  ruins  on  the  isle  of  Thanet  built, 
The  Ihiits  of  plimder,  rillany  and  gnilt 
When  yon  presameon  English  gronnd  to  tread, 
Jnstice  will  lift  her  weapon  at  your  head. 
Contented  with  the  author  of  your  state, 
Maintain  the  con^ersation  of  the  great. 
Be  busy  in  confederacy  and  plot, 
And  aettle  what  shall  be  on  whatis  not, 
0is|rfay  the  statesman  in  some  wild  design^ 
Foretell  when  North  will  tumbie  and  resign, 
How  long  the  bnsy  Sandwich,  mad  lor  rule. 
Will  lose  his  labour  and  remain  a  fool. 
Bnt  yonr  acooonts,  the  subject  of  debatę. 
Arę  sunk  beoeath  the  notice  of  the  great, 
Let  brib*d  ezchequer  tellers  find  'em  jnst, 
While  on  the  penalty  of  place  they  must, 
Befbre  you^re  seen  your  honesty  is  elear. 
And  al]  will  evidently  right  appear. 

When  as  a  minister  you  had  your  day. 
And  gather^d  light  from  Bute>8  superior  ray» 
His  striking  representatiye  you  shone^ 
And  seemM  to  gUmmer  in  yourself  alone. 
Tbe  liTes  of  thousands  bartei^d  for  a  bribe, 
With  Tillanies  too  shocking  to  describe, 
Your  system  of  oppression  testify*d 
Nonę  but  the  oonscientious  Fox  could  guide. 
As  Bnte  is  fix'd  etemal  in  his  sphere 
And  ministers  reyoWe  around  in  air, 
Yonr  iniamy  with  such  a  lasting  ray 
Olow^  thro'  your  orb  in  one  opntinoed  day, 
Still  ablest  politicians  bold  digpute, 
Wbether  you  gave,  or  borrow'd  light  from  Butę. 
lioat  in  the  blaze  of  his  superior  paris. 
We  often  hąye  descry^d  youriittle  arts. 
Bat  at  a  proper  distance  from  his  sphere 
We  eaw  the  little  ylUain  disappear, 
When  drest  in  titles,  tbe  burlesque  of  place 
A  morę  illustrious  rascal  show'd  his  face, 
Your  destin'd  sphere  of  ministry  now  rop, 
Yon  dropt  like  otbers  in  the  parent  Son, 
Tbere  as  a  spot  you  purpose  to  remain. 
And  feek  pirotection  in  the  sybifs  swain. 
Gmfton  his  planetary  life  began, 
Tho*  ibreign  to  the  system  of  the  elan, 
Blowly  he  Toll*d  around  the  fount  of  light, 
Long  was  his  day,  but  looger  was  his  night. 
Inegnlar,  unequal  in  his  course, 
Now  languid  he  revolves,  now  rolls  with  force, 
His  scarce-coUected  light  obliquely  hurPd 
Was  scatter>d  ere  it  reachM  his  f rożen  world. 
Thro'  all  his  under  of&ces  of  place, 
Ali  hadconspir'd  to  represent  his  grace,     . 
Łifeleąs  and  duU  the  wbeels  of  state  were  driT^n, 
tkm  as  a  courtier  on  his  road  to  HeaYcn* 
If  espeditaon  urg'd  thę  duU  machinę 
fi«  ka«w  10  Uttlp  Qf  the  goldep  mean^ 


Swift  huny  and  ronfusion  wild  b<»gan 
To  discompoee  liie  Thane's  determin'd  plan. 
Errour,  his  secretary,  lent  his  aid 
To  undermine  each  plot  his  cunning  Iai<l; 
He  wrote  dispatches  in  his  grace^s  name. 
And  niin*d  every  project  North  could  frame. 
Yet  as  he  bIonder'd  thro*  the  lengthen'd  night 
He  seriously  protested  all  was  rigbt 
Since  dissipation  is  thy  only  joy, 
QOy  Grafton,  join  the  dance  and  aćt  the  boy; 
'Tis  not  for  ibps  in  cabinets  to  shine, 
And  justice  must  confess  that  title's  thine. 
Dress  to  exce88  and  powder  into  fsitne, 
In  drums  and  hurricanes  exalt  your  name. 
There  you  may  glitter,  there  your  worth  may  ńst 
Above  the  little  reach  of  vulgar  eyes. 
But  in  the  high  departments  of  the  state 
Your  talents  are  too  trifling  to  be  great. 
Thefe  all  your  impeifections  rise  to  vłe\v. 
Not  Sandwich  so  contemptible  as  you. 
Butę  from  the  summit  of  his  power  desery 'd 
Yonr  glaring  inabiłity  to  guide. 
And  mnstering  every  rascal  in  his  gang, 
Who  might  for  merit  all  together  hang, 
From  the  black  catalogue  and  worthy  crew, 
The  jesuitical  and  scheming  fsw, 
Selected  by  the  leader  of  the  elan, 
Received  instructions  for  their  futurę  plan. 
And  after  proper  adoration  paid 
Were  to  tfaetr  destin^d  sphere  of  state  conve}'*d« 
To  shine the  minister^ssatellites, 
Collect  his  light,  and  gire  his  lordsbip  ease, 
Reform  his  crooked  politics  and  draw 
A  morę  8evere  attack  npon  the  law, 
Settle  his  erring  rerolutions  right, 
And  give  in  just  proportion  day  and  night. 
Alas!  the  fbrce  ofScottish  pride  is  suchy 
These  mnshrooms  of  a  day  presnmM  too  much,    , 
Conscious  of  cnnning  and  superior  arts 
They  scornM  the  minister^s  too  trifling  parts, 
Grafton  resents  a  treatment  ao  nnjust. 
And  damnsHhe  Carlton  sybiPs  fiery  lust. 
By  wbich  a  scoundrel  Scot  opprest  the  reafm. 
And  rogues  below  contempt  di8grac'd  the  hełm* 
3wift  scandal  caught  tbe  aocents  as  they  fell. 
And  borę  them  to  the  sybil'a  secret  celj. 
Enrag'd  she  wing'd  a  messenger  to  Bnte, 
Some  minister  morę  able  to  depute; 
Her  character  and  yirtue  was  a  jest, 
Whilst  Grafton  was  of  useless  power  possest. 
This  done,  her  just  desire  of  yengeance  warm« 
She  gave  him  notice  of  the  bursting  storm; 
Timid  and  dubious  Grafton  fiiced  about, 
And  trembled  at  the  thoughts  of  being  out. 
But  as  no  lawa  tbe  sybiPs  power  confin'd, 
He  drop*d  his  Uushing  honoura  and  resignM. 

Step  fbrward,  North!  and  let  the  doubtful  sea. 
Wondera  and  miracles  reviv'd  in  thee. 
Did  not  the  living  witness  haunt  the  oourt, 
What  ear  had  giyen  fiaith  to  my  report? 
Amidst  the  rout  of  ministerial  slayes 
Rogues  who  want  genins  to  refine  to  kneyes,    • 
Who  could  imagine  that  the  wretch  morę  basa 
Should  flU  tiie  bighest  infomy  of  place? 
That  North  the  yile  domesttc  of  a  peer, 
Whose  name  an  Bnglishman  dctests  to  hear, 
ShouM  leaye  his  triyial  share  of  Bedfbrd's  galpt. 
Become  a  minister  and  take  the  reins. 
And  from  the  meanest  of  the  gang  ascen^ 
Aboye  hit  worthy  govenior  and  fri«nd2> 
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This  woDd^rouii  metamorphofe  of^  hour* 

SnfBciently  eviaced  tbe  sybiPs  power, 

To  ruin  oations,  little  ros^nes  to  raise, 

A  Tirtue  fiupeniatural  displays, 

W  bat  but  a  power  infemal  or  diviiie 

Coald  bonour  North,  or  make  bis  graoe  resign* 

Some  superficial  poUticiaos  tell 
Wben  (Srafton  from  bis  gilded  turret  fell, 
Tbe  sybil  substitutod  North  a  blank, 
A  mustered  feggot  to  complete  tbe  rank, 
Without  tbe  distant  tbought  that  eucb  a  tool 
Would  cbangc  its  being  and  aspire  to  rule: 
But  sucb  tbe  humbłe  Nortb'8  indulgent  fate, 
Vrhen  stridiufc  in  tbe  saddle  of  tbe  state 
He  caught  by  inspiration  statesmansbip, 
And  drove  tfie  slow  machinę  and  smackM  his  whip; 
Whilst  Bedford  wondering  at  bis  sudden  skiii 
lVitb  revercnce  tIcwM  tbe  packborse  of  his  wilL 

His  mąjesty  (the  buttons  thrown  astdc) 
Declar^d  bis  fix*d  intention  to  preside. 
No  longcr  sacńficed  to  eTery  knare 
He*d  shonr  himself  discreet  as  well  as  brave; 
In  every  cabinet  and  councit  cause 
He^d  be  dictator  and  enfbrce  tbe  laws. 
Wbilst  North  sboidd  iu  his  present  office  stand 
As  understrapper  to  direct  bis  hand. 

Now  Expectation,  now  extoiid  thy  wing  I 
Happy  tbe  ]and  wbose  niinł8ter's  a  king. 
Happy  tbe  king  who  mlkig  each  debatę 
Can  peep  through  every  rognery  of  state. 
See  Hopearrayed  in  robes  of  viigin  wbite, 
Trailing  an  arch'd  variety  of  light, 
Comes  showering  blessings  on  a  min^  lealm, 
Aiftl  sbows  thc  crown^d  director  of  tbe  hełm. 
Return,  fair  goddess,  till  some  futurę  day ; 
Tbe  king  lias  see n  tbe  errour  of  his  way; 
And  by  bis  smarting  shoulders  seems  to  ieeł 
Tbe  wbcel  of  state  is  not  a  Catbariiie  nibeel. 
Wise  by  Gxpericnce,  generał  nurse  of  fook, 
He  lenves  the  miuistry  to  venal  tools. 
And  finds  his  happy  taleots  better  suit 
The  making  buttons  for  his  £svoariti  Butę, 
In  counteuancing  the  ualawful  Tiews 
Whicb  North,  tbe  delegate  of*Bute,.pursues, 
In  glossing  witb  autbority  a  train 
lYhose  names  are  ioĄuny,  acd  objects  gain. 

Hail,  filial  dntyl  great  if  rigbtly  tts'd, 
How  little,  wheu  mistaken  and  abu8*d; 
View*d  from  one  point,  bow  glorious  art  thoa  peen, 
From  otbersy  how  degenemte  aad  meaa. 
A  seraph  or  an  idiat's  bead  we  see: 
Oft  on  the  latter  stands  tbe  type  of  thee, 
A  nd  bowing  at  his  parenfs  koee  is  drest 
|n  a  lon^  huod  of  many-ookmc^d  vest. 

The  sccptred  king  wbo  dignifies  a  throne, 
Sbould  be  in  private  Wio  himself  alone. 
No  friend  cr  mother  sbould  his  conscienee  scao, 
Or  wiih  tbe  nation'8  head  coafoofid  the  man* 
Łike  juggUng  Malcbi  Zadok's  priestiah  ple*^ 
Collected  iu  łuntself  a  king  sbould  be. 
But  truths  may  be  uaweloome,  and  tlie'Uy 
Which  shall  tQ  royal  ears  saeh  tniihs  oosTay* 
The  coaflagiatioas  of  tlie  hajigman>s  irs 
May  roast  and  esecute  with  foreign  llrew 
Tbe  Muse  who  yalues  safety  staatt  retuni, 
And  sing  of  subjeets  where  sbe  <»iiDOi  bom, 
CoDtinue  North  thy  vi]e  bnrlesiiae  of  power. 
And  weap  the  harrest  of  tbe  presast  bgnr,    ' 
CjUect  and  fili  thy  cofibrs  witb  tbe  spoil 
Aod  Ifit  thy  gęAmiUĘ^  WM^fr  tkf  toik 


Wbilat  the  rogues  out  revile  tte  «ttfcals  to, 

Repęat  thc  proreib,  "  let  thosc  Uugb  that  win:* 

Fleeting  and  transitory  is  the  datę 

Of  subląnary  ministers  of  state, 

Then  whilst  thy  summer  lasts,  prepare  the  hay. 

Nor  trust  to  autttDm  and  a  futurę  day. 

I  leave  tbee  now,  but  with  intent  to  tracę 
The  yillains  and  the  honest  men  of  plaoe. 
Tbe  flrst  are  still  assisting  in  thy  traiii 
To  aid  tbe  pHlage  and  divide  the  gaitt. 
The  leat  of  knówn  integrłty  of  mind 
Forsook  a  venal  party  and  resign*d. 

Come  SatiiY !  aid  me  to  display  ttie  first^ 
Of  every  honest  Englishman  accurst, 
Come  Truth,  assist  mc  to  prepare  the  lays, 
Where  worth  demonds,  and  giv€  the  latter  praite. 
Ingeniotn  Sandwich,  whither  dost  thoo  Hf 
To  shun  tbe  ceosure  of  the  publlc  eyc> 
Dost  thou  want  matter  for  another  si^eech, 
Or  othcr  works  of  genius  to  impeach? 
Or  would  thy  insignificance  and  ptide 
Presume  above  thyself  and  seek  to  guidcf 
Pursue  thy  igniS'fatuuB  of  power. 
And  cali  to  thy  assistance  virtuou8  Gower, 
Set  Rigby's  happy  countepanoe  in  play. 
To  TiiMiicate  wbatev^  you  can  say. 
Then  w^en  you  totter  into  place  aad  famę,  • 
With  double  infiuny  you  brand  your  nanw. 
^y,  Sandwich,  in  the  winter  of  your  datę, 
Can  you  ascend  the  hobby-horse  of  state* 
Do  titles  echo  grateful  in  your  ear, 
Or  is  it  mockery  to  cali  you  peer? 
In        ■  ..I  silver'd  age  to  play  the  fo(A, 
And  .    ■        with  rascals  infismons  a  tool; 
Plainly  denote  your  jndgment  is  no  morę, 
Your  bonour  was  citinguish'd  loog  before. 

Say,  if  reflection  eyer  blest  thy  mind*, 
Hast  thou  one  real  friend  among  maakiiid  > 
Thou  hadst  one  once,  free,  generous  and  sineer^ 
Too  good  a  senator  for  such  a  peer, 
Him  thou  hast  ofTer^d  as  a  sacri&ce 
To  lewdness,  immorality  and  rice* 
Your        •    •y        scoundrel  set  the  gin. 
And  fKendship  was  the  bait  to  draw  him  uu 
What  honourable  yillain  could  they  find 
Of  Sand«ich*s  latudinary  mind? 
Tho'  intimacy  seem'd  to  stop  the  way, 
You  they  employ'd  to  tempt  him  and  betrny 
Fuli  weli  you  exectited  tbeir  comraands, 
Weil  you  deserv>d  the  pewion  at  thełr  ^lauftit 
For  you  in  bours  of  trifting  be  comfdled 
A  dissei-tation  blasphemons  and  wild. 
Be  it  recorded  too,  at  your  desire, 
He  called  for  demons  to  assist  bis  lyre, 
Relying  on  yonr  friendsbip  soon  be  found 
How  dangerous  the  support  of  rotten  groond. 
In  your  infemal  attributes  array^d, 
You  seiz^d  the  wish*d-for  poem  and  beln3r"d, 

Hail  mightyTwitcher!  can  my  feeble  lii^ 
Give  doe  rewaid  to  merit  sneh  aa  thine  } 
Not  Churchill's  keenest  sfttire  erfer  YcachM 
The  conscieoc6  of  the  rascal  wbo  impeactfd. 
My  feeble  numbers  and  QBtBtor'd  lay 
On  SMch  an  hardenM  wtetefa  is  thrown  away 
I  lea^e  tbee  to  the  impotent  delrght 
Of  visiting  tbe  harlots  of  the  nlght. 
Go  bcar  thy  nightingnlć^s  enchanting  strai% 
My  satiire  riiaU  not  dart  a  sttng  in  vaia, 

.S  Ftitimusiltf ,  I  bellfre. 
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f  here  yoQ  moy  ^owt  one  faaw  ia  •iiUiUi«*d» 
Tbo*  age  preseut  your  other  aeasM  pain^d. 
Go,  Sandwich,  if  thy  fire  of  loat  oeiapeU 
Regale  at  Uanpington*B  rdłgtouB  ceU» 

[^legHU 

Kxert  your  poor  ondea^oun  a«  3PQU  plOM6^ 
The  jeat  and  tmhble  of  tłie  kariot  orav» 
What  entertaiaM  yoor  yoatb»  m  ag«  p«faiMk 

When  Graftoa  ahook  oppTfctioii's  ifoa  rod, 
Like  E9ypt*8  lioe,  tbe  instrumeot  of  God, 
Whcn  Caniden,  dńTen  from  his  ofiice^  san 
The  last  wcak  eSbrts  of  espiring  law» 
When  Baie,  the  regulator  of  tka  siata 
Prefien^d  tlŃe  vieioQ£,  to  transplant^  Ihe  gff at» 
When  rank  conrupiion  thro'  aU  oniers  raA  ^ 

And  in&my  united  Sawney^s  elan, 
When  ereiy  pffloe  was  wilk  roguea  disgrae^d. 
And  the  Sootcb  dialeci  becaine  the  tast^— 
CooM  Beaufort  witk  such  creatures  stay  l^hlnd? 
No,  Beaufort  was  a  Briton,  aad  iesiga'd. 
Thy  resignatiop,  Somerset,  ahall  skinę 
When  time  hath  bmryed  the  recofding  line^ 
And  prtmdly  giaring  in  tke  roUs  of  fome, 
With  morę  tłian  titles  decoratc  tky  oaine. 
Amidst  the  gatker^d  ratcals  of  the  age, 
Who  mnrder  noble  parts^  the  court  Ueir  itage. 
One  nobleman  of  boaesty  remains, 
Who  scoms  lo  draw  in  BUBisterial  chains, 
Who  honoura  Yirtua  and  his  country'8  peace^ 
And  sees  with  pity  grievancc8  inciease. 
Who  kimvely  left  aU  soidid  view8  of  place, 
And  lives  the  kenour  of  tbe  Beaufort  race. 

Deep  IB  the  secret,  Sarringtoa  and  Gower^ 
RaisM  opoB  Tillany,  aspire  to  power, 
Big  with  importance  tksy  preswne  to  lisa 
AboTe  a  minister  they  must  despise, 
Whiist  Barrington  as  secretary  showa 
How  many  peasions  paid  his  k^food  and  blows; 
And  Gower,  the  hwnbler  creature  of  the  two, 
Has  only  futurę  prospects  in  bis  ^iew. 
Bat  North  reqaircs  aasistance  from  the  gtcat 
To  work  amitker  bnttoa  in  tbe  state, 
That  Weymoutb  inay  complete  tke  birthday  suit, 
^11  trimm*d  by  Twitcker  and  cot  out  by  Butę. 
So  many  wortky  scbenersmust  produce 
A  8tatesmao's  coat  of  universal  use; 
Some  system  of  eooaomy  to  save 
Anotkar  milliou  for  another  knave. 
domaptao  to  make  a  duty*  łarge  before^ 
Additionałly  great,  te  gi ind  tbe  poor. 
For  'tis  a  maxim  with  tbe  guiding  wise, 
Jttst  as  tbe  commoos  siak  tke  lich  arise. 

If  ministers  and  privy  council  knayes 
Wonid  lest  cootented  with  their  being  slaTet, 
And  not  with  anxious  iniamy  pursue 
Tbose  measues  wkiek  wili  fetter  otken  too, 
Tbe  swelling  ery  of  liberty  would  rest^ 
Nor  Rnsrlisbmen  complain,  nor  knaves  protest. 
Bnt  courtiers  have  a  littlenesi  <£mind. 
And  once  eDsIaved  woułd  fotter  all  mańUnd. 
'Tis  to  this  narrowttoss  of  sool  we  owe 
What  further  ills  our  libertiea  sbali  knotir, 
*Tis  from  this  principle  our  fouda  kogan, 
Fomented  hy  the  Beot^  ignoUe  cłaai, 
Stiaiige.that  suck  Uttle  cieatmea  uf  a  tool^ 
By  lust  apd  aol  Uy  merit  laiaM  to  rula» 
BhouM  iow  caokeatiflia  ia  a  aoble  land, 
Aad  icatter  thundasa  firam  a  aanal  kaad. 


GodsI  thatthaHty-bkywtfoCAstaUion^fiUiy, 

Warm'd  into  baing  by  the  sybirs  ray, 

Should  shake  tka  coastitutioa,  rights  and  laif s^ 

And  proseouta  tba  maa  of  freedom'8  cauae! 

Whiist  Wilkea  to  eirery  Biitoii^s  right  appaal'<l 

With  loss  of  lit»erty  tbot  right  he  sealvl 

Imprison^d  aad  0|i(>«eBsM  he  perseTep'd« 

Nor  Sawnay  or  his  powerful  sybil  lear*d« 

The  hag  replete  with  aialioa  from  abovet 

Shot  poison  oa  the  scieeoh  owi  of  ber  lova«    - 

Uafortanately  to  his  pen''  it  fell, 

And  flow'd  in.doaUe  raaoour  to  ker  celi. 

MaiUy  she  mv'd  to  ease  ber  tortur'd  miod« 

The  object  of  ber  katred  is  ooafiaM: 

But  he,  supported  by  his  coaBtry*8  laws. 

Bid  ber  defiaace,  for  'twas  lreedom*8  causa. 

Her  treasurer  and  Talbot  fought  in  Tain, 

Tho'  each  attatn'd  bis  favourite  object,  gaia. 

She  sat  as  usual  whea  a  project  fiuls, 

DamnM  Chadleigh*8  phyz,and  din'd  upon  ker  nkils. 

Unbaippy  land !  whose  gOTem'd  moaarck  saaa 
Thro'  glasses  and  perspecti^e  such  as  these, 
Whea  juggling  to  deceiTe  bis  untry*d  iigbt, 
He  yiews  tbe  ministry  all  tmmmalPd  right, 
Whiist  to  his  eye  the  other  glasa  apply*d. 
His  subjects'  foUings  aie  all  maiaufied. 
Unheeded  the  petitions  are  reGeiv'd, 
Nor  one  report  of  grievaoces  believ'd; . 
'Tis  but  the  Toice  of  foction  in  disguise 
^That  blinda  with  liberty  the  peopki's  eyesj 
Tis  riot  and  lioentioosness  pursues 
Some  disappoiated  placeinao's  priTate  bmm*. 
And  shall  such  Teoa)  creatures  steer  the  hala, 
Waving  oppression^s  baaners  round  tbe  realMł 
Shall  l&tons  to  tbe  rile  detestad  troop, 
Foigetting  ancient  honour,,  meanly  stoop? 
Shall  we  our  rigbts  and  libertles  fesign, 
To  lay  thoae  jewels  at  a  woman's  shrine  } 
No:  let  Bs  still  be  Britoas:  be  it  koowa, 
The  favours  we  solicit  are  our  owa* 
Engage,  ye  Britoas,  in  tbe  gloriood  task. 
And  strónger  stitl  eśdforce  the  thinga yonask. 
Assert  your  rights,  remoastrate  with  the  thrans^ 
Insist  oa  liberty,  and  that  alona. 

Alas!   America,  thy  ■    cause 

Displays  the  miaistry'8  contempt  of  lawf* 
Uarepresentad  thou  art  tax'd,  excis'd. 
By  creatures  owch  too  vile  to  be  despis^d* 
The  outcast  of  aa  outed  gaag  ara  seat, 
To  biesa  thy  commierce,  with  — ^  govenimeot« 
Whiist  pity  rises  to  bebold  thy  fate, 
We  see  thee  in  this  worst  of  troublea  great, 
Whiist  anxioua  for  thy  xvavering  dubious-<ausa. 
We  give  thy  proper  spirit  doe  applauae. 
If  virtuous  Grafton's  sentimental  taste, 
Is  in  his  measures  or  his  mistress  ptac^d ; 
In  either  *tia  origiaally  rare. 
One  shows  tho  midnigkt  cnlly,  one  the  peer. 
Review  him,  Britoas,  with  a  proper  pride* 
Wa^this  a  statesmanąuaiilied  to  guide? 
Was  this  the  minister  whose  mighty  band 
Has  8catter'd  civiLdiacord  tbro'  the  land } 
Since  smallest  triflea,  wtiea  ordaia'd  by  fate, 
Rise  into  poweranil  couateract  tbe  great, 
What  shall  we  <«B  thee,  Grafton  ?  Fortuae's  wkip? 
Or  rather  the  barlesąae  of  atatesmaaship, 
When  dartng  in  tky  iasolence  of  place, 
Bald  ia  aa  aaipty  mąiasty  of  foe^ 

I  Doubtfol.     B  Loft  ottW  bat  right,  by  rbyne/ 


4S4 


CHATTEBTOirs  POEMS. 


We  MW  thee  esercise  thy  magie  rod 

And  form  a  titled  villain  with  a  Dod, 

Tnrn  out  the  virtuou8,  airily  advaiice 

The  membere  of  tbe  council  in  a  daoce, 

And  honcHiring  Sandwich  with  a  seriout  mr9, 

Commend  the  fancy  of  bis  aolitaire: 

Tbese  were  thy  actions  wortby  of  reoordy 

Worthy  the  bubbled  wretch  and  venal  lord. 

Since  villany  is  meńtorioas  grown, 

Step  forward,  for  thy  merifs  not  unknown. 

W  bat  Mansfield*g  conscience  shoddei^d  to  receire 

Thy  mercenary  temper  cannot  leare.  ' 

Reyersions,  pensions,  bribes  and  -^-i^  [JUegiblś. 

What  mortal  scoundrel  can  such  things  reluse^ 

If  Dunning^s  nice  integrity  of  mind 

Will  noi  in  pales  of  interest  be  oonfiii^d; 

Łet  his  nnccnnmon  honesty  resign. 

And  boast  theempty  pension  of  tbe  Ninę; 

A  Thurloe  grasping  every  ofiei^d  straw, 

Shines  his  successor,  and  degrades  tbe  law. 

How  like  tbe  ministry  who  iink'd  his  chains. 

His  measures  tend  inoessautly  to  gains. 

If  Weymoutb  dresses  to  the  heigbt  of  taste, 
At  once  with  ■  —  pleces  lacM, 

Can  such  a  snmmer  insect  of  the  state 
Be  othcrwise  tban  in  externals  great? 
Thon  bnstling  marplot  of  each  łiiddeu  plan, 
How  wilt  thou  answer  to  tbe  sybil*s  man? 
Did  thy  own  shailow  politics  direct. 
To  treat.the  mayor  with  purpos*d  disreipect, 
Or  did  it  come  iu  orders  from  above, 
Fromher  who  sacrificed  ber  soul  to  lo^e? 
Rigby  wfaose  conscience  is  a  perfect  dice, 
A  jost  epitome  of  every  vice, 
Keplete  with  wbat  accomplishments  sopport 
The  empty  admiration  of  a  court, 
Yet  wants  a  barooy.to  grace  recoid. 
And  hopes  to  lose  the  rascal  in  the  lord. 
His  wish  is  granted,  and  the  king  preparós 
A  title  of  renown  to  brand  his  heirs« 
When  Tice  creates  the  patent  for  a  peer, 
What  lord  so  nominally  great  as  Clare? 
Whiist  Cbathara  from  his  coroneted  oak 
Unbeeded  sbook  tbe  senate  witb  his  croak; 
The  minister  too  powerful  to  be  right, 
lAughM  at  bis  propbecy  and  second  sight, 
Since  motber  Shipton's  oracie  of  state 
ForestaU'd  the  futurę  incidents  of  fate. 
Grafton  might  shake  his  elbows^dance  and  dream, 
nVere  labour  lost  to  6trive  against  tlie  stream. 
If  Grafton  in  his  juggiing  statesman*8  gamę 
Biibbled  for  interest,  betted  bat  for  iame, 
The  leader  of  tbe  treasnry  conid  pay 
For  every  loss  in  politics  and  play. 
Sir  Fletcher*8  noisy  e1oqacnce  of  tongne 
Is  on  such  pliant  oily  hingea  hung, 
Tum'd  to  all  points  of  politics  and  doubt, 
Bvt  tbo^  for  ever  worsied,  never  out. 
Can  such  a  wretched  creatore  take  the  chair 
And  esercise  his  new  madę  power  with  air? 
Tbis  wofthy  speaker  of  a  worthy  crew 
Caa  write  kmg  speeche*  and  repeat  tbem  too, 
A  practis^  lawyer  in  tbe  venal  conrt, 
FVom  higfaer  powers  be  borrows  his  raport; 
Above  the  scaodaions  aspersion  tool, 
He  only  sqimea  his  oonscieooe  by  a  nde. 
Granby  too  great  to  join  the  heated  cause, 
Throws  down  hia  uaeleaa  truncheon  md  witbdnwi, 
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Whiist  nnrenownod  for  militaiy  daeds^ 
A  yoathfol  branch  of  royalty  słiccecds. 

Łet  CoTentry,  Yonge,  Palmerston  and  Brali 
With  resignation  pay  the  crown  a  dębi; 
If  fal  return  for  offices  of  trust, 
The  ministry  ezpect  youMI  prove'anjiistf 
What  soul  that  yalues  freedom  could  with  easa 
Stoop  under  obłigations  such  as  theae. 
If  yoa  a  Briton,  every  Tirtue  dead, 
That  would  upon  your  dying  freedom  tread,- 
List  in  the  gang  and  pioosty  procare. 
To  make  your  calling  and  election  sura; 
Go  flatter  Sawney  for  his  jockeyship, 
Assist  in  each  long  shuiile,  hedge  and  sljpb 
Thus  rising  on  the  stilts  of  favour  see 
What  Grafton  wa^,  and  foture  dukes  will  be. 
How  Rigby,  Weymoutb,  Barrington  begaa 
To  juggle  into  (ame  and  play  the  man. 

Amidst  tbis  generał  ragę  of  tuming  cot, 
Wbat  of&cer  will  stand,  remaina  a  doubt, 
If  virtae's  an  objection  at  the  board, 
With  what  proprtety  the  council'8  stoi^d; 
Where  oould  the  Caledonian  minion  find 
Such  striking  copies  of  hu  Tenal  mmd? 
Search  thro'  the  windiag  labyrinths  of  plaee^ 
See  all  alike  poUtically  base. 
If  virtoes,  foreign  to  the  offioe,  ahine, 
How  fast  the  prodigies  of  atate  redgn ! 
Still  as  they  drop»  Uie  rising  race  b^n 
To  boast  the  infamy  of  being  in. 
And  generous  Bristole  oonatant  to  hia  fiiead, 
Employs  bis  lifked  cnitchea  to  aacend. 
Look  round thee,Nortb !  aee  wbat a^ońoosioeoa^ 
O  let  no  thought  of  Tengeance  interrene: 
Throw  thy  own  insignificance  aaidet 
And  swell  in  setf-impoitance,  power  and  piid& 
See  Holland  easy  with  his  ptlfer^d  stora, 
See  Butę  intriguing  how  to  pilfer  mora, 
See  Grafton>s  coffers  boast  the  wealth  of  plaee, 
A  proTident  reaerre  to  hedge  a  race. 
New  to  oppression  and  the  senrile  chain«  ^ 
Hark  how  the  wrong'd  Americans  complain. 
Whiłst  unregarded  the  petitiona  lie, 
Aod  Liberty  minoticed  swdls  ber  ery; 
Yet,  yet  reflect,  thou  despicable  thtng, 
How  wavering  is  the  foTonr  of  a  king; 
Think,  stnoe  that  feeble  fenoa  and  Bale  is  all, 
How  aoon  thy  humbug  faroe  of  state  may  frUi 
Tben  catch  tbe  preaent  moment  while  *tia 
Implore  a  noble  penaion  and  mign. 


JOURKAL  €A,  Saiurd^,  SepL  90, 1769. 

[Copied  firom  a  poem  in  Chatterfon^s  hand-miting 
in  the  British  Mnaeun.] 

Tif  myafry  aO,  in  every  aect 
Yon  find  this  palpahle  defect, 
The  axis  of  the  dark  mai^ina 
la  enigmatic  and  unaeen. 
Opinion  is  tbe  only  guide 
By  which  our  aenaea  are  aiipply'dy 
Merę  giief*8  ooąyeatare,  fiuK^s  wbio^ 
Can  make  our  reason  ^de  with  hin. 
But  this  disoourae  perfaapa  wHI  be 
Aa  little  lik*d  by  yon  as  naa; 
111  change  the  subject  for  a  bettar, 
And  lmva  tlM  doctor,  aad  bia  kttar. 
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A  priest  wkoie  ttncttinoniotw  feoe 
fiecame  a  sennon,  or  a  grace, 
poułd  taloB  an  orthodox  repast. 
And  left  tbe  knighted  loin  the  last; 
To  fosting  yeiy  little  bent, 
Be^d  pray  indeed  til]  breath  was  spent. 
Shrill  was  his  treble  as  a  cat, 
His  or^ns  bdng  chok'd  with  fat; 
In  college  ąuite  as  graceful  seen  - 
As  Camplin  or  the  lasy  dean, 
(Who  sold  the  ancien t  cross  to  Hoare 
For  one  cburch  dinner,  nothing  morę, 
Tbe  dean  wbo  sleeping  on  tbe  boók 
Dreams  be  is  swearing  at  bis  cook.) 
This  animated  hill  of  oil 
Was  to  another  dean  tbe  foil. 
Tbey  seeni*d  two  beasts  of  difierent  kind. 
Contra  in  połitics  and  mind, 
The  oniy  sympatby  they  knew, 
Tbey  botfa  Iov'd  tnrtle  a-la^etew. 
The  dean  vas  empty,  tbin  and  long, 
Ab  Fowler*s  back  or  head  or  song. 
He  met  the  rector  in  tbe  street, 
Sinking  a  canal  with  his  feet 
«'Sir/'  qnoUi  the  dean,  with  solenin  nod, 
*'  Yoa  are  a  minister  of  6od; 
And,  as  1  apprehend,  sboald  be 
About  snch  holy  works  as  me. 
But,  ery  your  mercy,  at  a  feast 
You  only  show  yonnelf  a  priest. 
No  sermon  politic  you  pieacb. 
No  doctrine  damnable  you  teach. 
Did  not  we  few  maintain  the  fight, 
MystYy  might  sink  and  all  be  ligfat. 
From^  house  to  bonse  you^  appetite 
In  daily  sojonrn  paints  ye  ńf^t 
Nor  lies  tme  ortbodox  you  carry, 
You  hardly  ever  hang  or  marry. 
Good  Mr.  Itector,  let  me  tell  ye 
Yoa*?e  too  mnch  tallow  in  this  belly. 
Fast,  and  repent  of  ev'ry  sin. 
And  grow,  like  me,  upright  and  tbin; 
Be  actire,  and  assist  your  mother. 
And  then  Pil  own  ye  for  a  brother.'' 

•*  Sir,"  ąiioth  tbe  rector  in  a  buif, 
••True,  you*re  diminutire  enough. 
And  let  me  tell  ye,  Mr.  Dean, 
You  are  as  wor^less  too  as  lean ; 
This  mountain  stnitting  to  my  face 
Is  an  nndoubted  sign  of  grace. 
Grace,  tho*  yoo  ne'er  on  turtle  snp. 
Will  like  a  bladder  blow  you  up, 
A  tun  of  claret  swells  your  case 
Less  than  a  sfaigle  ounce  of  grace.'* 

**  Yoo*i-e  wrong,"  the  bursting  dean  reply'd, 
*  Your  Iogic*s  on  the  rougb  cast  side  ; 
Tbe  minor*8  right,  the  major  fitlls, 
Weak  as  bis  modem  honour'8  walls. 
Ą  spreading  tmnk,  witb  rotten  skin, 
Śbows  ?ery  iitUe*8  kept  within; 
But  when  the  caskefs  neat,  not  large, 
We  gness  tb'  Hnportance  of  the  charge.** 

"  Sir,**  quoth  tbe  rector, "  Pve  a  story 
Snite  apropos  to  lay  before  ye. 
A  sago  philosopber  to  try 
What  pnpil  saw  with  reason's  eye, 
Prepar^d  three  boices,  goM,  lead,  stone. 
And  bid  three  yoongsteiB  daim  each  one. 
The  flrst,  a  Bristol  merchanfs  heir, 
Łov*d  peU*  abora  the  chaiming  fiur^ 


So  'tis  not  diflIeuU  to  «ay 
Which  box  the  doithead  took  away. 
Tbe  nezt,  as  sensible  as  me^ 
Desir*d  the  pebUed  one,  d'ye  see. 
The  other,  haring  seratchM  his  head, 
Consider'd  tho^  the  third  was  lead, 
Twas  metal  ttill  surpassing  stone, 
So  claim'd  the  leaden  box  his  own. 
Now  to  miclose  they  all  prepare. 
And  hope  altemate  laughs  at  fear. 
The  goMen  case  does  asbes  hołd, 
The  leadep  sbines  with  spaikling  goM, 
Bat  in  the  outcast  stone  they  see 
A  jewel,-— such  pray  fimcy  me." 

*'  Sir,**  quotb  the  dean,  '*  I  tmly  say 
You  tell  a  tale  a  pretty  way; 
But  the  conclusion  to  altow--* 
'Fore  gad,  I  scarcely  can  tell  how. 
A  jewel !  Fancy  mnst  be  strong 
To  thinkyou  keep  yomr  water  long. 
I  preacb,  thank  gracioos  HeaTen!  as  elear 
As  any  pulpit  stander  faere. 
But  may  the  deTil  claw  my  face' 
'  If  e*er  1  pray*d  for  puffing  grace, 
Td  be  a  mountain,  and  to  carry 
Such  a  yile  heap— Pd  rather  marry! 
Each  day  to  sweat  three  gallons  fuli 
And  span  a  iurlong  on  my  scull. 
Lost  to  the  ni(4ting  joys  of  iove-^ 
Not  to  be  borne— like  justice  moYe." 

And  here  tbe  dean  was  ruoning  on, 
Thro'  half  a  couplet  having  gone; 
Cluoth  rector  peevisb,  *'  I  sba^nt  stay 
To  throw  my  precions  time  away. 
The  gen*n)us  Burgum  having  seut      * 
A  ticket  as  a  compliment, 
1  think  myself  in  duty  bound 
Six  pounds  of  turtle  to  confbund." 

'*  Tbat  man  you  mention,"  answers  dean^ 
"  Creates  in  priests  of  sense  the  spleen ; 
His  souPs  as  open  as  his  hand, 
Yirtue  distrest  may  both  command^ 
That  ragged  Yirtue  is  a  whorc, 
I  always  beat  ber  from  my  door. 
But  Burgum  gireSy  and  gi?ing  sbowt 
His  honour  leads  bim  by  the  nose.     ' 
Ah !  how  Uttlike  the  cburch  divine, 
Whose  feeble  lights  on  mountains  sUine, 
And  being  p1ac*d  so  near  tbe  sky, 
Are  lost  to  every  human  eye. 
His  luminaries  shiue  around 
Like  stai-s  in  the  cimmerian  gronnd.* 

"Inridious  slanderer!"  quoth  priest, 
"  O  may  I  never  soent  a  feast, 
If  thy  curst  conscience  is  as  pure 
As  underiings  łn  Whitefield*s  cure, 
The  cburch,  as  thy  display  bas  showa, 
Is  tum'd  a  bawd  to  lustful  town; 
But  what  against  tbe  cburch  yott've  said 
Shall  soon  fali  heavy  on  your  head. 
Is  Burgum's  virtae  then  a  fauU? 
Ven'son  and  Heaven  forbid  the  tbought^ 
He  gives,  and  never  eycs  return; 
O  may  pastę  altare  to  bim  bum ! 
But  whiist  I  talk  with  worthless  you, 
Perhaps  the  dinner  waits  — «-  adieu.** 

1'his  said,  the  rector  tradgM  alonf 
As  baayy  as  Fowterian  song. 
The  boUow  dean  with  fairy  feet, 
Stept  ligbtly  thro'  the  dirty  strsal; 
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At  Ust,  arriv'd  at  doiiia*d  pl«oe» 
The  bulky  doctor  aqueak8  tKe  gnioe. 
*'  Lord  bless  the  iiiany-6«vour*d  meai» 
And  grant  us  straigth  eoough  to  ««t ! 
May  ali  aod  C¥ery  iiiothaf'a  aon 
Be  drunk  before  tbe  dinDer*!  dooe. 
Wben  we  giv«  tluinks  for  diaing  weU^ok! 
May  each  gruDt  out  ia  riWmeUo*** 
AineD !  resounds  to  di&tant  tide» 
And  weapoos  clasg  od  erery  »ide» 
The  oily  river  bams  arouod. 
And  gnashing  teetb  mąko  doleful  aound* 
Now  is  thc  bufiy  pr«side»t 
In  his  own  fated  elemeot, 
In  every  look  and  aolton  greak. 
His  presence  doubly  fitts  tbe  plalo. 
Nobly  iDYited  to  tbe  fraat, 
They  all  coatrib«to  gM  al  least. 
Tbe  duke  and  presidaat  ooUeotedy 
Alike  beloved,  alike  N^ecked.* 


^Tlu9  poem  immediateły  foliowa  tbe  otber.  It 
has  no  titie,  and  is  written  upon  tbe  same  pa- 
per,  a  whole  sbeet,  fedded  into  feur  coliimns. 
Tbe  linę  *' AUke  beloTed,  alike  respected,**  ends 
one  column,  wUh  a  littlo  scniwl  at  tbe  end; 
the  next  begioa  thos.] 

•  • 

Sat,  Baker,  if  experience  hoar 
Has  yet  uobolted  wisdom^s  door, 
What  ia  tbis  pbantom  of  the  mind, 
This  love,  when  sifted  aud  rclui'd  ? 
"When  the  poor  lover  fancy-frighted 
Is  wjth  shadowy  joys  deliąhted, 
A  frown  shall  throw  bita  in  dcśpair; 
A  smiłe  shall  brighten  up  his  air. 
Jealous  without  a  seemiog  cause 
From  flatt^ring  smiles  be  misery  draws; 
Again  without  bis  reason's  aid. 
His  boioin'8  still,  the  I>eviPs  laid. 
If  this  is  love,  my  callous  heart 
Has  never  felt  the  rankling  dart. 
Oft  bave  I  seen  tbe  wounded  swain, 
Upon  tbe  racic  of  pleasing  pain. 
Fuli  of  bis  flame,  upoa  his  tongue 
The  ąuWering  decbiration  hang» 
Wben,  lost  to  coarage«  seuse  and  reasoDi 
He  talk'd  of  weather  and  the  season. 
Siicb  tremors  never  cowaid  mc,  ' 

I  m  flatteriog;!  impudentapd  firee, 
lJnmov'd  by  frowDS  akid  iow'ring  eyes^ 
Tis  smiles  I  oniy  ask  and  priz^ 
And  when  tbe  smlle  is  freeły  given, 
YouVe  in  tbe  bighway  road  to  Heaven. 
Tbese  coward  lovers  seldom  find 
Tbat  whining  makes  tbe  ladies  kind« 
*rbey  laugh  at  silly  silent  swains 
Wbo're  fit  for  ootbing  but  their  cbaina. 
Tis  an  effirontery,  and  toogue 
On  very  oily  binges  hang, 
U  ust  win  tbe  blooming  melting  fiiir 
And  show  tbe  joys  of  HeaveD  berę. 
A  rake,  I  take  it,  is  a  cieature 
Wbo  winda  thro*  all  tbe  folds  of  natoie. 
Who  sees  tbe  passioira»  and  can  tell 
How  the  soft  beating  beart  sbaU  swdl, 
Wbo  when  be  ra^isbes  tbe  joy, 
DeAes  tbe  tormeotf  gf  tł)»  bo|t» 


Wbo  witb  the  adol  the  body  gafns. 
And  sbares  LoYe*s  pleasures,  not  bis 
Wbo  holds  his  ehanBer's  reputatkm 
AboTe  a  taTern  ▼eneratioii. 
And  wben  a  love  repast  be  makes. 
Not  even  prying  Famę  partakes. 
Wbo  looks  above  a  proetitute,  be 
Tbinks  love  tbe  only  price  of  bea^ty. 
And  she  tbat  can  be  biwely  sold, 
Is  mach  beneatb  or  lorę  or  gold. 
Who  tfa&sks  the  almost  dearest  paijl 
In  all  tbe  body  it  the  beart : 
Without  it  lapture  carniot  rise, 
Nor  pleaaurai  wadton  in  the  eyes» 
The  sacred  joy  of  lorę  is  dead, 
Witness  the  sleeping  marriage  bed. 
Tbis  U  tbe  pictare  of  a  rake. 
Show  it  the  ladica  .wont  it  taleeł 

A  buck'8  a  beast  of  tb*  otber  side^ 
And  real  but  in  boofo  and  bidę. 
To  natura  and  tbe  passiont  dea^ 
A  brothel  is  bis  bouae  and  bed| 
To  fan  tbe  flaraa  of  warm  desiro 
And  after  wanton  in  tbe  fbre, 
He  tbmks  a  Idboar,  and  bis  patts 
Werę  not  desiguM  to  conqner  heaitiL 
Serene  with  bottle,  pox,  and  wboie, 
He'8  happy,  and  reąuirea  no  more. 
The  girls  of  ńitae  wben  be  yiews, 
Dead  to  all  conTerae  but  tbe  stews, 
Silent  as  death,  be^s  noopht  to  say. 
But  sfaeepisb  aieals  bfanself  away. 
This  is  a  buck  to  life  displayM, 
A  character  to  charm  eacb  maid. 
Now  pritbee,  firiend,  a  cboice  to  make, 
Wouldst  cboose  the  buck  before  tbe  nktł 
Tbe  buck  ąs  brutal  as  the  narae 
Enyenoms  every  cbanner*8  iame. 
And  tho'  be  nerer  toucb*d  ber  band 
Protests  be  had  ber  at  coramand, 
The  rake  in  gratitnde  for  pleasnre 
Keeps  reptttatiott  dear  aa  treasora. 

[After  tbese  asterisks,  foHows  without  titlej 
But  Hudibrastics  may  be  found 
To  tire  ye  with  repeated  souod, 
So  changing  for  a  Shandeyan  style 
I  ask  your  favour  and  your  snńle. 


ELEGY* 


[Tbis  poem  is  taken  from  tbe  Town  and  Country 
Magazine  for  Febiuaiy,  1770.] 

Why  blooms  the  radiance  of  tbe  mommg  skj  ? 

Wby  springs  the  beauties  of  the  seasoii  rouod^ 
Why  buds  the  blossom  with  the  g^ossy  di«? 

Ąh\  wby  does  naturę  beautify  tbe  ground? 

Whilst  softly  floating  on  the  Zepbyr*s  wing, 
Tbe  melting  aecenta  of  tbe  thmsbes  rise; 

And  all  tbe  beav^y  musie  of  the  spring> 
Steal  on  tbe  sense,  and  baimoniae  the 

When  tbe  Tack'd  ioul  is  not  attnaVl  to  joy, 

Wben  soROW  ao  intetnal  monaicb  eagai; 
In  vain  tbe  cboriHen  tbeir  pawtn  anpi<^> 


TO  MISS  HOYLAN©. 


4S7 


The  Tełrct  mantle  iof  the  sldrtcd  mead, 
The  rich  vańetic8  of  FIora'8  pride, 

TUI  ihe  fu!I  bosom  is  from  trouble  freed, 
Disgttsts  thc  eye,  .and  bida  the  big  tear  glide. 

Oace,  ert  the  gold-hairM  San  sbot  the  new  ray, 
Througb  tbe  ^rey  twilighŁ  of  the  dubious  mora, 

To  woodiaudf,  la^rns,  and  hiił5, 1  took  my  way, 
iUid  ligtea*d  to  the  echoes  of  the  horo  ^ 

Dwclt  on  the  grospect,  sought  the  varied  view, 
TracM  the  meanders  of  the  bubbiing  stream; 

Prom  joy  to  Joy,  iininterruptcd  flew, 
And  thoi^ht  existence  but  a  fairy  dream, 

Now  thro*  the  gloomy  cloister*F  1ength'ni ng  iray, 
Thro'  alł  tbe  terrour  superstition  framcs, 

I  lose  the  minutes  of  thc  ]ing'r'mg  day, 
And  Tiew  the  night  light  up  her  poinbed  flatnes. 

I  dare  the  danger  of  the  inouId'rin?  wali, 

Nor  heed  the  arch  that  totters  o\r  my  head : 

O !  quirk1y  may  the  friendly  ruin  *aU, 

Reicase  me  uf  my  lovf ,  and  scrike  mc  dead. 

M*^*!  cruel,  sweet,  mexorab1e  fair, 
O!  must  I  unregardod  scek  the  grarel 

Must  I  from  all  my  bosom  kolds,  repair, 
Wben  one  indulgent  smile  from  thee,  would  saye. 

Łet  mercy  plead  my  cause;  and  tbink !  O !  thlnk! 

Aioye  like  minę  but  ill  deserres  thy  hatc: 
Reroember,  I  am  totfring  on  tlie  bririk, 

Thy  smile  or  censure  s^tais  my  finał  fate. 


Skore^tch,  ^ay  90. 


C. 


ffOR.  LIB,  1,  OD.  19. 

{Tbe  following  tvo  tran^ations  from  Horace 
were  madę  by  Chatterton,  from  Watson's  li- 
terał veniion;  a  book  which  bia  fricnd  Mn  Ed- 
ward Gardner  lent  him  for  tbe  expres8  purpose; 
and  from  wfaich  gentleman  tbe  editor  i^eceivoi 
tbero.] 

Yss !  I  am  canght,  my  melting  B<ml 
To  Yenus  bends  withoot  controul, 

.    I  pour  tb'  empasstoned  »igh. 
Ye  Gods !  what  throbs  my  bosom  morę, 
ResponsiYe  to  the  glance  of  love, 
That  beams  from  Stella^s  eye. 

O  how  diYinel^  fair  that  face. 
And  what  a  sweet  resłstlets  grace 

On  every  feature  dwells ; 
And  on  those  featurea  all  the  w^hile, 
Tbe  softneis  of  each  freąuent  smile, 

Her  sweet  good  naturę  tellfii 

O  Love!  Pm  thine,  no  morę  1  stng 
Heroic  deeds — tht  sounding  string 

Forgets  its  wonted  atrains; 
For  ougfat  bot  łove  the  lyre^s  unstmng, 
Ii»ve  melts  and  trembles  on  my  tongue 

And  thrills  ia  pyety  vęli)» 


]nvoking  the  propttiotu  skies, 
The  grcen-sod  altar  let  us  rise;  ^ 

J^t  boly  jncense  smoke. 
And  if  we  pour  the  sparkling  winę 
Sweet  gentle  pence  may  still  be  minę; 

This  drcadful  chain  be  broke. 


D.p. 


HOR.  UB,  1,  OD.  5. 

What  gentle  youth,  my  lovely  fair-one  sny, 
With  sweets  perfum'd,  now  courts  thee  to  the 
bow*r, 

Where  glows  with  lostre  red  the  rosę  of  May, 
To  form  tby  coucb  in  lo?e*8  euchant:ng  hour! 

By  Zephyrs  wav*d,  why  does  thy  loow  hair  sweep, 
In  simple  carla  around  thy  poJish*d  brow^ 

Tbe  wretch  that  loves  thee  now  too  soon  sball 
weep, 
Thy  faithless  beauly  and  ihy  brokeu  tow. 

Tliough  soft  the  beams  of  thy  delusive  eyes, 
A«  the  smooth  sui-facc  uf  th^  untroubled  stream  j^ 

Yct,  ah!  two  soon  th'  ecstatic  vision  flies, 
Flies  like  tbe  fairy  paintings  of  a  dream, 

Unhappy  yontb,  O  sbnn  the  warm  cmbrace. 
Nor  trust  too  much  a1fectioD'6  flattering  smile; 

Dark  pi^ison  lurks  beneath  that  charming  face, 
Those  melting  eyes  but  laoguish  to  bcguile. 

Thauk  Heav»n,  l»vc  broke  the  sweet  but  galling 

chain, 
Worse  than  the  hórrours  of  the  stormy  main. 

D,J5. 


TO  MISS  UOYLANJ), 

• 

[From  the  original^  in  the  posse^sion  of  Mc 

Gardner.] 

Go,  gentle  Muse!  and  to  my  fair-one  say. 
My  ardcnt  passion  mocks  the  feeblelay; 
That  lo%'e'8  pure  flame  my  panting  breast  iniipi|V!|, 
And  fricndship  warms  me  with  her  chaster  fires. 
Yes,  morę  my  fond  esteem,  my  matchless  loTe, 
Tban  tbe  soft  turtle'8  cooing  in  the  grove; 
Murę  than  the  lark  deligfau  to  mount  the  sky, 
Then  sinking  on  the  green-sward  soft  to  lie ; 
Morę  than  the  bird  of  ere  at  close  of  day 
To  pour  in  soleom  solitude  her  lay;  [notę, 

Morę  than  gra^e  Camplin'  with  his  deep-ton'd 
To  mouth  the  sacred  service  got  by  rotę; 
Morę  than  sagę  Catcott  'does  his  atorm  of  rain, 
Spning  from  th*  abyss  of  his  eccentric  brain, 
Or  Uian  his  wild-antique,  and  spi|tt*ring  brother 
Love8  in  bis  ale-house  chair  to  dńnk  aod  pother; 

*  John  Campitn,  M.  A.  preceptor  of  Bristol. 

*  The  rereread  Mr.  Catcott  wrotc  a  b  Jok'on  tl^ 
dclnge* 
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More  than  soft  Lewis*,  that  sweet  pretty  thing, 
I.oves  in  tbe  pulpit  to  display  his  ring ; 
More  than  frail  inortals  love  a  brother  sinner, 
And  more  than  Bristol  aldermen  their  dinucr, 
(When  fuli  four    pouods  of    the    iireU-fatten*d 

hauncb 
n  twenty  mouthiiils  fili  the  greedy  paiinch.^ 

If  thcsc  true  gti-ains  can  thv  dear  bosom  moTe, 
Let  thy  soft  blushes  speak  a  mutual  Iove; 
But  if  thy  pnrpose  settles  in  disdain, 
Speak  my  dread  fate,  and  bless  thy  fav'rtte  swain. 

D.B, 


E  L  E  G  Y, 

ON  MR.   WILLIAM  SMITH*. 

[From  the  orig-inal  in  the  Briiish  Muscum.] 

AscEND  my  Muse  on  sorrow^s  sable  plume, 
Let  the  soft  number  meet  the  swelling  sigh ; 
With  laureated  chaplets  deck  the  tomb, 
The  bloodstain*d  tomb  where  Smith  and  comlbrt 
lie. 

I  lov*d  him  with  a  brother'6  ardent  Tove, 
Beyond  tbe  lOTe  wbicia  tenderest  brothers  bear; 
Tho*  savage  kindred  bosoms  cannot  move, 
Friendship  shall  deck  his  urn  and  pay  the  tear. 

Despised,  an  alien  to  thy  father's  breast, 

Thy  ready  serrices  repaid  with  hate ; 

By  brother,  father,  sisters,  ałl  distrest, 

7'hey  pu8h'd  thee  on  to  death,  they  urged  thy  fate. 

Ye  callous  breasted  brntes  in  hnman  form, 
Have  you  not  often  boldly  wish^d  him  dead? 
He's  gone,  ere  yet  his  6re  of  man  wa8>  waiiHy 
O  may  his  cryiug  blood  be  on  your  head'! 


SLEANORA  AND  JUGA, 

M0DERNT8ED  BY  8.  W.  A.    AGED  8IXTEEN. 

[From  the  Town  and  Country  Magazinc  for  June 

1169.] 

Whbre  Rudbom's  waves  in  elear  meanders  flow, 
While  skies  reflccted  in  its  bosom  glow ; 

*  Mr.  r.<*wis  was  a  dissenting  prcacher  of  notę, 
then  in  Bristol.  Chntterton  calls  him  in  one  of 
his  letters  a  "  pulpit  fop." 

^  llnppily  mistaken,  having  sińce  heard,  from 
good  authority,  it  is  Peter. 

*  Three  other  poems,  ascrbH  by  Dr.  Glynn  to 
Chatterton,  ans  prr'sei'Wdin  the  British  Museum; 
but  they  are  so  destitute  of  scnse,  and  cxhib*t 
8uch  flagrantyiolatłons  of  metre,  thatit  is  irapos- 
sible  they  sbou!d  have  been  the  compositions  of 
Chatterton.  Notiće  is  taken  of  these  poems,  that 
they  raifht  not  in  any  shape  horeafter  be  pub- 
lished  as  genui  te.  There  is  this  further  evt. 
dence  against  them,  that  they  are  not  in  Ghatter- 
ton*8  hand-writing.    Tłieir  titles  are, 

1.  On  Mercy. 

2.  Ix>ve  and  Beauty,  a  Dialogue. 

3.  To  a  Young  Lady. 


Beneath  a  willow^s  solitary  shade, 

Two  wceping  virgi(is  on  its  bank  were  laiif ; 

And  while  thł*  tea:s  dropp'd  fast  from  eitbereje, 

The  dimpk-d  waters  broke  in  circles  by: 

Weil  8ki]l'd  to  aim  the  dart,  or  guide  tbe  car, 

Their  absent  lovers  join*d  the  civil  war. 

Where  two    prond    houses*  sougbt  Bntaimit'9 

throne, 
Their  infrest  different,  but  their  view8  were  one. 
While  frequent  si^bs  the  faultYing  accents  broke, 
To  Juga  thus  young  Eleanora  spoke. 

BLBA1I0RA«  * 

O  Juga!  this  my  sad  complaint  attend, 
And  join  in  sympathy  your  hapless  friead; 
Curst  be  the  quarrel,  cursi  tbe  dread  alarms, 
That  tears  sir  Robert  from  my  constant  amw, 
To  fight  for  York.     O  free  from  CTcry  stoin! 
May  Ebor*s '  rosę  ber  aiicieot  wbite  rctain; 
But  fancy  rangi ng  far  witliout  controol, 
With  horrourswoi*se  thandeatho^ercomesmysool. 
Mcthinks  I  see  him  gasping  on  tbe  groond, 
The  Ufe-warm  blood  still  rusbing  from  tbe  woomi; 
Cold,  pale,  and  weak,  upou  the  plain  be  lies, 
Assist  him,  Heav*n  I  assist  bim,  or  be  diesl 

JU«A. 

In  sorrow's  walks,  and  woe's  deserted  seats, 
In  pen^ive  melancholy's  dark  retreats, 
At  moru,  or  eve,  when  chilling  blasts  descend, 
Incessant  mourners  we  our  gnefs  will  blend. 
As  wither*d  oaks  their  frost-uip*d  armsent^ioe, 
ril  pour  my  tears,  and  Ihou  shalt  mingie  thine: 
Unfit  for  joy,  like  ruin'd  tow^rs  weMl  lay, 
Where  erst  the  foot  of  joy  was  wont  to  stray, 
Amidst  who9e  desert  walls  and  mould'ring  cells. 
Pale  giant  fear,  with  screaming  horrour  dweik; 
Where  oft  the  dismal  gloom  of  night  is  broke, 
By  boding  owls,  and  ravens'' fun''ral  croak. 
The  deep-mouth^U  op*niDg  pack,  the  wiodiog  . 

hom, 
No  more  shall  wake  to  joy  the  blushine  monir 
In  haunted  groves  ril  tracę  tbe  loneliest  way^ 
To  hide  my  w>rrows  from  the  face  of  day; 
Or  thro*  the  church-way  path  fortom  TU  ęo, 
With  restlf^s  ghosts,  companions  of  my  woe. 
When  the  pa:e  Moon  scarce  sbeds  ber  wonfc^ 

light, 
But  faintly  glimmers  thro*  tbe-murky  night, 
Fantastic  fairies  form  the  rain  array 
Of  happiness  Ihat  flics  tb'  approach  of  day: 
Then  if  the  blood  of  life,  congeal^d  and  frodse, 
No  more  witbin  sir  Roberfs  bosom  glows, 
Frantic  1*11  ciasp  his  clay  devoid  of  breatb, 
And  rackiiisr  thought  shall   torturę  worae  tfaaa 


death.  ' 


ELEANORA. 


O  fairest  streamj  who  witb  thy  glasay  ws^e 
These  flow*ry  racads  ou  either  hand  dostlare; 
Perhaps  with  thee  onr  champions*  bodies  g!id(^ 
And  heroes*  blood  augments  thy  fittal  tide: 
Perhaps — but  come,  my  gentle  Juga,  hastet 
Nor  anxious  bours  in  Tain  surmiseswaste: 
Let's  seek  our  heroes  o*cr  the  bloody  pkun^ 
Perhaps  to  meet  witb  doubled  biissagainŁ 

'  York  and  Lancaster.        ^  York* 
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if  not,  to  tbem  daspairing  let  ns  p>,  [below. 

Aod  join  tbeir   ihades  'midst  constant   ghofts 
Tbis  taid,  like  two  fair  trees  whose  leafy  storę 
The  e«st  bas  Uighted,  or  the  lightoing  tore; 
Or  as  two  cJoods,  o*ercharg'd  witb  wintry  8lio«*fB, 
When  in  thesky  the  bowling  tempest  lov'n, 
Słowiy  they  moy*d.— But  Death's  remoraeless  dart 
Thej  foĘutd  bad  piercM  each  darliog  hero's  heart. 


Dtstrected  then,  with  hasty  steps  they  go. 
To  where  ere  while  they  txAA  the  talcof  woe: 
There  band  in  band  they  yiew'd  the  stream  awhile, 
Each  gently  sigh*d,  and  Ibrc-d  a  parting  smile: 
Then  pIungM  beneath  the  stream,  the  parting 

ware 
ReceiT'd  th'  afflicttd  pair,  and  pTOv'd  a  friendly 

grave. 
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-  HoB, 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  JOHN  GILBERT  COOPER, 


BY  MR,  CHALMERS. 


Mr.  Cóopbr  was  bom  in  17^3.  He  descended,  accordiog  to  tbe  acoouot  of  his 
life  in  the  Biograpbia  Britaimica,  from  an  ancient  iamily  in  Nottingfaamabire,  impove- 
rished  on  aćcount  of  its  loyalty  duriiig  tbe  rebellion  in  Cbarles  Isfs  time.  Tfaurjgaton 
Priory,  in  tfaat  county,  was  granted  to  one  of  bis  ancestors  by  Henry  VIII.  and  aAer 
some  interniption  became  tbe  residence  of  our  poefs  father,  and  still  continues  in  tbe 
famOy.  1  know  not,  bowever,  bow  to  reconcile  tbb  pedigree^  witb  a  memorandum  now 
before  me,  wbich  states  tbat  tbe  iamily  name  was  Gilbert,  and  tbat  in  1/36  Jobn  Gil- 
bert, esq.  obtained  leave  to  use  tbe  sumame  and  arms  of  Cooper,  pursuant  to  tbe  will 
of  John  Cooper  of  Tburgaton,  esq. 

He  was  edacated  at  Westminster-scbool  under  Dr.  Jobn  Nicbols,  and  in  1743  became 
a  fellow-commoner  of  Trinity  college,  Cambridge,  wbere  be  resided  two  or  three  years, 
inthoot  taking  a  degree,  hut  not  witbout  a  due  attention  to  bis  studies.  Witb  some 
tiocture  of  foppery,  be  was'  a  young  man  of  very  lively  parts,  and  attacbed  to  classical 
learaiog,  wbich  it  is  only  to  be  regretted  be  did  not  pursue  witb  judgment.  He  quitted 
the  iiDiYcrsity  on  bis  marriage  witb  Susanna%  tbe  grand-daugbter  of  sir  Nathan  Wright, 
brd  keeper,  a  man  wbom  party  raised  to  tliat  situation,  and  whose  inferiority  of  talents 
mightbave  escaped  observation,  if  be  bad  not  been  preceded  by  Somers,  and  foilowed 
byCowper,  ^ 

Id  1745,  our  autbor  pablisbed  The  Power  of  Harmony»  in  two  books,  in  wbich  be 
6ideavoured  to  recommend  a  constant  attention  to  what  is  perfect  and  beautiful  in  na- 
turę, as  the  means  of  harmonizing  tbe  soul  to  a  responsive  regularity  and  syropatbctic 
order.  JTbk  imitatión  of  the  langnage  of  the  Shaftesbury  school  was  not  afl^tation.  He 
Jlad  studied  tbe  works  of  tbat  nobleman  witb  entbiisiasm,  and  seems  entirely  to  have 
legulated  his  conduet  by  the  maxims  of  tbe  ancient  and  modem  academics.  The  poem 
brought  bim  into  notice  witb  tbe  public,  hut  be  appcars  not  at  tbis  time  to  have  courted 
the  6me  of  authorship.    When  Dodsley  began  to  publisb  bis  Museum,  be  invited  the 

« 

>  Thoroton's  Nottinghanishire,p.  305.  and  new  edit.  by  Throsby.    C 
*8hediedNoy.  I0,1751,aged87.    C. 
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aid  of  Mr.  Cooper  amoog  others  who  were  firiendly  to  iiim,  and  receifed  a  greater  por- 
tion  of  assistance  from  our  author's  pen  tban  from  that  of  any  other  individaal.  Hii 
contributions,  with  oniy  one  or  two  exceptions,  were  prose  essays  on  subjects  of  coamMa 
life  and  roanners,  in  wbich  be  di$covers  a  very  bappy  talent  for  chaste  huaMNir  auł 
ftprightiy  observation.  His  papers  were  signcd,  not  PAilalelkeSt  as  mentiooed  ia  tbe  Bio« 
grapbia  Britannica,  but  Philarełes, 

In  1749*  be  exhibited  a  curious  specimen  of  tcniimen fal  grief  in  a  long  Latin  epiteph 
on  bis  first  son,  wbo  dled  tbe  day  after  bis  birth.  It  U  now  added  to  bis  works,  with  a 
translation  w!iicb  appeared  sonie  years  ago  in  tbe  Gentleman's  Magazine,  and  is  pre- 
ciscly  such  a  translation  as  so  ridiculous  aa  ofigiiial  desen^es.  He  afterwards,  altLough 
it  does  not  appear  at  wbat  period,  gave  aiiotber  instauce  of  that  romantic  feeliugwfaidi 
is  apart  from  trutb  and  naturę,  and  wbicb  yet  is  far  niore  frequent  tban  is  generaUy  sup- 
|io&cd  amoiig  tbe  sons  of  imagination,  wbo  iseldom  reraember  that 

Gricf  anaflfected  suits  but  ill  wiŁb  art, 
Or  flowing  nurabcrs  with  a  blecding  hcart 

Mr.  Fitzbert>crt,  tbe  fatber  of  tbe  late  lord  St.  Helens,  found  Cooper  one  moiaing 
apparently  in  such  vioIent  agitadon,  on  account  of  tbe  indisposition  of  his  second  son,  as 
to  scem  beyond  tbe  power  of  comfort.  At  lengtb,  bowcver,  be  cKclaimed,  <*  Tli  wiite  aa 
elog}'.*'  Mr.  Fhzberbert,  being  satisfied  by  tbis  of  tbe  sincerity  of  bis  emotions,  sly^ 
^id, ''  Had  you  not  better  take  a  post->chaise,  and  go  and  see  bim^?" 

In  ]  7499  be  publisłted  with  hn  name  The  Life  of  Socratcs,  coUected  from  all  the  aa* 
cient  autboritics;  in  tbis  work  be  received  many  leamed  notes  from  the  aturdy  aotagp- 
nist  of  Warburton,  tbe  reyerend  John  Jackson  of  Leicester,  a  coutroversial  diinne  of 
considerable  famę  in  his  day.  Tłtese  notes  were  principally  levelled  at  Warborton, 
and  in  language  not  very  reapectful.  Warbarton,  wIio  knew  Jackson,  but  probablj 
litf le  of  Cooper,  retorted  by  a  notę,  in  bis  edition  of  Pope's  works,  on  tbe  Essay  od 
Criticisro,  in  wliicb  be  accused  tbe  autbor  of  tlie  Life  of  Socrates  of  impudent  abow 
and  slander,  the  olispring  of  ignorance  joined  with  vanity.  Cooper  s  vanity^  it  most 
be  confessed,  is  amply  displayed  in  tbis  work,  and  it  is  impossible  to  jostify  hbafieded 
eontempt  for  writers  of  established  reputation.  Warburton's  rebuke,  howcver,  nas 
very  coarse,  and  appears  to  havc  alarmed  bim ;  for  be  was  not  naturally  of  an  abośre 
tum,  but  on  the  contrary  ratber  prided  bimself  on  a  mind  supericr  to  personal  aoiaio- 
sitics,  In  bis  defence,  therefore,  be  publisbed  Remarks  on  Warburton'8  EditioD  of 
Pope,  in  wbicb  be  professes  that  be  had  attacked  him  as  an  author  and  not  as  a  maa, 
and  did  not,  as  a  ftiir  antagonist,  deserve  to  be  called  an  impudent  slanderer.  He  neit 
examines  a  few  of  \Varburton's  notes  on  Pope,  and  endeavours  to  prove  bis  incapadty 
as  a  commentator.  He  betrays,  howerer^  that  the  real  cause  of  bis  introdudog  War- 
burton's  name  into  tbe  Life  of  Socrates  was  his  want  of  yeneiation  for  Mr.  Coopo^s 
farourite  pbilosopbers,  Shaftesbury,  Hutcheson,  &c.  The  whole  is  written  with  aiudi 
aerimony,  but  with  a  Tery  considerable  display  of  learoing.  In  the  former,  at  least, 
there  is  reason  to  think,  he  was  assisted  by  Jackson :  but  the  Life  of  Socrates  broaght 
Yeiy  little  reputation  to  its  author;  and  after  sonie  years^  Warbuiton's  angry  notę  wu 
omitted  from  tbe  editions  of  Pope. 

In  1754,  he  appeared  to  moie  adrantage  aa  the  author  of  Letters  on  Taste,  a  snall 
Yolume,  which  soon  passed  through  three  or  four  editions.    Taste  had  not  iit  tbis  tuK 

9  Bosweirs  Uf<e  of  Jobnsoii,  v6L  iii.  164^    a 
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fe^fl  trtoted  in  a  phAosophicał  manner;  and  as  tht  aadior  set  otit  with  liberał  profes- 
sions,  his  readers  were  indaced  to  falce  fot  gtanted  łliat  he  had  thrownr  muth  neW  light 
on  tłie  subject.  He  h,  hoiveTer,  origina!  oniy  iit  the  manner  m  which  he  has  contrived 
to  tbrow  a  eharm  over  a  few  acknowledged  trotbsi  and  common-pIiEice  opinions.  Iii* 
stead  of  beginning  by  definition,  and  pło^eediog  gradaady  to  analyze  the  płeasare 
resnlHng  from  what  aregenerally  considered  as  the  objAtsof  tnie  taste,  he  łets łoosć 
liisimagroatioD,  invites  his  teader  into  ffałry-fand,  and  de^hts  bim  bj  e^curshe  remarks 
and  aliegorical  detaiU,  but  in  a  style  which  even  Johnson,  wbo  had  no  grcat  opatłon 
of  Cooper,  allowed  to  be  splendid  and  spłrited. 

la  \755,  be  published  the  Torab  of  Shakspeare,  a  tisbn;  and  trben  tlie  World  traa 
spt  up  by  Dodslcy  and  M oore,  he  contribnted  ttro  papcrs,  which,  witb  those  be  pnb- 
Ibhed  in  the  Museam,  aflfbrd  a  proof  that  in  tlńs  specics  of  wfiting  he  mi^bt  hare  at- 
tained  considerablc  famę,  if  lie  had  avowed  bis  proddctions.  In  1756,  he  appears 
fo  have  caiight  tbe  alarm  rery  generał  at  that  time  ainong  the  enemies  of  admiilistra- 
tioD,  Icst  tbe  Hessian  troops,  bronght '  into  tlie  conntry  to  defcnd  the  kingdoni  A-om 
]nvasion,  sfaould  be  instrumental  in  snbverting  its  Itberties.  Mr.  Cooper  was  no  po!]« 
tician,  but  he  was  a  poet,  and  he  determined  to  contribute  his  share  of  waming,  iM 
a  pocm  entitled,  Tbe  Genius  of  Britain,  addrcssed  to  Mr,  Pitt. 

In  I75S,  be  published  f^tfes  to  the  Great,  from  Aristi]ipn9  in  Retirement,  and 
floon  after  The' Cali  of  Aristippns,  addressed  to  Dr.  Akenside,  in  a  st^le  of  stdnlatioir 
pardonabtc  oniy  to  the  warmest  fteeKngs  of  fnendship.  Betwecn  him  and  pr. 
Akenside  all  this  miglit  subsist :  tbere  was  at  least  a  perfect  pordiidity  cf  sentf- 
ment  in  pbilosophy  and  politics.  Botb  bated  tlie  ruling  govemment  as  much  as 
tbey  admired  the  school  of  Shat^esbury.  Bat  llieir  fale  was  differcnt,  Akenside 
had  to  make  bis  way  to  practice  through  all  the  obstacles  of  party  and  preju^ 
dke.  Cooper  was  a  gentleman  of  easy  fortunę,  enanioured  of  retirement,  and  who 
ap{)ears  to  liave  had  no  iuduccmcnt  to  couceal  what  be  tbought,  or  retract  wiiat  b/^* 
had  said. 

Some  otfaer  of  his  lesser  pieces  were  published  about  this  time;  and  in  1759,  h» 
tianslation  of  Gresset*s  Ver  Yert,  a  mock  heroic  poem»  in  foor  cantos.  In  1764-,  ałl 
these,  witli  the  exception  of  the  Ver  Yert  and  The  Estimate  of  Life,  which  are  now 
added,  were  published  in  one  volume  by  Dodsley,  wliom  he  allowed  to  takc  tbat  liberty, 
and  wlio  informs  us,  tbat  tbcy  were  originally  written  for  the  aufhot^s  amuscmcnt^  and 
afterwards  published  for  the  bookseller  s  profit. 

If  tbis  bas  the  appearance  of  vanity,  it  may  at  least  be  paidoned  for  its  libcrality^  It 
does  not  appear  tbat  be  ever  sold  any  of  his  works,  and  during  the  publication  of  tbc 
Museum  be  was  an  indeiktigable  contributor.  At  this  time,  he  had  probably  takeq 
leave  of  tlie  Muses,  and  was  applymg  himsclf  to  tbe  active  and  useful  dutiea  of  a  mar 
gistrate.  He  resided,  however,  occasionally  in  London^^  and  was  a  constaat  ałtendant 
and  fieąueiit  speaker  at  tbe  Society  for  the  Eiicouragement  of  Artsi  Manufactujoes,  and 
Commerce.  Of  this  be  had  unsuccessfully  endeavourcd  to  become  a  vioe-president,  and 
felt  his  disappointment  so  keenly  as  to  retire  in  disgust.  Ile  died  at  bis  house  in  May« 
Fair,  after  a  long  and  eKcmciating  illness,  occasioned  by  tbe  stone,  April  14, 1769/m 
the  fprty-siitb  year  of  bis  age. 

Dr.  Kippis,  wbo  knew  him  personally,  informs  us  tbat  be  was  a  gentleman  of  politc 
address  and  accomplishments;  and,  if  the  generał  tenour  of  his  works  may  l>e  credited| 
he  possessed  an  amiable  and  aiSectioBate  beart    His  chief  fotble  waa  yaoitj;  but  tłiis 
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is  morę  discoyerable  in  hb  writiogs  than  it  probably  was  ia  hk  life.  Vaiiity,  howeier, 
in  an  author  is  a  foible  to  which  the  world  cannot  be  eańly  reconciled ;  and  tbe  rfigKtmg 
opinioD  that  lias  been  sometimes  paased  on  his  poems  may,  J  think,  be  as  mucli  attii- 
buted  to  the  disgust  of  the  critic,  as  to  the  demeńt  of  the  author.  There  are  fcwof 
the  minoiż  poets  who  have  higher  claims  to  originality*  The  Epistks  to  Aiistippus,  hk 
SongSy  and  the  Father's  Advice  to  his  Son,  although  of  unequal  merit,  contiin  muy 
passages  that  are  trały  poetical.  Hb  yeneration  for  some  of  the  French  poets,  paitica- 
larly  Gresset,  induced  him  to^attempt  a  modę  of  versification  in  the  Epistks,  to  which 
the  English  ear  cannot  easily  become  familiar,  and  which  is  not  to  be  justified  from  anj 
defect  in  the  manliness  or  copiousness  of  the  English  language.  Yet  this  stndy  of  the 
French  writers,  of  no  use  in  other  respects,  has  rendercd  hb  translation  of  the  Yer  Yeit 
ahnost  a  perfect  copy  of  the  original,  and  far  superior  to  the  coarse  version  sińce  poh* 
Ibhed  by  the  late  Dr.  Gcddes.  Of  hb  other  pieces,  the  Theagenes  to  SyWia  b  a  &mt 
imitation,  although  8ervilely  intended,  of  Pope's  Ełoisa;  Tbe  Power  of  Uarmony,  de- 
signed  as  a  philosophical  iliustration  of  the  principles  of  Shaftesbury,  will  probably  ob* 
tain  few  readers.  The  prevailihg  fault  in  all  hb  pieces,  and  which  be  łeamed  frooi 
adopting  the  careless  versification  borrowed  from  the  French,  b  a  licentious  use  of  the 
elision,  as  in  the  words  om^nous,  folTwmg,  and  many  others :  hb  rhymes  also  are  fre- 
ąuently  defective.  Why  the  Estunate  of  Life  was  omitted  from  I>od8łey'8  edition  of  hii 
works,  I  know  not.  It  contains  morc  tnie  poetry  than  half  the  volume.  It  wn 
originally  published  in  the  Museum,  and  afterwards  in  Dodsley^s  Collection  of  IdiBcci* 
laneous  Poems. 


THE  EDITOR'S  PREFACE. 


1  m  fbllowing  poems  baring  been  Tery  fieiTourably  reoeiTed  by  the  public  wben  they  first  appearad, 
al  different  times,  in  detached  piecei,  tbe  author  bas  been  prerailed  upon  to  pennit  me  to  coUect 
them  ioto  tbU  amall  Toltime. 

When  I  reąnested  bim  to  give  me  a  prefece,  be  replied»  "  tbat  to  tbose  wbom  sucb  trifles  afibrdcd 
pleasnre,  a  fbrmal  introductioił  would  be  unneeessary;  tbat  be  wrote  most  of  tbem,  wben  be  m'as  Tery 
yomig,  for  bis  own  amnsement,  and  published  tbem  afterwards  for  my  profit;  and,  as  tbey  bad  once 
sniwered  botb  those  ends,  was  yery  little  solicitous  wbat  woold  be  tbe  fate  of  tbem  for  tbe  futurę.** 

ROB£RT  DODSLEY. 


POEMS 


Ot 


JOHN  GILBERT  COOPER. 


EPISTLES  TO  HIS  miEJfDS  JW  TOWK, 

FBOM  ARISTTPPUg  IN  RETIRBHBHT. 

The  species  of  poetry,  in  which  tbe  foUowing 
epi:itles  arewritten,  has  been  used,  with  g^reat 
tuccess,  among  the  French,  by  Chapelle,  Chau- 
lieu,  La  Farę,  Gresset,  Madame  Deshoalićres, 
aod  others ;  but  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen 
it  before  in  the  English  language.  Tbe  onconfined 
return  of  the  rhymes,  and  easiness  of  the  diction, 
seem  peculiariy  adapted  to  epistolary  composi- 
tbns.  Tbe  autbor  profeteedly  imitates  tbe  ge- 
nerał manner  of  the  aboTo-mentioned  writers, 
bat  he  is  morę  particularly  obliged  to  Gresset, 
fef  two  or  thiee  hints  in  his  performance,  wbich 
be  has  acknowledged  in  tbe  marginal  notes.  The 
reader  will  not  forget,  tbat  thesc  four  epistles  were 
wntten  originally  under  a  fictitious  character. 


TBĘ  EETRBAT  OF  ARISTIPPUS. 


EFI8TLE  I. 


fO  mg  OHACB  THB  DUKfi  OP  ••<»•••«♦ 

Je  Tous  livre  me  reYeries 
Sue  quelques  verites  haidieg, 
Yiennent  libiement  meianger. 


aBJttSBT. 


SEIZ^D  with  the  ragę  of  being  great 
In  courta,  my  lord,  let  others  lead 
(Eichanging  happiness  for  state) 
The  crowd  of  tinselM  slares,  who  tread 
The  miry  ministerial  road 
To  modem  Hoooc^s  d^iŁ  abode^ 


Where  dwell  th'  kigk  ynlgwr  of  Hie  Umt^ 
Wbich  Eiigland's  oommon  courttty. 
To  make  bad  felłowsbip  go  dojm, 
Politely  calls  good  company. 
Remote  fn>m  politios  and  rtrife, 
Frora  tbe  duli  sons  of  bi]B'nea8  free^ 
iTnfetter^d  by  domestic  life. 
To  letter^d  eaae  a  Totary, 
I  spend  altemately  my  honrs 
»Twixt  Epicuras'  myrtle  bow'n 
Aud  Academus'  palmy  grove, 
H^PPy>  from  Seine^s  meandring  shoroa, 
Where  polisb'd  pleasures  cTer  roye, 
The  first  to  bring  the  Thespian  maidsy 
To  play  to  Science  and  to  Luve 
Od  Cyprian  pipes  in  British  shadcs. 

No  lerees  here  attend  his  giaoe, 
My-lording  ev»i:y  mom  an  ass. 
Nor  ofBce-clerlu  with  bosy  iace. 
To  make  fools  wonderas  they  pass, 
Whisper  duli  nothiiigs  in  łus  ea«» 
'Bout  some  ipgne  boroug^monger  than* 
The  welUbred  insipidity 
Of  town  assemblies  ne'er  is  heard. 
And  candidates  for  prelacy, 
Tbat  sable,  supple,  bowlngherd^ 
Tbis  silent  territory  fly; 
For  bisboprics  are  seldom  fioand 
In  realms  of  scientific  gromMŁ 
No  doctor^s  medicinal  wig. 
No  titted  beggar^s  suppliant  knee^ 
No  aldermau  .with  knighthood  big 
And  neivly  porcbas^d  pedigree. 
No  YUltures  of  the  human  race 
From  Tempie  or  from  Łincolii*s*Inn« 
No  p8eudo-|>atriot  oot  of  placsą 
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Nor  Tenal  senator  ŁhaŁ*8  )n, 
Disturb  this  amiable  retreat: 
Only  a  Muse,  a  Lotc,  or  Graoe, 
In  this  calm  senate  have  a  seat. 
Sttch  representatiYes  are  firee* 
No  Muse  bas  lately  been  at  court. 
Nor  are  the  Grates  bcttcr  for*t; 
Nor  bare  the  Love8  septennially, 
A  borough-iat^rest  to  sapport, 
MortgagM  tłieir  bealths  or  property. 

Led  by  onerring  Nature^s  voice, 
I  haunt  retircmeiiŁ's  silent  shade, 
Conteiitment*s  humble  lot  and  choieey 
Where  on  the  mossy  sopha  laid, 
I  see,  thro*  contemplation'i  eye, 
The  white-wing^d  cherub  innocence, 
Each  blessing  of  ber  native  sky 
To  sympathetic  bearts  dispense. 
Hcre,  undebauch'd  by  spurioas  art, 
Great  Naturę  reigns  in  e^^ry  part» 
Both  wben  refulgent  Titan'8  beam 
In  high  meridrati  spłendourglows, 
And  wben  pale  CyDthia's  majdan  gletfm 
0'er  night  a  siWer  maotle  throws. 
The  oatires  of  the  neighb'ring  grore 
Their  nuptials  chaunt  on  venial  sprays; 
Utitaught  by  Ovid  how  to  ]ove, 
True  passion  modulates  their  lays. 
From  no  Propertius*  poliahM  strain» 
The  linnet  fonns  ber  temp^rate  notę;  ' 
From  no  Tibulłus  leams  to  plain 
The  widovr'd  turtle's  iaithful  throat. 
Each  feather^d  libertine  of  air, 
Gąy  as  Catullus,  lOTes  and  sings ; 
Free  as  the  Teian  aage  from  care, 
The  goKlfinch  clapa  his  giided  wings. 
And  wooed  bis  female  to  repair 
To  sliady  groves  and  crystal  springs. 
Hcre  biess'd  with  freedom  and  content, 
Untau^ht  by  devious  thougbt  to  stray 
Thro*  fency*s  visionary  way, 
These  silvan  bards  of  senttment 
Warble  the  dictates  of  the  faeart 
Uninternipted  as  they  flow, 
Unmeasur^d  by  the  rules  of  ait, 
Now  stroryriy  higb,  now  sweetły  Iow. 

Sucb  scenes  the  good  haye  ever  lov'd, 
The  great  have  sougbt,  the  wisc  approv'd : 
Herę  legisiators  plann'd  of  old 
The  pandocts  of  immortal  jsws; 
And  mighty  chiefe  and  beróes  bold, 
Withdrawn  from  popular  applause, 
First  having  left  their  countries  free 
From  8avage  and  from  human  pests, 
Gain*d  a  morę  glorious  Tictory 
0'er  the  fierce  tyrants  of  their  breasts. 

Metbinks,  I  hear  some  courtier  say, 
**  Such  charms  ideał  iii  agree 
With  modemizM  gentility^ 
"  For  now  the  witty,  great,  and  gay, 
l'bink  what  so  cbarms  your  rwral  sense, 
Ouly  a  clown's  fit  reaidence. 
In  former  days  a  cdbntry  Ufe, 
For  so  time-honour'd  poeta  sing, 
Free  from  ankiety  and  strife. 
Was  blandish'd  by  perpetual  spring. 
There  tl  e  sweet  Graces  kept  their  ooart, 
The  Nymphs,  the  Fauns,  and  Dryads  playM, 
Thitherthe  \use8would  resort, 
Apollo  luv'd  the  fylvm  shadcu 


The  gods  and  heroes  own*d  a  patfloo 
For  wives  and  daughters  of  the  swaina. 
And  heroines,  whilst  twas  the  fashion, 
Ridotto*d  on  the  rnral  piains. 
The  'sąuires  were  then  of  beat 'nly  race, 
The  parsons  fiishionable  too, 
Young  Hermes  had  at  court  a  plaoe, 
Yenus  and  Mars  were  folka  one  knew. 
But  lon}?  long  sińce  those  times  are  o*cr, 
No  goddess  trips  it  0'er  the  lea, 
The  gods  and  heroes  are  no  morę, 
Who  danc*d  to  rural  minstrelsy. 
Detested  are  these  sad  abodes 
By  modem  dames  of  mortal  make. 
And  peers,  who  rank  not  with  such  godf, 
Their  sol  i  tary  seata  fbrsake. 
For  now  'tis  quite  anotber  case, 
The  country  wears  a  difi'*reiit  face. 
Wheo  sometimes,  (oh !  the  cniel  Lent!) 
Thither  ber  lady^hip  is  sent, 
As  Sol  ibro*  Taurus  mounts  the  sky. 
Or  Oeorg!e  prOrogues  his  parjiaitaelit, 
Her  beaut«0U8  bosom  heaTes  a  sfgb, 
Five  months  in  rusftc  banishment. 
Thither,  alas !  no  yiscounts  rove. 
Nor  beart-bewitcbing  cornels  oome. 
Duli  is  tbe  musie  of  the  grove, 
Unheetletl  fades  the  meactow's  bloom* 
The  verdaat  copse  may  take  tbe  birds, 
The  breath  of  mom  and  evenłng*s  dew 
To  bleating  flocks  and  lowing  foerds  ' 
Re  pleasant  and  be  wholesome  too ; 
Hut  how  can  these  ('tis  out  of  naturę) 
Have  channs  for  any  haman  creature  !** 

Sucb  are  the  scntiments,  I  own, 
Of  all  tbat  lazy  loitering  race, 
From  daily  uahen  to  bis  grac^ 
Who  never  lcave  the  guilty  towni 
But  in  the  purlieus  of  tbe  courty 
By  knares  are  spanie! *d  up  and  down. 
To  fetch  and  carry  each  report. 

Far  othcr  images  arise 
To  those  who  inward  tum  their  eyea 
To  vie\v  th*  inhabitanta  of  miód; 
Where  solitude*s  calm  yofries  find 
Of  knowledsre  tu*  inexhausted  prize; 
And  truth,  immortal  trtith  bestows, 
Clad  iii  clherial  robes  of  ligbt, 
Piirc  as  the  Bakes  of  ialling  snows, 
Unrnvied  unreprov'd  deligbt. 

On  me,  my  lord,  on  humble  me 
The  intellectual  trnin  att(*nds; 
Science  oft  seeks  my  company. 
And  Fancy'schildren  are  my 
Herę  hlc88*d  with  independent 
1  look  with  pity  011  the  great. 
For  who,  tbat  with  enjoyment  sees 
The  Laughs  and  Graces  at  his  gate. 
And  little  Lotcs  attending  nigh, 
Or  fondly  bov*ring  o'er  his  bead. 
To  wing  his  ordets  thro'  the  sky, 
Whilst  waibling  Mnses  round  him  sbed 
Sweet  flow^rs,  which  on  Panwssus  blow, 
Would  wish  those  thomy  paths  to  tread, 
Which  slares  and  conrt'ers  ouly  know. 

Thanks  to  my  anceston  and  Heav'o, 
To  me  the  happier  lot  is  giv'n, 
In  calm  retreat  my  time  to  spend 
With  far  far  better  company, 
Th&n  those  who  od  tbe  court  attend 
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In  hoDomttble  drudg^y. 

Warriors  and  statesmen  of  old  Romę 

Duły  obsenrc  my  lev^e-day. 

And  włts  from  polishM  Athcos  come, 

Occasłonal  dcvoirs  to  pay. 

With  me  great  Plato  often  bolds 

Disroarse  npon  immortal  pow'rs. 

And  Attic  Xe<iophon  unfolds 

Rich  honry  from  Lyceam  flow*w ; 

Caesarand  Tully  often  dine, 

Anacreon  rambles  in  my  grove, 

Sweet  Horace  drinks  Falcrniaa  trine, 

Catullns  makes  on  haycocks  love.      ' 

With  these,  and  some  a-kin  to  these^ 

The  livinf7  few  who  grace  our  days, 

I  live  in  literary  easc, 

Mv  chief  delight  their  taste  to  please 

With  soft  and  unaifected  lays. 

Thtts,  to  each  vot'ry's  wish,  kind  fetę 

DiTides  the  world  with  equal  linę, 

Shebids  ambition,  care,  andstate. 

Be  the  high  portion  of  tbe  great, 

Peaoe,  fneadship,  ]ove,  and  bliss  be  minę. 


WE  TEMPER  OF  ARISTTPFUS. 


SPI8TŁB  II. 


TO  LADY 


fioo  me  caoąue  rapit  teropestas  deferor  bospes. 

HORAT. 

Tte  oft,  Mełissa,  heard  you  Hy» 
"  The  world  ohaenrea  I  never  wea? 
Aq  aspect  gloomy  or  serere, 
That,  constitutłonahy  gay, 
Whether  dark  clonds  obscure  the  sky, 
Qr  Pbcebus  gilds  the  face  of  day, 
b  płeasare*!  trne  philosopby 
I  pass  the  winged  years  away.'' 

In  most,  'tis  tnie,  the  haman  sense 
Is  sobjectcd  to  smilea,  or  tears. 
To  swelling  pride,  or  trembiiog  feara, 
*  By  ev'ry  skyey  influence." 
Cameleon-like  their  souls  agree 
With  al|-  they  hear  and  all  they  see, 
Or,  as  one  instrument  resoundff 
Another^s  untson  of  sounds, 
Their  mntable  compleicions  carry 
The  looks  of  anger,  hope,  and  joy ; 
Just  as  the  acenes  around  'em  ^ary, 
Pleasares  delight,  or  pains  annoy. 
Bat  1,  by  philoaophic  mood, 
Let  the  wise  cali  it  happy  folly, 
Ednce  from  ei^ry  evil  goód, 
And  raptare  e*en  from  melancholy. 
Wben  in  the  tilent  midnight  grove, 
Sveet  Philomela  sweUs  her  throat 
With  tremolous  and  plaintire  notę, 
£Tpressi?e  of  disasŁ^rous  lorę, 
I  with  the  pensive  Pleasares  dwell. 
And  in  their  calm  8equester'd  celi 
Lsten  with  rapturaus  delight 
To  tbe  soft  songster  of  the  night. 
Herę  Echo,  in  her  mossy  cave, 
Symphonioua  to  the  lore^lorn  song, 
Warbles  tbe  vocal  rocka  among, 
Wbilst  gently-trickling  waters  laye 


The  oak-fring*d  moant«in*s  hoary  broWy 

Whose  atreams,  uuited  in  the  vale, 

0'er  pebbled  bedd  loąUaclous  flow, 

Tun*d  to  the  sad  mełodious  tale 

In  murmurs  ąuerulously  slo^ 

And,  whilst  immersM  in  thought  I  He, 

From  ages  past  and  realms  unseen, 

There  moyes  before  tke  mental  eye 

The  pleasing  melancholy^scene 

Of  nymplis  and  youths  uofbrtunate, 

Whose  famę  shall  spread  from  shore  to  shore^ 

Pre8erv'd  by  bards  from  deatb  and  fiate, 

TiU  time  itsełf  shall  be  no  morę. 

Thus,  not  by  black  młaanthropy 
Impeird,  to  cave8or  rocka  I  fly; 
But  wben,  by  chance  or  humour  Łed, 
My  wand'ring  feet  thoae  regioaa  tread^ 
Taught  by  phiłosophy  so  sweet 
Tu  shuii  the  fellowship  of  care. 
Far  from  the  world  I  go  to  meet 
Such  pleasures  as  inhabit  there. 

With  rebeUwill  I  ne'er  oppose 
The  current  of  my  destiny, 
But,  pliant  as  the  torrent  flows, 
Receiye  my  courte  implicitly. 
As,  from  some  shaded  river's  aide 
If  chance  a  tendei* '  osier*8  blown, 
Subject  to  the  ćoutrouling  tide, 
Th'  obedient  sbrub  is  carried  down* 
Awhile  it  floats  npon  the  streams. 
By  whlrlpools  now  is  forc'd  below, 
Then  mouńts  again  wLere  Titan'8beams 
Upon  the  shining  waters  glow. 
Sweet  flow'ry  yales  it  passes  by, 
Cities,  and  solitudes  by  turns, 
Or  where  a  dreary  desert  bums 
In  aorrowful  obscurity. 
For  many  a  league  tbe  wandVer*8  borne, 
By  forest,  wood,  mead,  mountain,  plain, 
TiU,  carried'  never  to  return,- 
'Tis  buried  in  the  boundless  main. 
Thua  Aristippus  fbrms  his  plan; 
To  eT'ry  change  o^  times  and  fatea 
His  temper  he  accommodates; 
Not  where  he  wili,  but  where  he  can» 
A  daily  bliss  he  oelebrates. 
An  osier  on  the  stream  of  time, 
This  phiiosophic  wanderer 
Floating  thro'  eT*ry  place  and  cijme, 
Finds  some  pcculiar  blessing  thei^ 
Where  e*er  the  winding  current  straya 
By  prosp'rous  mount  or  adverse  plain, 
He  'II  sport,  till  all  his  jocund  days 
Are  lost  in  life's  eteraal  main. 

Let  worldlings  bant  for  happineas 
With  pain,  anxiety  and  strife, 
Tbro'  ev'ry  thomy  path  of  life. 
And  ne*er  th*  idea!  fkir  possess! 
For  who,  alas !  their  passions  send 
The  fleeting  image  to  pursue, 
Themselves  their  own  designs  nudo. 
And  in  the  means  destroy  the  endj 
But  I  a  surer  clne  have  found^ 
To  guide  me  o'er  the  mazy  ground; 
Foi*  knowing  that  this  deity 
Must  ever  rore  at  liberty 

'  See  tbe  Cbartreuse  of  Gresset,  from  whence  this 
passa. e  is  imitated;  but  the  subseqttcnt  particułaL 
application  to  Aristippus  is  this  author^s. 


m 

Tbro'  Fancy*s  yisionary  rotid, 
^  Dever  wi^dozn^s  scheines  emiilay 
To  finii  her  in  one  fixM  abode. 
But  where  I  meet  ber  1  eiijoy ; 
And  being  free  frum  ^trife  and  cac*, 
Am  mrę  to  i^eet  ber  ev'ry  wbere* 


COOPEŁ^S  poaf  s. 


Tfi£  APOLOGY  OF  AHISTIPPUS, 

«PIITLB  Ul. 

TO  /»•?•••♦#•  Esa. 

D*auŁres  font  dea  vef8  par  etude 
Jl'^  fais  pour  me  desenmiyen 

GKESSET, 

Shoułd  snpercilioos  ccnsoiy  say 

**  His  youthłs-waining,  *tłs  not  timę 

For  Aristippus  now  with  rbiine 

To  while  tbe  usęless  hours  away/* 

I  might  reply^  I  do  no  morę 

Than  what  my  bettera  did  beforej 

That  what  at  first  my  fancy  led 

This  idle  business  to  pursue, 

Still  makes  me  prosecnte  the  trade^ 

Becanse  IWe  nothing  eise  to  do; 

Bat  to  the  candid,  Tom,  and  you, 

A  better  reason  I  could  give» 

To  whom  a  better  reaBon'8  due, 

That  in  these  measures  I  convcy 

My  gentle  precepts,  how  to  livo, 

Clearer  than  any  other  way. 

For  in  the  pow»rs  of  poetry, 

Wit,  trulh,  ond  pleasnre  blendcd  lic. 

As,  in  ItaUa's  fertile  Tales, 

On  the  same  lice,  wliiist  blossoms  blow, 

The  rip€n'd  fruits  nectareous  grow, 

Fed  by  warm  snns  and  rrcsh*uing  galcs. 

Divinest  art  tó  mortals  giv'n ! 

By  thee,  tlie  brave,  the  good,  the  wise, 

The  feir,  the  leam'd,  and  witty,  rise 

Fi-om  earth'B  duU  sod,  and  people  heav'n. 

Nor  be*t  to  thec  imputed  blame, 

That  e\'er-barking  calumny. 

And  filthy-moiith*d  obscenity, 

Have  oil  usurpM  thy  injur*d  name  ? 

Ahs!  the  drops  which  Moroing  sbttds 

With  dcwy  fingei^  on  the  meads, 

The  pink'8  and  vi'lets  tubes  to  fili, 

Alike  the  noxious  juices  feed 

Of  deadly  hemlock'8  pois*nous  wced. 

And  give  »em  fatal  pow'r  to  kill! 

Imagination  loves  to  tracę 
Reason's  immortal  lineaments 
In  Fiction's  necromantic  face, 
W  hen  Probability  assents. 
The  fairest  features  Fiction  wears, 
When  most  like  Truth  th'  inchantress  looks, 
As  sweet  NaTcis8a'8  shade  appears, 
In  silent  lakes  and  cjystal  brooks, 
So  like  the  life,  we  scarcely  know 
W  berę  last  to  fix  our  wav'ring  love, 
Whether  npon  the  form  below, 
Or  on  the  real  nymph  above. 
In  each  we  see  an  angeFs  face,  > 

Tho'  for  the  substance  brcathe  ow  sighs, 
Whilst  we  the  shadowy  image  tracę 
In  the  (^car  waTe  with  longing  eyei. 


But  should  you  a«k  me,  ^hyi  chooM, 
Of  ail  the  laurerd  sisteriiood 
Th*  iuhabitantg  of  Pindus'  wood, 
The  least  considerable  Muse. 
The  viUet8  round  the  mountain's  feet, 
Whose  humble  gems  uiiheedcd  blow, 
Are  to  the  sbepherd'8  smełl  morę  sweet 
Than  lofty  cedars  on  its  braw. 
Let  the  loud  Epic  aound  th^  alarms 
Of  dreadful  war,  and  heroes  spruug 
From  some  immortal  ancestry, 
Clad  in  impenetrable  arms 
By  Yulcan  forg'd,  my  lyre  is  strong 
With  softer  cbords,  my  Muse  morę  frea 
Wanders  thro'  Pindus*  bumbler  wayfc 
In  amiable  simplicity : 
Unstudy*d  are  ber  artless  lays, 
Sbe  asks  no  laurel  for  her  brows; 
Careless  of  ccnsmre  or  of  praiae, 
She  haunt8_where  tender  myrtJe  growsj 
Fonder  of  bappinew  than  ^me, 
To  the  proud  bay  prefers  tbe  rosa. 
Nor  barters  pleasure  for  a  name. 
On  Natare*s  lap,  reclin'd  at  ease, 
I  listen  to  licr  b«aY*nly  tongue, 
From  her  derive  the  pow*r  to  pleate, 
From  her  rcceive  th*  harmonioas  time. 
And  what  the  goddess  makes  my  song 
in  unprenieditated  rbyme 
Mellifluous  flows,  whilst  young  Desire, 
CulPd  from  th>  elysian  bloom  of  spring, 
Strews  flow'rs  immortal  ronnd  my  łyre. 
And  Fancy'8  8pprtivc  childrcn  bńng, 
From  blossomM  groTe  and  lilied  mead« 
Fresh  fragrant  chaplets  for  my  head. 
The  uioet,  tbo'  softest  of  the  Hiae, 
Euterpc,  muse  of  gaiety 
Succn  of  heart-soft^ning  roelody, 
Allures  my  ear  with  notes  divinc. 
.In  my  retreat  £uterpe  plays, 
Where  Science,  garlanded  with  flow*ra^ 
EnrapturM  listens  to  her  lays 
Beneath  the  shade  of  myrtle  bow^rs, 

This  plóasing  territory  lies 
UnYisited  by  common  eyes. 
Far  from  the  prude*s  affectćd  spleen, 
Or  bigot'8  surly  godliness, 
Where  no  coąuettes,  no  jilts  are  soen. 
Nor  foliy-fetter'd  fops  of  dress  j 
Far  from  the  vulgar  high  and  Iow, 
The  pension^d  great  man'8  littleneas; 
Or  those,  who,  prone  to  sla^ry,  gtew 
Fit  tools  of  others  tyranny. 
And,  with  a  blind  devotion.  baw 
To  wooden  blocks  of  ąoality; 
-Far  from  the  land  of  Argument, 
Where  deep  within  their  murky  celta, 
Figures  and  bloated  Tropes  are  pent,' 
And  three-legg'd  Syliogism  dwells  j 
Far  from  the  bubble-blowiug  race, 
The  school-men  subtle  and  reGn*d, 
Who  fili  the  thick  skuIPs  bratnlesa  ąpacą, 
With  puffs  of  theologic  wind ; 
And  all  the  grave  pedantic  train, 
Which  fairy  Genius  longs  to  biud 
Hard  with  a  commenfs  iron  chain. 
But,  whilst  such  drones  are  drWn  away, 
In  my  belov*d  retfeat  remain 
The  fair,  the  witty,  and  the  gay. 

>  See  Łes  Ombres  of  GrenelU 
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SIS 


Heic  the  loft  pfttriarch  of  the  hf>ve», 
foDey'd  Anacreon,  with  the  dove8 
f  Yenas  flutt*rii)f  o*er  bis  head, 
Whilst  ivy-crowned  Houra  around 
lie  laugfater-loying  Onices  lead 
1  sportire  riDgleU  to  the  sound 
if  Paphian  flutes)  the  Muae  invitef 
'o  festiTe  days  and  attk'rous  nights. 
[erc  tender  Moscus  loTea  to  Tove 
Jong  the.meadoir>8  daisied  side^ 
fnder  a  ołol  and  tilent  grore 
i^here  brooks  of  dimpling  waten  glide. 
apt  io  celestia]  ecstasy 
Kppbo,  whom  all  the  Ninę  inspire, 
'aries  ber  ain*rou8  melody, 
"be  chords  of  wbose  Idalian  lyre, 
i  cłiangeftil  paaaions  ebb  or  flow, 
trock  vith  bold  hand  now  yibrate  high, 
foWy  modttlat6d  to  a  sigh, 
'lońble  most  languishingly  Iow. 
Horace,  mild  tage,  refinM  with  ease, 
Vhote  preoepts  whilst  they  counsel,  please, 
ntboiit  the  jargon  of  the  schools 
ind  fQr-gown'd  pedanfs  bookish  rules, 
lere  keeps  his  lov'd  academy; 
{if  art  so  nicely  he  conceals, 
Int  wiidonf  on  the  bosom  stealt, 
ind  n^  grow  good  insensibly. 
'rom  cool  ValcluBa'8  lilied  meads 
oft  Petrarch  and  his  Laura  come, 
Lnd  e^  great  Tasso  sometimes  treadt 
licte  flow'ry  waiks,  and  culls  the  bloom 
)f  rani  grores,  wbere  heretofore 
(ach  BCose,  each  Grace,  beneatb  the  ahade 
tf  nyrtle  bow*rft»  in  secret  play'd 
VHh  an  Idalian  paramour. 
ram  ńlver  Seine's  transparent  streams, 
inth  roses  and  with  lilies  croMrnM, 
trentbing  the  same  heart-easing  themes^ 
Lad  ton^  in  amicable  looad, 
lireet  barda,  of  kindred  spirit,  blow 
flft  Lydian  notes  on  Gallic  reeds, 
Tboie  tongs  instmct  us  how  to  know 
'hitfa's  flow'T8  froiD  afrectation'8  weeds. 
%apd]e  leads  np  the  festire  band ; 
A  Farre  and  Chauliea,  hand  in  band, 
)lose  fbOow  their  poetic  sire, 
lot  with  the  Teian  grapę  and  flre. 
lot  bark!  as  sweet  as  western  wind 
Irestbes  from  the  TiMefs  fragrant  beds, 
Thea  balmy  dews  Anrora  sheds, 
rmset^s  dear  pipę,  distinct  behind, 
ynphoniously  conibines  in  one 
!sch  fimner  hard*B  melliiluent  tonę. 
rieaset!  in  whose  harmonius  vene 
"be  Indian  bird  shall  neyer  die, 
W  death  may  perch  on  Ver-VeTt*s  hearse, 
'kme^s  tongue  Inmortal  shall  rehearse 
lis  variable  k>quacity. 

Nor  wanting  are  there  barda  of  Thamef^ 
)n  Twal  reed  yoang  Surry  playi, 
ind  Waller  wooes  the  courtly  dames 
¥ith  gay  and  nnaffected  lays, 
lis  cardess  limba  supinely  taid 
fenealh  the  plantane*8  leafy  shade. 
Mor  bis  easy  pipę  appties 
To  sooth  his  jcśaons  Cloe'8  hreasty 
Ind  eren  Sacharis8a's  eyes 
To  brighter  C1oe*s  yield  the  prize 
H  Yenns^  aonl  bewilching  cest« 


Tban  these  much  greater  bards»  I  ween, 
Whenever  tbey  will  condesCend 
Th*  inferioi*  Miises  to  attend, 
Immortalize  tbis  humbie  scenę: 
Shakespear'^  and  Drayton's  Fairy  crews 
In  midnight  rerels  gambol  tound, 
And  Pope's  light  ^Iphids  sprinkle  dcwa 
Refreshing  on  the  magie  ground. 
Nor  'sdains  the  Dryad  train  of  yore, 
And  green-hair^d  Naiads  of  the  ilood. 
To  join  with  Fancy*8  younger  brood, 
Which  brood  the  sweet  enchantress  borę 
To  British  bards  in  after-times, 
Whuse  famę  shalł  btoom  in  deathless  rhymes^ 
When  Oreece  and  Biitain  fire  no  morę. 
Whilst  mich  the  feasts  of  lancy  giTe, 
Cardess  of  what  duli  sages  know, 
Amidst  their  banquet8  I  will  live, 
And  pitying,  look  on  pow'r  below. 
If  still  the  cynie  ceosor  says, 
That  Aristippus*  useless  days 
Pass  In  melodiotts  foolery,  • 

This  is  my  lastapology: 
**  Whaterer  bas  the  powV  to  Mesa, 
By  living  baring  leamt  to  prize, 
Since  wisdom  will  afford  rae  less 
Tban  what  from  hftrmless  follies  rise^ 
I  connot  spare  from  happinćss 
A  single  moment  to  be  wise.** 


TOS  CALL  OF  ARISTIPPUS. 

BFI8TŁB  IV. 

To  liARK  AmsMmm,  m.]|. 

AXAPIC  AE  TIC   nSM^KAC 
MESETa  nOIHMA  * 

OOB  HBNR.  8TBPHA!fS» 

O  THOO,  for  whom  the  British  boys 
Bloom  in  these  unpoetic  days, 
Whose  early  genius  glow*d  to  follow 
The  arts  thro*  Nature*s  ancient  ways, 
Twofold  disciple  of  Apollo ! 
Shall  Aristippus'  easy  lays^ 
Trifles  of  philosophtc  pleasnre 
Compos'd  in  literary  leisure, 
Aspire  to  gain  tby  deathless  praise } 
If  tby  nice  ear  attends  the  strains 
This  careless  bard  of  Naturę  breathes 
On  Cjrprian  flute  in  Albion*B  plains,^ 
By  futurę  poets  myrtle  wreaths 
Shall  long  be  scatter'd  o'er  his  nm 
In  annual  solemnity, 
And  marMe  Cupida,  as  they  moum. 
Point  where  his  kindred  aahes  lie. 

Whilst  thro*  the  tracks  of  endless  day 
Tby  Muse  shall,  like  the  hird  of  Jove, 
Wing  to  the  soorce  of  light  her  way 
And  bring  from  dowdless  realms  above, 
Where  Tmth'8  seraphic  danghten  glow» 
'  Anotber  Promothćan  ray 
To  this  benigbted  globe  below,  ' 

Minę,  like  soft  CyUierea's  dove, 
Contented  with  her  natiye  grove, 
Shall  fondly  sooth  th'  atteotire  eao 
Of  life*&.w>y-weaii8d  traTellers^ 

lit 
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And.  from  tfae  pałhs  of  Canciod  woes, 

Lead  'em  to  thc  serene  abode 

Where  real  bliss  and  real  good 

In  sweet  security  repose; 

Or,  09  the  lark  wlth  matin  notes. 

To  youtli*8  mew  voya^rs,  ia  spiing, 

Ae  over  bead  io  arr  «be  Soats, 

Atiendant  on  unmfBed  wiug^ 

Warbl«i  inartificiai  joy. 

My  Muse  in  tender  strains  shall  sd^ 

Tłifeats  of  .Venus'  wing«d  boy, 

Or  Iiow  tbe  nirobk-footed  Hours, 

With  tłie  thref  Graces  knit  in  daoce, 

Follow  th«  gpddess  Elegance 

To  Hebe^s  court  in  Paphian  bow^n. 

Nor  let  tbe  snpercUioos  wise 
And  gloomy  sons  of  melanckoly 
These  uoaffpcted  lays  despise 
As  day-dreams  of  meiodious  folly. 
Reason  a  ło%-elier  asp^ct  weare 
The  Smiles  and  Muses  wben  betwcen, 
Than  in  the  s(oic*s  ricrid  mień 
Wfth  beard  phi]osophiz'd  by  years; 
,    And  Yirtue  moaps  not  in  the  celi 
Wbere  cloister^d  Pridc  and  Penanoe  dwell. 
But,  in  the  cliariot  of  the  Loves, 
She  triumphs  iiiuocently  gay, 
Drawn  by  the  yok'd  Idalian  doyes, 
Wbłlst  young  ASectioins  lead  the  way 
To  the  warni  rpgions  of  the  heart, 
Whence  seIBsh  fieii^  of  VJce\lepart, 
Uke  spectrcn  at  th'  approacfa  of  day. 

Should  any  inltdei  demand, 
Who  sueejs  at  our  poctic  Hca^^n, 
Whether  from  ordination  given 
By  pnelate?  of  the  Tho5;pian  land, 
Or  inspiration  Trom  above, 
( As  miKiern  niethodists  dcrive 
Thetr  light  from  no  dtviDe  alive) 
I  hołd  the  great  prerogative 
T*  interpret  sagę  Anacrcon^s  vrit, 
Or  gloss  npon  Catulłus'  wit, 
Prophets  tbat  hcretofore  were  tent. 
And  fioałly  require  to  see 
Credentials  of  my  embassy, 
Before  his  faith  could  yield  assent, 
Conrincing  reasons  I  would  give 
Prom  a  short  tale  scarce  credible. 
But  yct  as  tnie  and  plausible, 
As  some  which'  catholics  believe, 
That  r  was  calW  by  Jove's  behest 
A  Paphian  and  a  Dełphian  priest. 

Once  when  by  Trenfs  pellucid  streams, 
In  days  of  prattling  in&ncy, 
Led  by  young  wond'ring  Ecstasy, 
To  riew  the  Sun's  refulgent  beams 
As  on  the  sportive  waves  they  play-d 
Too  fer  I  negligently  8tray*d, 
The  god  o^day  his  lamp  withdrew, 
£vening  ber  dusky  mantle  spread. 
And  from  ber  rooistenM  tresses  shed 
RefresTiing  drops  of  peariy  dew. 
Close  by  the  boniers  of  ą  wood, 
Where  an  oW  ruin'd  ąbbey  stood. 
Far  from  a  fondiing  motber'8  ^gbt, 
Wifh  toil  of  childish  sport  oppres8'd 
My  tender  limbs  sunk  dowii  to  rest 
*Midgt  the  dark  horroors  of  the  nłgbt. 
As  Horace  erst  by  febled  dove8     » 
With  8pring*s  fint  learcs  was  mantled  o'er 


A  wand^rer  from  bis  native  groves, 
A  Iłke  regard  the  British  Lores 
To  me  their  (iiture  poct  borę. 
Nor  left  me  gnardianless  alone. 
For  tho'  no  Nymph  or  Faun  a^peai^d. 
Nor  pi  ping  Satyr  was  tbece  hcaid. 
And  here  the  bryads  are  uoknown; 
Yet,  natives  tnie  of  English  ground, 
Sw«et  Elv68  and  Fays  in  mantles  green. 
By  sbepberds  oft  in  moonlight  seeo, 
Ajid  dapper  Fairies  daoc*d  around. 
The  uightii^;ale,  her  love-loru  lay 
Neglecting  on  tbe  neighb'ring  spray, 
Strew'd  with  fre&h  fiow^rs  my  turfy  bed, 
And,  at  the  fint  approach  of  moro, 
Ule  Ted^biettt  stript  the  fragrant  thora 
On  roses  wild  to  lay  my  bead. 
Thos,  as  tbe  wond'ring  nisUcs  say, 
In  smiling  sleep  tbey  ft^nd  me  laid        , 
Beneath  a  blossom'd  hawthora^s  shade, 
Wbłlst  spoi-tiye  bees,  in  mystic  play, 
With  honey  filPd  my  Uttle  lips       ' 
Blent  with  each  sweet  that  Z^hyr  sips 
From  flow'ry  cups  in  balmy  May. 

From  that  blessM  bour  my  bo^om  jjow^d 
Ere  vanłtv  or  iame  in6płr'd, 
With  unaffeet?d  transports  fir*d. 
And  from  my  tongue  untutor^d  flow'd, 
In  childhood's  inatCeniiye  days, 
The  lispin<r  notes  of  artless  lays. 
Nor  have  these  dear  enchantments  ceas'<li 
For  what  iu  innocence  began 
Stiił  with  ittcreasiiig  years  increas^d, 
And  youth's  warm  joys  now  charm  the  maa. 
Perhaps  this  fondly-fo6ter*d  flame, 
E^en  when  in  dust  my  body^s  laid. 
Will  o^er  ihe  tomb  preserve  its  fam6. 
And  glow  włthiu  my  futurę  shade. 
If  thus,  as  poets  have  agreed, 
Tbe  soul,  when  from  the  body  freed, 
In  t*  otber  wortd  confioes  her  bliss 
To  the  same  joys  sbe  Iov^d  in  thUy  ' 

Thine,  when  she*s  pass*d  the  Stygian  flood, 
Shall,  'midst  the  patriot  chiefa,  ofold, 
Tbe  wise,  the  ?aliant,  and  the  good, 
(Greatnames  indeathless  archi ves  roirdf) 
Strike  with  a  ma3ter's  mighty  hand 
Thy  golden  lyre^sprofbundest  chords. 
And  6iscinate  the  ktndred  band 
With  magie  of  poetic  words. 
Rarish^d  with  thy  melUfluent  lay 
Plato  and  Yirgil  shall  entwine 
Of  oiive  and  tbe  Mantuan  bay 
A  neier-fading  crown  for  tbee. 
And  leamVl  Łucretius  shall  resigilt 
Among  the  fbU'wers  of  the  Ninę, 
His  phiJosophic  dignity. 
Por  tho*  his  faithful  pencil  diew 
Nattire'8  cxterml  symmetry, 
Yet  to  the  mind^  capacions  ^iew, 
That  unconfi^M  expatiates 
O^er  mighty  Nature'8  wond*rous  wfaole, 
Thy  nicer  stroke  delineates 
The  finer  features  of  the  soul. 
And,  whiist  the  Thebau  bard  to  thoe. 
Shall  yield  the  heart-^ating  lyre, 
Horace  shall  hear  attentive]y 
Thy  finger  tooch  bis  sofler  wire 
To  morę  familiar  harmony. 
Mean  while  tby  Aństippns'  shad» 


AN  EnSTLE  TO  VOLTAlRE. 
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Shatt  seek  where  sweet  Anaereon  playt, 
Where  Chapełlo  spends  his  festiye  days, 
Where  lies  the  vine-iinpiirpled  ^Uule 
By  tunefiil  Cbaolieu  vocal  madę, 
Or  where  our  Shenstooe^s  mossy  celi, 
Or  where  tbe  feir  Deshoulieres  strayi, 
Or  Hammond  and  PaTilIon  dwell, 
And  Oressefs  gentle  spirit  royes 
Sunrounded  by  a  gronp  of  Love8 
With  roses  crown'd  and  aspbodeL 

Łet  the  ftirrM  pedanta  of  the  schoolfy 
In  Iearning'8  formidable  show, 
FttU  of  wise  saws  and  bookish  roles, 
The  meagre  dapes  of  misery  grow, 
A  lovelier  doctrine  I  profeis 
Than  their  duli  science can  arów; 
Ali  that  beloBgi  to  happiness 
Their  keads  are  welcome  stiil  to  huftb. 
My  hearC*  contented  to  pouest. 
For  in  soft  elegance  and  eaae, 
Secure  of  Iiving  whilst  I  lire, 
£ach  momeotary  bliss  I  seize, 
Ere  thcse  warm  iaculties  decay, 
The  fleetinic  moments  to  deceive 
Of  human  life's  allotted  day. 
And  when  th*  invidioaB  band  of  Time 
By  stealth  shall  silver  o*er  my  head, 
Still  Pleasnre's  rosy  waiks  I  '11  tread, 
Still  with  tbe  jocund  Musea  rhyme, 
AoA  haunt  the  green  Idalian  bow*rs, 
Whilst  wanCon  boys  of  Paphos'  couit 
In  myrtles  hide  my  staff  for  sport, 
And  ODłf  me,  where  I'm  bald,  with  flow*r8. 

Thus  to  each  happy  habit  trae, 
Preferring  happiness  to  pow>r. 
Will  Aristippus  e*«n  pursae 
Uie^s  comforts  to  the  latest  hour, 
TSlt  age  (the  only  malady 
Which  thou  and  med'ciue  cannot  cure, 
Yet  what  all  covet  to  endure) 
This  Innocent  yolupta*ry 
Shall,  from  tbe  Laughs  and  Graceshere, 
With  late  and  tenient  change  remove. 
To  regions  of  Elysian  air, 
Where  shades  of  mortal  pleasnres  rove, 
DestinM,  without  alloy,  to  shars 
BUmaŁyyy%  of  mutual  love, 
Which  łransiiory  were  aboTe. 


A    SONG. 


Dear  Chloe  what  means  tbis  disdain, 
Which  blasts  each  endeavocir  to  please? 

Tho'  forty,  I  'm  free  from  all  pain, 
Saye  Iofc,  I  am  free  from  disease. 

No  Graces  my  raansion  hare  fled. 
No  Muses  baye  broken  my  lyre; 

Tbę  LoTes  frolic  still  rouod  my  bed, 
Aod  Laugbter  is  cbeer'd  at  my  fire. 

To  nonę  haye  I  eyer  been  cold, 
All  beaaties  in  yogne  I  'm  among  ; 

I'ye  appetite  e'en  for  the  old, 
Ana  spirit  enough  for  the  youąg. 

Belieye  me,  sweet  girl,  1  speak  trne, 
•Or  eise  put  my  \q\9  to  tbe  test ', 


Some  otbers  hare  doubted  like  you, 
like  tfaem  do  yeu  bless  and  be  biestt 


AN  EPISTLE 


FROM  THE  KING  OF  PRUMIA  TO  BŁOHglEUR  YOŁ- 

TAULE.      1775. 

Crotez  que  si  j*  ctois,  Voltaire,' 

Pardculier  aujourdhoi, 

Me  contentant  du  necessaire, 

Je  yerrois  en yoler  la  Fortune  legere. 

Et  m*en  moc^uerois  comme  lui. 

Je  connois  V  fennul  des  grandeurs, 

Le  fardeaa  des  devoirs,  ie  jargon  des  flatears, 

£t  toat  I'  amas  des  petitesses. 

Et  leurs  genres  et  leurs  especes, 

Dont  ii  faut  s'  occuper  dans  le  sein  des  honneurs. 

Je  meprise  la  yaine  glorie, 

.Suoiąue  poetb  et  souyerain, 

^land  du  cisean  fatal  retranchant  mon  destin 

Atropos  m>  aura  yu  plonge  dans  la  nuit  noire, 

I2ue  m'  importe  l^honncur  incertain 

De  yiyre  apres  ma  mort  aa  tempie  de  memoir^ : 

Uli  instant  de  bonheur  yaut  mille  ans  dans  This- 

Nos  destins  sont  ils  donc  si  beaux?  [loire. 

Le  doux  plaisir  et  la  mollesse. 

La  yiye  et  naive  ullegresse  [sceauv, 

Ont  toujours  fiii  des  grands,  la  pompę,  et  Ics  fal- 

Nes  pour  la  lib^rtć  leurs  troupes  enchantresses 

Preferent  1*  aimable  paresse 

Aux  austeres  deyoirs  guides  de  nos  trayaux. 

Aussi  la  Fortune  yolage 

N'  a  jamais  cause  mes  ennuis, 

Soit  qu'  elle  m*  agace,  on  qu'  elle  m*  outrage* 

Je  dormirai  tóntes  les  nuits  ' 

£n  lui  refusant  mon  hommage. 

Mais  notre  etat  noos  ^it  loi, 

II  nous  oblige,  ii  nous  engage 

A  mesurer  notre  courage. 

Sur  ce  qu^  exige  notre  empIoL 

Yoltaire  dans  son  bermitage, 

Dans  un  pais  dont  1'  heritage 

£st  son  antique  bonne  foi, 

Peut  *s  addoner  en  paix  i  la  rertu  da  sagę 

Dont  PIkton  noos  niarque  la  loi ; 

Ponr  moi  menace  da  uaofrage, 

Je  dois,  en  affrontant  1*  orage,^ 

Penser,  yiyre,  et  mourir  en  roi. 


THE  SAME  TRANSLATED, 

Yoltaire,  beliere  me,  were  I  now 

Inr  priyate  life's  calm  station  plac'd, 

Łet  Heav'n  ft)rBature'8  wants  allow, 

With  cold  indiiTrence  would  I  yiew 

Departing  Fortune*  s  winged  hastę. 

And  laugh  at  ber  caprice  like  you. 

Th'  insipid.farce  of  Łedious^tate, 

Impefial  duty'8  real  weight, 

The  faithless  courtier's  supple  bow, 

Tbe  fickle  multitnde*s  caress, 

Afłd  the  great  yu]gar's  fittleness^ 

By  lQng  experience  weli  1  know  ; 

And,  tho*  a  prince  and  pcet  bom, 

Yain  blandlshments  of  glbry  seorn. 

FoF  when  the  rnthless  sbears  of  fate 

Haye  cnt  my  lifCs  precańousthread, 

Aad  rAak*d  me  wiMi  tb'  MacoBsciMu.  4ear]^ 
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What  wiirt  atfail  tliat  I  was  great» 

Or  that  th^  unoerUin  tongue  of  famę 

In  ineni'ry*8  tempie  chaunto  my  name? 

One  bligsful  moment  whilst  we  live 

Weiehf  morę  than  ąges  of  renown ; 

What  then  do  potentatem  receire 

Of  good»  pecaliarly  their  own? 

Sweet  ease  and  unaflected  joy, 

Bomestic  peace,  and  sportiye  pleaiure^ 

The  regal  throne  and  pałace  fly, 

Andy  bom  for  liberty,  prefer 

Soft  sileni  scenc$  of  1ovely  leisure. 

To,  what  we  monarchs  buy  so  dear, 

The  thorny  pomp  of  9cepter*d  care. 

My  pain  or  błiss  shall  ne*er  depend 

On  fickle  Fortane'8  casual  6ight, 

For,  whether  she  '8  my  foe  or  fńend, 

In  calm  repose  Pil  pass  the  nigbt; 

And  ne'er  by  watchfiil  bomągc  own 

1  oomt  ber  smile,  or  fear  ber  frown. 

But  from  our  stations  we  derive 

Unerring  precepts  bow  to  live» 

And  certain  deeds  eacb  rank  calls  foitby 

By  whicb  is  measiir'd  buman  wortb. 

Yottaire,  within  hU  private  celi 

Iii  realms  vvhere  ancient  honesty 

Is  patrimonial  property. 

And  sacred  freedom  love8  to  dweTl, 

May  give  np  all  hit  peaceful  mind, 

Ooid^  by  Ptato's  deathless  page^ 

In  silent  solitude  resign^d 

To  tbe  miłd  ▼irtues  of  a  sagę ; 

But  I,  *gain8t  wbom  wild  wfairlr/inds  wagę 

Fierce  war  with  wreck-denouncing  wing, 

Mustbe,  to  face  the  tempesfs  ragę, 

In  thougbty  iń  life,  in  death,  a  king. 


A  HYMN  TO  HEALTH^ 

WRITTBH  Ur  IICKRBIS. 

SwER  aa  the  ftagrant  breath  of  genial  May, 
Come,  fiur  Hygeia,  goddesa  heav*nly  bom. 

Morę  JoTely  tban  tbe  Sun*8  setuming  ray, 
To  nortberu  regions,  at  tbe  haif  jrćar^s  mom. 

Wh«tw  thall  1 8eek  thee?  in  the  wbolesome  grot, 
Wbei«  Temperaoce  ber  8canty  meal  enjoys  ? 

Or  Peace,  contented  with  her  bumblelot, 
Beaeatb  her  tbatch  th'  inclement  blast  defies? 

Swept  from  each  flow'r  that  sips  the  moming  dew, 
Thy  wing  besprinkles  all  the  sceoes  around ; 

Where  e'er  thou  fly*8t  tbe  blossoms  błush  anew. 
And  purple  vi'iets  paint  the  hallow^d  gruand. 

Tby  pieience  reoorated  naturę  sbows. 

By  thee  each  shrub  with  yariadjkue  is  dy'd, 

Eacb  tidip  iHth  redoubled  lustre  glows, 
And  all  creation  smiles  with  flow'ry  pride. 

But  b  thy  absence  joy  is  felt  no  morę, 
The  bndscape  wither*d  e*en  in  spring  appeara, 

The  mom  low*r8  om'nou8  o^er  the  dusky  shore. 
And  e^esing  suns  set  batf  estinct  in  tears.' 

Rnthless  Diaease  aacenda^  when  thou  art  gone 
From  the  dark  regions  of  th*  abyss  below, 

ffTitb  PestUenoe,  the  gnanUan  of  ber  throne, 
BntUttog  OBDttgłon  fromlhiB  realmfi  of  woe. 


Id  Tain  her  cition  groTetf  Italia  boasts, 
Or  Po  tbe  balsam  of  his  weeping  trees; 

In  Tain  Arabia's  aromatic  coasts 
PerAime  tbe  pinions  of  tbe  passiog  breeze. 

No  wbolesome  scents  impregn  tbe  westerd  p^ 
But  noxious  steuch  exhard  by  soorching  Leat, 

Where  gasping  swains  the  po)s*nous  air  iahak 
l*hat  once  diffnsM  a  medidnal  sweet. 

Me,  abject  me,  with  pale  disease  opprcs«*d, 
Heal  with*  the  batm  of  thy  proli&;  breath ; 

Rekindle  life  within  my  cłay-cołd  breast,  [elesth. 
And  shield  my  youth  from  canker-worms  of 

Then  on  the  Yerdant  tnrf,  thy  fis^rite  shiiae, 
Re«tor*d  to  thee  a  TOtary  I  '11  come, 

Gratefol  to  offer  to  thy  powhr  dirine 
Each  herb  that  grows  round  JBwnlapias'  tonb. 


A    80NG. 

Trb  nymph  that  I  loT*d  was  as  cheerfnl  as  dar, 
And  as  sweet  as  the  blosaoming  hawthom  in  M^y ; 
Her  temper  was  smooth  as  the  down  on  the  doi-e, 
And  ber  (ace  was  as  fkir  as  the  mother^s  of  lote. 

Tho*  mild  as  tbe  pleasantest  zephyr  tbat  sfaeds, 
And  receives  getitle  odours  from  Tiolet  beds» 
Yet  warm  in  afiection  as  Pbcebus  at  noon,  [Mono. 
And  as  chaste  as  thc  siWer-white  beans  of  tbe 

Her  mind  was  unsulUed  as  new-fallen  soo«, 
Yet  as  lively  as  tints  of  jroung  Iri8's  bow, 
As  firai  as  the  rock,  and  as  calm  as  the  flood, 
Where  the  peace-loTing    halcyon  depusits  bec 
brood. 

Tbe  sweets  tbat  eacb  Tirtoe  or  grace  had  in  storr, 
She  cuird  as  the  bee  would  tbe  bloom  ef  cad 

flow*r ; 
MHiich  treasur'd  lor  me,  O !  bow  happy  was  I, 
For  tho*  her's  to  collect,  it  was  minę  to  e^joy. 


THE  GENWS  OF  BRITAIN. 

AM   lAMBIC   ODB.      ADDRBSSSD  TO   TBB  RICBT 
HOffOURABŁB  M/ILSAAM  PITT. 

*Aroirm  ykp  (fi  ^  ^f  rwy  &mmlvf  ffwcncin  w  n; 

tun  xaT<t  fw  X*f''  ^^'"^  <»{ter. 

Diodor.  Sk;u].  Histor.  lib.  1. 

Writteo  in  tbe  year  1756. 

TO  TOB  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  WiLUAM 

PITT. 

'O  THOU,  ordainM  at  length  by  pitying  fate 
To  8ave  from  rain  a  declining  state; 
AdoriiM  with  all  the  scientific  stoie 
^  Whicb  bloom*d  on  Roman  or  Atbenian  shsie; 
At  wbosecommandoarpassionsfall  orrise, 
Breathe  apger^s  roenaces,  or  pity*s  sigbs, 
Wbosebreast  (O  neverlet  the  flame  expire!) 
Glows  ardent  with  tbe  patriofs  sacred  tri; 
Attend  tbe  bard,  wbo  scoros  the  Teoal  lays, 
Wbich  servile  flatt*ry  spurious  greatness  payi; 
Whose  British  spiri^  emulatiog  thine. 
Gould  ne'er  bura  inceiice  at  oofraptioo*!  sbria^  j 
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Sir 


Who  far  Irott  conrte  maintams  raperior  state> 
And  thinks  that  to  be  free  is  to  be  great; 
Candess  of  pride's  imperial  smtle  or  froMm, 
A  firiend  to  all  aiankiiid,  but  slave  to  nonc; 
Abore  temptation,  ^nd  unaw*d  by  pow'r, 
Pleag*d  with  his  preient  lot,  nor  wishcś  inore, 
Save  tbaŁ  kind  Heaven  woiild  one  b1e3S*d  boon 

bestow, 
Whłch  monarchfl  cannot  g^nt,  or  coartiers  know^ 
FVoni  each  Iow  Tiew  of  selftuh  fiiction  free, 
To  thtnk,  to  speak,  to  live,  O  Pitt,  Hke  thee. 


THE  GENIUS  OF  BRITAIN. 

Al  late  o*er  BriUin*s  chalky  coasts 

The  Genius  of  tbe  island  flew, 
The  Tenal  swarm  of  foreign  hosŁs" 
Inglorioaa  basking  in  his  Tiew, 
Deep  in  his  breast  hc  felt  the  ww  disgrace. 
And  honest  blushes  wami*d  his  godlike  face. 

Suick  flash'd  the  lighfning  of  his  spear 

Which  b1a<ted  France  oo  Cre8sy*s  field, 
He  wheel'd  the  blazi  ng  sword  in  air,  ^ 

And  on  his  shouldecs  spread  the  shield, 
As  wjien  o^er  Agincourt^s  blood-purpled  l&iids. 
Pale  Terroar  8talk*d  thro'  all  the  Gallic  bands. 

Soon  as  he  cast  bis  eyes  below, 

Deep  heav'd  the  sympatbetic  sigb, 
Sttdden  the  tears  of  anguish  flow. 
For  Bore  he  felt  th'  indignity ; 
Discordant  passions  shook  his  hcaTenly  frame, 
Now  hom>ar*8  damp,  nonir  indignation*8  flame, 

"  Ah!  what  aTails,**  he  cry'd,  "  the  Uood 

Shed  by  each  patriot  band  of  yore, 
When  Freedom*8  unpaid  legions  stood 
Protectors  of  this  sea-girt  iihore, 
When  ancient  wisdom  deem'd  each  British  sword 
From  hosUIe  pow*r  could  guard  its  valiant  lord. 

**  What  tho*  the  Danish  raven  spread 

Awhtie  hł9  wingR  o'er  English  gronndy 
Tbe  bird  of  prey  fiinercal  fled 

Wbeo  Alfred  calPd  his  peers  aronod, 
Whoae  fleets  triuoiphant  riding  on  the  flood, 
Deep  stainM  each  chalky  cliff  with  Deniiiaik*8 
blood. 

"  Alfred  on  natWes  could  depend. 

And  8com*d  a  foreign  force  t'  employ, 
He  thoiight,  who  darM  not  tu  defend 
Werę  ncver  worthy  to  enjoy ; 
The  rcalm'8  and  monarch*sint'rest  deein'd  but  one, 
And  arin*d  his  subjects  to  maintain  their  own. 

**  What  iho*  weak  John's  divided  reign 

The  Gallic  legions  tempted  u'er, 
When  Henry*s  barons  join*d  again, 
Those  feather*d  warriors  left  the  shore  ; 
Łeam,  Britons,  hence,  you  want  no  foreign  friends; 
The  lion*s  safetjr  on  bunself  depouds. 

'*  Reilect  on  Edward'^  glorions  naroe ; 
On  my  fiflh  Henry*8  martial  deed^ ; 
Think  on  those  peers  of  deathless  famę 
Who  met  their  king  on  Tbame8*s  meads, 
When  80T'reign  might  acknowlcdg'd  rcaaon's  plea, 
That  HcaT*n  created  man  for  tiberty. 

>Six  thonsand  Heisians  imported  to  protect 
thłs  island!!  I! 


"  Tho'  Rome»8  fell  star  malignant  8hoiie» 

When  great  Eliza  rul'd  thia  state^ 
On  English  bearts  she  ptae'd  her  throne. 
And  In  their 'happiness  ker  fate, 
While  blacker  than  the  tempesta  of  tbe  north, 
The  papai  tyrant  sent  his  curses  forth. 

*<  Ło !  where  my  Thames^s  waiers  gUda 

At  great  Augu8ta'8  legal  feet, 
Bearing  on  each  rf  tuming  tide 
From  distant  realms  agolden  fleet, 
Which  homeward  waiU  the  fruitsof  ef>ry  Eoo0f 
And  mąkes  the  wealth  of  all  tbe  world  your  own. 

«  Shail  on  his  8ilver  waves  be  borne 

Of  arined  slaves  a  venal  crew  ? 
Lo!  the  old  god  denotes  his  acom. 
And  shudJers  at  th'  unusual  Tiew, 
Down  to  bis  dec^pest  cave  retires  to  moum. 
And  tears  indignant  batbe  bis  crystal  utn. 

"  O !  how  can  ▼assals  bom  tobear 

The  galling  weightof  slaTYy's  chaiD, 
A  patriot'8  noble  ardour  share, 
Or  łreedook^s  sacred  cause  maintain  ? 
Britons  exert  your  own  uneonąuei^d  might, 
A  freemab  best  defends  a  freeman*s  rigbt. 

«  Łook  back  on  every  deathless  deed 

For  which  your  sires  recorded  stand} 
To  battle  let  your  nobies  lead 
The  sons  of  toil,  a  hardy  band; 
The  sword  on  each  rough  peasant*sthigh  be  won^ 
And  war^s  green  wreaths  thie  shepherd^  froniadom* 

"  But  see,  npon  his  ntmost  shores 

America*8  sad  genius  lies» 
Each  wasted  pro v  ince  he  deplores, 
And  casts  on  me  his  languid  eyes, 
filess'd  with  Heav'n*s  fav'rite  ordinanoe  I  fly. 
To  raise  th'  oppress^d,  and  humble  ty  ranny  .'^ 

This  said,  the  Tision  westward  fled. 

His  wrinkled  brow  denonncing  war; 
The  way  fire-mantlcd  Yengeance  led. 
And  Jttstice  drove  his  airy  car; 
Behind  firm-footed  Peace  her  olii^e  bore. 
And  Plenty's  horn  pour'd  blessings  on  the  shoie* 
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First  printed  in  Dodsley's  Museum. 

AROtJMBMT. 

Theagcnes,  son  of  Hieron,  the  priest  of  Pan,  bar* 
ing  fallen  in  love,  at  an  annual  festival  in  the 
tempie  of  that  god,  with  Sylyia,  a  rotress  to 
Diana,  finds  means  to  seduoe  her.  After  some 
time,  the  nymph  being  struck  with  horrour  at 
her  guilt,  in  the  utmost  despair  and  contrition 
makes  a  vow  that  she  would  endeaTOur  to  expi« 
ate  her  oflbnce  by  a  łife  of  religious  solitode: 
upon  which  occasion  Tbeagenes  writes  tbe  ioi* 
lowing  epistle. 

N.B.  Sereral  bints  in  the  following  epistle  were 
taken  from  the  celebratad  lord  Gray*i  Loto* 
letters* 


Say,  dearest  object  of  my  broken  beart, 
Must  we  for  e'er»  like  sool  «mi  body,  part } 
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Must  I  be  d<K>m*d  whole  agM  to  deplorey 
And  think  of  transports  1  must  taete  uo  morę  ? 
O  drRadful  thougfat !  who^  endless  Tiew  conUins 
Orief  foirwing  grief,  and  pains  succecdiog  pain;» ! 
EaclKJoy  is  blastedy  and  each  comfort  fled ! 
Yc  dreary  sistert,  cut  tbe  fatal  thfead! 

Ab  I  whither  fly'st  thou?  to  some  dreary  plain, 
Where  frozen  Chastity  and  Horrour  reign; 
And  Melancholy,  daugbter  of  Despair, 
With  pale  Contńtion,  and  with  gloomy  Care; 
To  spend  thy  yonth  in  superstltious  feare, 
In  heedlc^s  penance,  penitence,  and  tean ! 
Let  those  dweil  tbem  whose  bosoms  guiłt  reproTe, 
But  thou  hast  nonę,  if  *Łis  no  sin  to  lQve. 
Por  what  is  deein'd  a  half  extorted  vow 
Too  doli  for  Jovers,  and  forgotten  now? 
Religious  cheat !  impos'd  by  fear  on  man. 
And  piiestś  contimie  what  tbe  fool  began. 

O  i^tay,  for  absence  never  can  destroy. 
No  disance  queU  my  risionary  joy ; 
In  vain  you  stiU  endeavour  to  remore 
The  beauteuus  caui)e  of  my  unhappy  ]ove : 
Imaginatiun  follwing  close  bchintf, 
Presents  afresh  past  pleasures  to  my  miód; 
The  r^T  iiiind  forbidden  passion  knows, 
With  weh^ome  flames  tbe  guiity  bosom  glows, 
Agaiii  th*  ecstatic  soul  dis8olves  away,  , 

]n  brightest  risions  of  eternal  day; 
There  sees  tby  fatal  form,  or  seems  to  see. 
For  Heav'n  it  loses,  when  it  loses  tbee, 

Wom  by  my  sonom,  see  this  wietched  frame ^ 
Innocent'  lAiject  of  thy  fatal  flame ! 
See !  round  my  lips  a  deadly  paleness  spread ; 
Whóre  roses  bloom'd,  tbe  oanker  grief  has  fed; 
Prom  my  cold  cheeks  the  with^rtng  lily  flies, 
And  light  extingiiish*d  leares  my  ^'eeping  eyes. 

0  count  ogain  the  pleasures  we  hareprot*d, 
Promotlng  iiiutual  what  the  other  lovM; 
Recall  in  thought  each  am^rous  moipent  gone, 
Tb  ink  t>irh  soft  circumstance,  and  still  think  on; 
But  chief  tbat  day  destruotive  to  my  rest. 

Por  ever  fatal,  yet  for  ever  blest, 

When  1,  as^rating,  at  the  sacred  shrine. 

My  aged  father  in  the  rights  divine, 

Beheld  thee  first,  celestial  as  thou  art. 

And  fełt  tby  iintige  sink  into  my  heart* 

t,re  1  coiild  think  I  fuund  myself  undone. 

Por  but  to  see  thce  and  to  love  are  one. . 

No  morethp  pomp  ands  olemn  splendour  pleas*d, 

'Deyotion*0  flames  witbin  my  bosom  ceas'd ; 

Thy  fairer  form  expeird  the  Deity, 

Aild  all  the  mighty  space  was  fil  IM  with  thee. 

1  fear'd  Hwas  errour,  and  to  Wisdom  fled 
To  cali  her  rigid  doctrine  to  my  aid: 

But  such  the  passion,  Wisdom  must  approre, 
She  saw  the  object,  and  sbe  bade  me  lovc. 

Tbe  pleasing  paths  of  Vunu8  I  retrod, 
No  morę  a  mortal,  but  an  am^ous  god. 
O  pow^rful  wt^akness  of  th*  ecstatic  mind ! 
fCelestial  icleams  to  human  failings  join'd! 
Ix>vewafts  our.thoughts,  when  faocy  spreads  ber 

sails, 
To  lands  of  Faradise  wilh  gentfe  gales, 
Ii0ve  makes  the  sister  soul  for  evcr  even; 
Love  can  do  all,  fur  love  itself  is  Heav'n. 

The  tedłous  business  of  the  day  was  done; 
Our  ofTrings  ended  with  the  parting  Sun ; 
Tbe  night  advanc'd,    the  shepberds  homewaid 

spęd 
To  tbe  sweet  comfoitfof  tbe  nuptia]  bed; 


But  me,  alas !  fiur  other  caras  emplojg 
To  reap  the  barvest  of  unlawlul  joy ; 
Pensive  1  wander'd  on  tbe  lonely  thon, 
Where  breaking  billows  at  a  di^nce  roar; 
The  sighs  that  issued  from  my  labMng  breast^ 
Woke  Echo  firom  her  inmott  cave  of  rest; 
On  thee  I  thought,  on  thee  I  caird  alone, 
The  8often*d  rocks  re-echo*d  to  my  dkmo* 
Tbe  sympathiziog  streams  ran  moumfoł  by. 
And  tun^d  their  plaintive  bnbblings  to  my  ery. 

Thrice  bad  the  Moon  her  siUer  mantle  spita^ 
As  oft  I  wander'd  from  my  slecpiess  bed; 
As  oft  I  traTers'd  o^er  the  neighb^ring  plaio, 
As  oft  I  sought  tbee,  but  I  sought  iu  Tain; 
At  last  arrirM  tbe  long-ezpected  hoiir» 
I  found  tbee  musing  in  a  lonely  bow*r; 
The  time  and  place  łnvited  to  impait/ 
The  feithful  language  of  my  love-sick  beart; 
With  agonizing  sighs  I  gain'd  bdiei^ 
And  each  pathetic  circumstance  of  gria; 
A. war  i!inequal  in  thy  breast  ensuM, 
Stern  duty  fisiPd,  and  gentle  pity  wooM, 
Pity  admitted,  all  disdain  remoT'd, 
And  soon  what  mercy  spaiM,  the  woman  Wd. 
A  crimson  blush  o*er  all  thy  face  was  spread, 
Then  lilies  pale,  and  all  the  ro8«s  fled ; 
Each  look  morę  foithful,  to  thy  beart  rereaPd 
The  fatal  secret  tbat  thy  tongoe  conccalM. 
The  hap;>y  omen  of  snecess  I  ▼iew^d, 
Embrao^d  tb*  advantage,  and  th*  attack  pomM. 
Honour*s  first  guacd  of  wakeful  scmples  o'er, 
Love  ibund  a  breach,  and  fears  ooniieiid  no  aioie; 
Each  otber^s  arms  each  othei^s  body  prest, 
We  spoke  much  pleasure,  and  we  f^t  tbe  rest; 
The  rest,which  only  can  the  foithful  feel; 
The  rest,  whirh  nonę  bad  ever  pOw*r  to  tdlj 
The  rest,  which  feels  unutterably  sweet, 
In  the  iirst  intercourse  when  lovers  meet; 
Fhe  modest  diffidence,  and  bold  desires. 
Soft  thrilling  cold,  and  ąuick-retuming  fires, 
The  glowing  blushes,  and  tbe  jc^ful  tears, 
The  flatfring  wishes,  and  th'  alarming  fears, 
The  gentie  breathings,  aod  tbe  mutual  sighs, 
Atid  all  the  silent  eloqiience  of  eyes. 

Pleas'd  with  the  first  dełight,  my  nptures  rent 
To  seize  at  once  the  laSt  recess  of  lorę; 
Till  flying  swifUy  on  firom  joy  to  joy, 
I  sunk  at  last  in  heav*nly  ecstasy. 
,    The  secret  progress  thos  we  first  began, 
Then  soon  round  pleasure*s  flow'ry  circfte  rso; 
How  oft  we  met,  duli  reason  froFii'd  in  tbo, 
How  oft  we  parted  but  to  meet  again! 
O  blessed  momenta,  and  divinest  dreams! 
Knchanting  transports,  and  celestial  głeams! 
Fly  quick,  my  fancy,  bring  *cm  back  to  view, 
In  retrospection  let  me  love  anew ; 
And  unce  in  thought  ei^joy  the  bliss  again, 
Even  cheaply  purchasM  by  an  age  of  pain. 

O  sacred  queen  of  silont  night,  advance. 
And  Oast  thy  sable  mantle  o'er  th*  expan$e, 
Come,  gentle  Sleep,  and  close  my  wearied  eyes, 
Give  to  niy  arms  what  hatefiil  day  denies. 
For  vain,  alas!  tbose  dulcet  wishes  roli, 
When  sov'reigD  reason  awes  the  wakeful  sonł; 
Sleep  sets  it  free  to  all  its  native  fires. 
And  gives  a  grateful  loose  to  ^ft  desires. 
At  that  calm  bour,  when  Peaceher  requiuiBftQ|% 
And  pleasing  slumbers  spread  their  airy  wings; 
Thy  beauteoua  image  comes  before  my  sigbt: 
(My  theme  by  day,  my  coostant  dream  by  night;) 
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fancy  not  &irer  paints  those  Heav*n-born  maidsy 
In  hir  Ełyslum  onder  rayrde  shades, 
Who  cver  biooming,  erer  j'Oung  appear. 
To  drive  trom  happy  shades  intruding  fear.      « 
My  ravish*d  thoughtę  on  plumcs  angelic  Boar, 
And  feel  within  a  HeaT^n,  or  somewbat  morę. 
Streigbt  on  tliy  bft  repeated  name  I  całl,. 
Tben  wake>  and  stgh,  and  fmd  it  vanish'd  all. 
Thus  erst  wheu  Orpheas  lirom  the  Stygian  shore 
Had  von  his  yoothful  bride  by  music^s  pow'r« 
Impatient  to  behold  her»  ere  he  past 
Tiie  pool  Cocytus,  and  tli'  infernal  waste, 
Heedless  he  cast  forbidden  looks  behind; 
Tbe  fleeting  shadow  vauish'd  like  the  wind, 
And  all  bis  joys  ving'd  their  eternal  flight 
Witb  ber,  like  frighted  doires,  to  realms  of  night. 

Again  I  close  my  sleep-deluded  eyes, 
Around  my  soul  black  swartns  of  demons  rise, 
pile  spectres  grin,  and  angry  furiefi  howl, 
Sutek  light*nings  flash,  and  horrid  thundcrs  rollj 
Again  the  fińghted  wand*rer  hastes  a\vay 
Back  to  the  living  borrours  of  the  day, 
There  counts  the  yisionary  mi8*ry  o'er, 
And  realizes  what  was  dreamt  befbre. 

Ye  dreary  pow*r8,  ttiat  hover  o'er  the  ptains 
Wbefe  sorrows  reign,  and  everlasting  pains, 
Bear  me  to  place.s  suited  to  my  woe, 
Wbf  re  noxioas  herbs  and  deadly  poi»ons  grow, 
Wbilst  irintry  winds  howl    fiercely   round    my 

head, 
The  flint  my  pillow,  sharpen'd  rocks  my  bed; 
And  ghosts  of  wrctches  once  who  dy'd  for  love, 
Round  their  unburted  bodies  nightly  rpve, 
Which  hang  half  moulder'd    on   some   blasted 

tree. 
And  by  their  sad  eicample  counsel  me. 

What  now  avai)  the  joyons  raoroents  past, 
Or  wbat  will  all  t^e  wretched  few  that  last? 
]n  them  I  dying  will  oi»r  loves  proclaim, 
Witb  fanlt^ring  acccnts  cal)  apon  thy  name, 
And  whilst  I  bless  tbee  witb  my  ^fting  breath, 
Enjoy  tbe  raptures  of  my  Tife  in  death. 
Then  spare  thy  curses,  and  forget  th*  ofience 
Of  bim  who  robb*d  tbee  of  thy  innocenoe^ 
Or  if  not  qaite  forget,  forgire  at  least, 
And  sooth  the  dying  penitent  to  rest. 

Oh!  may  to  thee  thfi  pitytng  gods  bestow 
Eternal  peace,  and  happiness  below ; 
Yet  when  thy  mortal  frame,  as  once  i t  must, 
Kctums  and  mingles  witb  its  native  dast; 
May  the  same  urn  our  mingled  ashes  have. 
And  find  a  lasting  uriion  in  the  gra^e! 

If  yoa  ere  long  my  bleeding  corse  sbonld  see 
Beneath  the  covert  of  yon  conscioiis  tree, 
This  last  request  I  make  fur  all  my  fears. 
Porali  my  sleepless  minutes  spcnt  in  tears, 
For  all  those  struggles  of  my  parting  breath, 
Aud  all  tbe  agonics  in  one,  my  death; 
Think  on  the  rajitures  which  we  Tavish'd  there, 
Tbcn  breatbe  a  sigh,  and  drop  th*  indebted  tear. 
This  cmpty  tribiite's  to  the  mem*ry  d«e, 
Ofone,  who  iiv*d  and  dy'd  in  love  of  you. 
My  ghost,  thus  soothM,  shall  seek  the  Stygian 

shoru, 
Mix  witb  the  happy  crowd,  and  grieve  no  morę, 
"But  eager  wait  till  thou  at  last  art  giv*n. 
To  iTMse  each  blcssing  of  th*  Elysian  Heav*n, 
Where    uncontrord    in     amorous    sports   weUl 

piay, 

And  Iove  a  w  hole  eternity  away. 
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A  POEM;  IN  TWO  BOOKS. 


TUB  DESIGN- 

IT  is  obserrable,  that  whate^er  is  tme,  jmft^  and 
hąrmooteoB,  whether  iu  naturę  or  moraU,  gwes 
an  instantaneoos  pleasure  to  the  mind,  exolo* 
siTe  of  reflection.  For  the  great  Creator  of-  ail 
things,  infinitely  wit«  and  good,  ordaincd  a  pei- 
petual  agreement  betwcen  the  taciiHies  of  morał 
perception,  the  po^vers  of  fancy,  and  the  organa 
of  bodily  sensation^  when  they  are  free  aud  un- 
distempered.  From  hence  is  deducibic  the 
most  comfortable,  as  w«11  as  the  most  true  phi- 
losophytbat  erer  adorued  the  worki;  uaoiely 
a  constaiit  admiratłon  of  the  beaaty  of  the  ere- 
ation,  terminating  in  the  adoration  of  the  First 
Cause,  which  naturally  leadsmankind  cheeriVłll7 
to  ca^perate  with  his  grand  design  for  tbe  pro- 
motton  of  untTersal  łiappiuess. 

From  hence  our  aujthor  was  led  to  draw  that  ana- 
log}' between  natural  and  morał  beauty:  sińce 
the  same  fiicidties,  which  render  ns  sosceptible 
of  pleasure  from  the  perfection  of  the  crcation, 
and  the  exceilence  of  the  arts,  afford  us  deli&:bt 
in  the  contemplation  of  dignity  and  justlce  ia 
characters  and  manners.  For  wbat  is  vłrtue, 
but  a  just  regulation  of  our  affections  and  ap-^. 
petites,  to  make  them  correspond  to  the  peace 
aud  welfare  of  society  ?  so  that  good  and  beauty 
are  inseparable* 

From  this  tnie  relish  of  the  soul,  this  barmonious 
association  of  ideas,  the  anćient  philosopłiera, 
and  their  disciples  amongr  the  modems,  have 
enlivened  their  imaginations  and  writings  in 
this  amicable  intercourse  of  adding  morał  epi- 
thets  to  natural  objects,  and  illustrating  their 
obserrations  upon  the  conduct  of  lifc,  by  meta- 
phors  drawn  firom  the  extei-nal  scenes  uf  tbe 
world.  $0  we  know,  that  by  a  beautiful  action, 
or  consonant  behaviour,  is  meant  the  generous 
resignation  of  private  advantage  by  some  ind»- 
vidtial,  to  subułit  and  adapt  lus  single  being  to 
tbe  wbole  community,  or  some  pai-t  of  it.  And 
in  like  manner,  when  we  read  of  a  soicmn  grove, 
where  horrour  and  melańcholy  reign,  we  cnter» 
tain  an  idea  of  a  place  that  creates  sucb  thou:j:hta 
in  the  mind,  by  reason  of  its  solitary  situation, 
want  ofiight, orany other  circumstancćs  analo- 
gous  to  those  dispositious,  so  tcrmed,  in  humaa 
naturę. 

This  then  is  tbe  design  of  the  poem,  to  sl^pw  that 
a  constant  attention  to  what  is  perfectand  beaa- 
tiful  in  naturę  wiił  by  degrees  harmonize  the 
soul  to  a  responsiye  regułarity  and  sympathetic 
order. 

From  what  has  becn  premised,  it  would  be  need- 
less  to  expiain  the  coinprehensive  meaning  of 
the  word  harmony.  For  an  explandtion  or  a 
proof  of  the  relation  of  the  imitative  arU  to 
morał  philosophy,  the  reader  is  referred  to  tbe 
dialogucs  uf  Plato,  and  tbe  other  philosjppbers  of 
tiie  acodemic  school;  to  lord  Shaftesbui^  and 
Hutcheson,  their  great  disciples  among  the 
moderns. . 


the'  ARGl/MENT 
TO  TIIE  FIRST  BOOK. 

The  subject  proposed.    luwcatloa  to  Venus  a!!e« 
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COOPER'S  POEMS. 


I^oricallf.  foTocation  to  qtli^finpe^ltition,  and 
adore  the  Creator  of  all  things.  Chaos  originaUy 
reduced  to  harmony .  A  fictitioas  account  of  the 
musir  of  the  spheres.  The  notes  of  musie  taken 
from  the  number  of  |ilanets.  lu  effect  on  the 
haman  mind  in  detpair— 4n  9orroir«-in  rago— 
on  disteropered  bodiesT-on  bnites  and  irra- 
tional  beings.  The  seat  of  Art  descńbed,  and 
herattendants:  to  what  end  are  her  laboars: 
eithcr  to  excite  Tolaptnousneaa,  or  the  contrary, 
just  as  nittde  ase  of.  Commendation  of  the  use 
pf  art  to  raise  in  us  sentiments  of  jnstioe  and 
temperance.  The  exoellence  of  art  as  great  in 
representing  mon^roiis  objects  as  the  most  re* 
l^lar,  as  fu  asrelates  to  ii|i<ation*  Why  a 
just  resemblance  gi^es  us  pleasure.  Passions 
may  be  represenW  by  outwsrd  forms,  but  mo- 
nl  beauty  can  never  be  fol!  enouj^b  espressed 
•by  them:  that  proviuce  bclongs  to  the  Muse. 
'The  condusion  of  the  first  book. 
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Op  Harmony,  and  hercelestiaLpow*r 
Cer  the  responsire  soiil,  and  whence  artse 
Those  swrt  sensatioiis,  whether  from  the  lays      ' 
tOfmelting  musie,  and  impnssionM  yerae^ 
From  mimie  sccties  of  emulatire  art, 
,Or  nature's  beauteous  objects*  which  affect 
The  morał  pow'rs  witb  stympafhetic  charms, 
Th."  Muae  conpenial  sinąs.— Descend,  ye  Ninę, 
'Who  gnard  th'  Aonian  mount,  wiiilst  I  nnfold 
The  deep  recesses  of  your  tuneful  haunts, 
And  from  your  inmost  bow*rs  helect  a  bay 
To  deck  the  fav'rite  theme.    Do  thou  attend, 
Thou,  whom  Lucretius  to  his  gprettt  design 
InTokM ;  and  with  thee  bring  thy  darling  son, 
Vrho  tun'd  Anacreon*s  lyre,  to  guide  my  band, 
Advent'rous  raisM  to  swoep  harmonious  chords. 

Come  all  yo  sons  of  iib<*rtyy  who  wake 
From  dreams  of  8uperstitioti,where  tbesoul 
Thro*  mists  of  A>rc'd  belief,  but  diraly  views 
Its  own  great  Maker;  come,  and  I  will  guide, 
Unintemipted  by  the  jargón  shrill 
Of  peeyish  priests,  your  footsteps  to  the  throne 
When^  pleasure  reigns  with  reason,  to  behold 
His  majesty  celestial,  and  adore 
Him  thro*  cach  object  of  pioportion  fair, 
The  aource  of  ^irtue,  harmony,  and  bliss ! 

Ere  this  delightfiil  face  of  things  adornM 
The  great  eicpanse  of  day,  dark  Chaos  reign*dy 
And  elemental  Dis^ord;  in  thp  womb 
Of  ancient  Night,  the  war  of  atoms  rag'-d 
Incessant;  Anarehy,  Confusion  urild, 
Harsh  Dis«onance,  and  Uproar  fillM  the  whole; 
Till  that  Etemal  One,  wlio  from  the  first 
£xi8ted,  sent  his  plastio  word  abroad 
Throughoutthc  \'astabyss:  created  worldf 
F  Ittbe  sweet  impułse,  and  obedient  fled 
^*o  Rtations  asceitainM  ;  there  to  perfurm 
Tbeir  Tarious  motions,  corresponding  all 
To  one  harmonious  plan,  which  fahlers  feigii 
Themystic  musie  of  the  distant  spl^eres. 

AU  this  the  Samian  sagę'  had  seen  at  large, 

1 1t  is  very  evident  that  l^ythagoras,  who  is 
justly  esteemed  in  one  respect  the  inventor  of  mu- 
^ic,  had  a  elear  notion  of  the  present  astronomical 
aystOB,  though  tbe  honour  of  the  discoyery  was 


From  Ida*s  dond-topt  summit,  or  ihe  cvn 
With  Epimenides,  where  he  sunreyMy 
Higher  on  wings  of  contemplatiou  bonM^ 
The  mighty  maże  of  naturę;  wheooe  he  learat, 
From  that  cełestial  number*,  how  to  form 
The  lyre  hearumelting,  and  tbe  rocal  shelL 

Thus  all  the  pow'r  of  musie  from  the  spheres 
Descends  to  wake  the  tardy  mul  of  man 
Fh>m  dreams  terrestrial ;  eTer  to  its  chaims 
Obseqnioos,  e^er  by  its  dulcet  straint 
SmoothM  from  the  passions  of  tempestuons  life. 
And  taught  to  pre-eojoy  its  natire  Ilear^o. 

Whiist  thro'  this  vale  of  errour  we  pnrsue 
Ideał  joys,  where  Fancy  leads  us  on 
Thro'  scenes  of  paradise  in  fairy  forma 
Of  ease,  of  pleasure,  or  extensive  pow'r; 
And  when  we  think  fiiU  fairly  we  possess 
Tbe  promis*d  Hear^n,  Disease>  or  wrinkled  CaiCi 
FiU  with  their  loath*d  embrace  our  eager  gras^ 
And  leave  us  in  a  witdemess  of  woe 
To  weep  at  large;  where  shall  we  aeek  rdief, 
Where  ease  th*  oppressive  anguish  of  the  mind, 
When  Retrospection  glows  with  conscioos  sbaaie 
By  grey  £xperience  in  the  whotesome  school 
Of  Sórrow  tutor'd  ?    Whtther  shall  we  fly ? 
To  wiids  and  woods,  and  leare  the  bnsy  woiid 
For  soiitude  ?    Ah !  thither  siill  pursue 
Th*  intrudiog  fiends,  attend  our  cyenin^  walk, 
Breathe  in  each  breeze,  and  mormar  in  each  lill; 
Where  Peace,  protected  by  tbe  turtłe  wing 
Of  Innocence,  expauds  the  lorely  bloom 
Of  gay  Content,  no  morę  to  be  enjoy*d. 
But  lost  for  everl  Yet  beoignant  Heav'ii, 
Correcting  with  parental  pity,  sent 
This  friendly  siren  frpm  the  groves  of  Joy« 
To  temper  with  mellifluent  straint  tbe  Toicf 
Of  mental  Anguish,  and  attune  the  groans 
Of  youiig  Impatience,  to  the  softer  sounf 
Of  grateftil  Pssans  to  its  Maker^s  praise. 

Alike,  if  iU9extenial,  madę  our  own, 
Mix  in  the  cup  of  life  the  bitter  drop 
Of  sorrow;  when  the  childless  father  stghf 
Prom  the  remerabrance  of  bis  dying  son; 
When  Death  has  serer^d,  with  a  long  6uewd, 
The  Iover  from  the  object  of  desire, 
In  the  ftill  bloom  of  yonth,  and  leavea  the  wretch. 
To  sooth  afflictłon  in  the  well-known  soenes 
Of  blameless  raptore  once;  uncouth  Adrioe 
In  vain  intrudes  with  sacerdotal  frown. 
And  Superstition*s  jargon,  to  expel 
The  sweet  distress;  the  genVous  soal  dbdalnsi 
Deaf  to  sucb  monkish  preoepts,  all  constrainty 
And  gives  a  loose  to  grief ;  but  straight  apply 
The  lenient  foroe  of  numbers,  they*ll  assuaga 
By  calm  degrees  tfae  sympathetic  pain, 
Tili  lull'd  al  length,  the  iatdiectnai  pow'ti 

resenred  for  Copemicns  so  many  ages  after.  Kor 
was  this  sentiment  of  hi^  unkoown  to  the  rot  of 
the  philosophers:  for  the  Stagyrite,  in  the  ISdk 
chapter  of  the  2d  book  vm  OtMoiw^  spcafcs  of  it  ia 
tbcse  terms.  '<  'Fhose  philosophers^,  who  are  calied 
Pythagoreans,  aMrm,  that  the  Sdn  is  in  theoiid- 
dle;  and  that  the  Earth,  like  the  reat  of  the  plane(s» 
rolls  round  it  upon  its  own  axis,  and  ao  formsthe 
day  and  night*' 

*  The  number  of  the  planets. 

IIavrtc  ^  nńaiKomto  Xvpiff  fdey/Wt  ^vnAar 
Af^«ri9*  wcwfĄUCt  iuica.;  akk9C  aW*  •X>jr. 

Alcx.  Ęphes.  apad  Heracl.  de  Hon* 
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Sink  t«  divine  repose>  and  nge  do  morę. 
80  whcD  detcended  rains  from  Alpme  rocks 
Bont  forth  in  diif  *rent  torrents,  di^wn  they  roth 
Preeipitatey  and  o'er  the  craggy  steep 
Hoane  roaring  bear  the  parted  soil  away; 
Anoa^  collect^  on  the  smoother  plains, 
Głide  to  the  channel  of  some  ancient  flood, 
And  flow  one  silent  stream.    This  ofi  1  felt, 
When,  vand'nog  thro*  the  unfreqaenŁ«d  woodt, 
Monraiug  for  poor  Ardelia'8  hapless  &te, 
Tbee,  my  beluyM- MelodiuB,  1  have  heard 
In  iilent  rapture  all  the  Iive-long  day. 
Tho*  Uack  Despair  8ate  brooding  o*er  my  thonghtt 
Pregnant  witb  horror,  thy  Platonie  lay 
DispelPd  th'unraanly  sorrows,  and  again 
Led  forth  my  vagrant  fancy  thro*  the  plan 
Of  Naturę,  studiou8  to  explore  with  thee 
£ach  beauteoufi  scenę  of  musical  dclight» 
\fbich  bears  fratemal  likcness  to  the  souL 

b  there  a  passion',  whose  impetuous  force 
Disturba  the  buman  breast,  and  breaking  forth 
With  sad  eruptions,  deałs  de&Łruction  round, 
like  flamea  convulsive  from  tb'  Etneao  mole. 
Bot  by  the  magie  itrains  of  some  soft  air 
Is  bannonłz*d  to  peace  ?   As  tempests  cease 
Theirelemental  fury,  when  the  queen 
Of  Heav*n»  detcending  on  a  Zephyr^s  plume, 
Smiles  on  th*enamerd  landscape  of  the  spring. 
Say,  at  that  solemn  hour,tbe  noon  of  night, 
When  nought  but  plaintive  Philomela  wakea, 
Say,  whilst  she  warbles  forth  her  tragic  tale> 
Whilst  grief  melodious  charms  the  Sylvan  pow*rfl, 
And  Ecbo  from  her  inmostcave  of  rest 
Joins  in  her  wailing,  dost  not  thou  partake 
A  melancholy  pleasure?  And  tho*  ragę 
Did  lead  thee  forth  beneath  the  silent  glooaa 
To  meditatc  on  horrour  and  reTenge, 
Thy  softenM  soul  is  geutly  8ooth*d  within» 
And,  humanizM  agaln  by  Pity'8  Toice, 
Becomes  as  tender  as  the  gali- len  dove. 

Nor  is  the  tuneful  blcssing  here  con6n'd 
To  cure  distempei^d  passions,  and  allay 
By  its  persuasire  notes  l^nyulsire  tbroba 
Of  sonl  alone;  bot  (strauge!)  with  subtle  pow'r 
Acts  on  the  grosser  matter  of  the  frame 
By  riot  8hatter*d,  or  the  casual  lot 
Of  sickness  wither^d.    When  th'  harmonious  plan 
Of  inward  beauty  ceases,  oft  the  lute, 
By  soft  yibrations  on  responsiTe  nenres, 
Has  leconcJPd,  by  medicinal  sounds, 
Corporeal  Chaos  to  its  pristioe  ibrm. 
Soch  is  the  labled  charm  Italians  boast 
To  cure  that  in8ect*8  venom,  which  beilumbs 
By  &tal  touch  the  frozen  Yeins,  and  lulls 
The  senses  in  oblivion:  when  the  harp, 
Sonorous,  thro'  the  patient^s  bosoro  poora 
lU  antidotal  notes,  the  flood  of  life, 
LoosM  at  its  soarce  by  tepefying  strains, 
Flows  like  some  frozen  siUer  stream  unthaw>d 
At  a  warm  zepbyr  of  tbe  genial  spring. 

Donbt  you  tbose  charms  of  musie  o'er  the  soul 
Ofman?  Behold!  e*en  brute  crcation  feels4 
Its  pow*r  divine!   For  when  tbe  liquid  flate 

^  Spifto  ba'  ben  dissonante,  anima  sorde,* 
Che  dal  cooceilo  uniwersał  discorda. 

L' Adone  del  Marino,  Cant.  sett- 
4  See  the  surprising  effects  of   musie  related 
by  Plato,  Aristotle,  TbeophniatuS|  Polybios,  and 
qther  ancient  autborit  . 


Breathesam^rous  airB,toudi*dby  theloYe-fllck  swain^ 

Mute  is  each  bill  and  dale;  the  Usfning  hefds  f 

Ezprest  their  joy  irrational  (as  erst 

Wlhen  Fauns  and  Dryads  foriow*d  ancient  Pan 

In  featiTe  danee.)    Ask  you,  from  whence  arise 

Theae  gratefiil  signs  of  pleasure  in  the  gazę 

Of  list* ning  flocks  at  rausic'8  dulcet  lorę? 

From  whence,  but  from  fesponsiye  notes  witbin 

Of  Harmony  cdestial,  whtch  inspires 

Rach  animal,  thro*  all  tbe  spacious  trąets 

Of  earth,and  air,  and  water,  from  tbe  large 

Unwieldly  elephant,  to  th^unseen  mote, 

That  flutters  in  the  Sun'8  meridian  bearn, 

See!  roundthat  fragrantroae,  whose  sweets  perftmie 

The  ttnctur'd  pinioos  of  tbe  passing  breeze^ 

How  bees  laboriooa  gather!  from  each  hire 

The  dusky  myriads  swarm^  to  tasŁe  the  dew^ 

luat  spriolded  fr^m  Aurora*8  golden  plumea, 

AmbrosializM  witbin  its  dulcet  lea^ea. 

And  8weet8  distilling  like  Arabian  gnms 

From  medicinal  grove»— homeward  they  bear  . 

Tbe  liquid  spoil,  exulting,  all  inteni 

T*  eiirich  the  wazen  empire;  titt  anoa 

Luxoriou8  plenty  sowa  the  ^tal  aeed 

Of  dire  dissention;  sudden  ragę  ensaea. 

And  fight  domestic;  to  the  fielda  of  air 

The  winged  hosts  resort;  the  signals  soundf 

And  civil  slaughter  strews  tbe  plains  below 

With  many  a  little  corpse.    But  e*en  amidst 

The  thicke^t  war,  let  but  the  tuneful  rod 

On  brazen  cymbał  strike,  the  lenient  strains, 

Stuick  undnlattng  thro>  the  silent  air, 

ilecal  haraionioos  love  and  gentle  peaoe 

Back  to  their  ancient  seats;  the  friendly  swarms 

Sudden  in  reunitfd  clusters  join. 

Pendent  on  neighb*ring  sallows;  noaght  is  beard 

Rut  notes  reciprocal  of  bliss  sincere. 

Soft  breathing  thro'  each  amicable  hire. 

Now  to  the  Muse  sublimer  obtects  tum| 
For  mind  alone  can  feel  th'  effect  divine 
Of  emulattye  art,  where  huroan  skill 
Steals  with  a  Promethćan  band  the  fire 
Of  IIeaT'n,  to  imitate  celestial  pow*r. 

Deep  in  the  vale  of  Solitude,  where  Peace 
Breatbes  o^er  the  sonl  diyiner  airs  than  thoaff 
By  Grecian  fablers  sung,  which  from  the  banka 
Of  fam'd  Elysium  waft  on  happy  shadea 
Their  grateful  influence,  in  sequesteT'd  bow*!* 
Tbepow>rof  Art  resides:  Reflection  flrm. 
And  yagiant  Fancy  at  her  sov'reign  nod 
Attendant  wait;  behind  th*  ideał  train 
Of  Memory,  with  retroapective  eye 
Supports  her  throne,  whiłst  Contemplation  goidei 
Her  trophied  car.    Thro'  NaŁare'8  yarious  paths, 
Alike,  where  ^ows  tbeblo8aom'd  pride  of  May, 
Or  where  bleak  Winter  from  the  widow>d  shrufa« 
Strips  the  gay  yerdore,  and  inresta  the  bougha 
With  snowy  horrour;  where  delicioua  streams 
Thro'  flow'ry  meadows  seek  their  wanion  conne; 
Or  where  on  Afric's  nnfrequented  coasta 
The  dreary  desert  buma;  where  e'er  tbe  ray 
Of  beanty  gilds  the  scime,  or  where  the  clood 
Of  horrour  casts  its  shade ;  she  unreatnuu'<l 
Explofea,  and  in  her  faithlbl  mirror  bean 
The  sweet  reiemblance,  to  reviTe  the  sool, 
Wben  absence  inm  ihe  sight  for  eter  tMi« 

5  Por  do  but  notę  a  wild  and  wantoo  berd, 
Or  race  of  youtbful  and  anhandled  oolta,  ts^ 
ShakMp.  MerehMUof  Ym^ 
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The  umroe  of  mpturt.    tlence  tbe  tablet  gJows 
Wi|b  cbarotf  CKotic^  hejoce  tbe  sculptur*d  bust^ 
As  u'cr  the  rock  tbe  plastic  cbissel  inoves^ 
Breatbes  by  degrees,  tiil  straigbt  leturns  afresb 
Tlie  lovM  idea  to  tbe  ravi&b*d  eye, 
And  caUs  up  evpry  passioo  from  its  source. 

Is  love  tbe  objęci  of  tby  glowiog  tbougbtfi  ? 
Or  draam^st  thoa  of  a  bliss  exceeding  far 
Etysian  pleasures?  Would^st  tbou  ta&te  again 
The  heart-eiife«!bliDg  transports,  w  hen  the  soul. 
Big  with  celestial  triomph,  thro'  tbe  vale» 
Of  am*rou8  Faocy  If^  the  sportive  Hours 
To  soft  Idalian  atrs,  wbiist  wanton  Loves 
Strcw'd  rouud  thee  roses  of  etemal  bloom. 
And  fann^d  the  sultry  breeze  with  golden  plmnes  ? 
See!  wbere,  beneatb  a  myrtle  bow^r  reclia^d, 
Which  OD  the  canvas  caat«  its  cooling  shade, 
Encircled  in  each  other*s  anns»  yon  beaoteous  pair 
Itt  dulcet  dalliance  lie;  the  rigid  frotfn 
Of  Care  ne^r  k>w*re,  but  erer  cheerful  smiles 
Effuse,  like  yeroal  8un9,  tbeir  geniał  beams 
Towarmtbeirmutualhearts;  wbilstrapt^rom  sigbs, 
Sweeter  Uiao  aromatic  wiudś  wbicb  blow 
0'er  spicy  groves  io  intormingled  galei, 
Awi  wafted  Ło  th'  impending  qucen  of  lore. 

Bot  burns  thy  beait  with  morę  refin'd  delight? 
And  would'st  thoa  thro'  the  faithfal  colours  yiew 
Całm  ChasUty  aQd*Justice  blend  their  charms 
Likegleamt of opening  Heav*o  ?  Yon radiant throne 
Prescnts  great  Cyrun,  as  tbe  Magi  feign^d 
The  SDowy-yested  Mithres,  from  tbe  eaat 
Desceudiug  iu  eifulgnnt  rays  of  light. 
To  guide  tbe  vłrtuou«  to  tb'  etherial  plains, 
ll^here  joy  fur  ever  dwells.    Befoie  him  staods 
A  trembling  captive,  with  dejected  looks, 
,As  conscious  of  ber  form:  upon  ber  cheeks 
The  rosę  of  beauly  fades,  with  paJer  bue 
The  lily  sickens,  aud  each  flow'r  dccii nes 
Its  drooping  head.     But  see !  how  he  reviyca 
With  unexpected  hopes  ber  toitur^d  brea8t» 
Aud  joy'8  soft  blush  appears !  So  tbe  bless^d  wings 
Of  western  2epbyr8>o*er  Arabian  coasts 
Sprinkle  their  heav*nly  dew;  tbe  wither^d  plants 
Incline  tbeir  ftUD-parcb*d  bosoms  to  iiubibe 
Tbe  reaovating  m oi stare,  ti  11  aQon 
The  pristiae  biooSd  thro*  vegeŁative  pores 
Retuming,  smilcs  in  ej*ty  flow^ry  vale, 
And  decks  the  neighb'ring  hills  witb  verdant  pride. 

Sach  groups  as  these  instruct  tb'  unbiassM  miud 
^ith  real  wisdoiii,  when  with  Beaaty's  garb 
Ytrtue  invcsted,  and  ne'er  fading  channSf 
Fills  with  dcsire  the  soul;  here  Art  employs 
To  worthy  ends  ber  pencil  as  of  old, 
And  calls  the  hero  to  rec('ive  the  wreath 
K>f  piłblic  hoDOur,  wbiist  his  sacred  bust 
Is  still  pre8erv'd  for  nations  yct  uabom 
To  view  with  adoration;  every  brcast 
Feels  emulatiye  spirits  bum  withio, 
And  longs  to  join  the  honour'd  list  of  (ame. 

Yet  stilł  her  influence  is  not  less  coof(  s$*d 
In  othcr  forms,  to  ntitie  abhorrence  fierce, 
To  paint  iu  hideous  shapes  the  crew  of  VicCy 
And  all  her  train  of  sure^tteuding  woes. 
These  ot^cts  bave  their  diifrent  graces  too. 
And  glow,  if  faitbful,  thro'  the  mimie  scenes 
With  ^hanns  peC|Uiar.  .  For  perfection  sitb^, 

6  See  tbe  reason  in  Aristotle  assigned,  wby  tlie 
miiid  18  as  much  delighted  with  aptness  of  dcscrip- 
^«»  to  oftoiA^  the  image^  as  with  the  image  iu  de- 


As  the  known  imitatioa  shall  sacceeel, 
With  equal  lu&tre  on  a  tyraut^s  frown, 
As"  on  the  dimple  ojT  Ptuicaste^s  cbeck, 
Or  Delia'8  iv'ry  neck.    The  melttng  tear 
Drops  from  th'afflicted  parent*8  joy  less  cye, 
Not  less  delightful  to  th'  attentive  gazę 
Of  iixt  examination,  thanthe  smilcs 
Of  iufant  Cupids  sporting  thro'  tbe  groTes, 
Wbere  Yeuns  sleeping  lies.     From  nsiture  ibnnM» 
,The  jost  resemblance  from  conseoting  thought 
Applause  demands;  and  Fancy's  ra^ish^d  eye 
Sports  o'er  the  painied  surge,  whose  billowsroU 
Tempestuous  to  the  sky,  with  equal  bliss, 
As  o'er  the  marble  surfece  of  tbe  deep, 
When  mild  Favonius  from  the  western  ides, 
With  youthful  Spring  flies  gladsome  o*er  the  main, 
To  seek  his  gentle  May;  wbile  5>roteus  resU 
Deep  in  his  ouzy  bed,  and  halcyons  cali, 
Secure  of  pt^acet  their  new-fli"dg*d  yoong  abroad. 

External  matter  thos  by  art  is  wrooght, 
Or  with  tbe  pencil  or  the  chissers  tonch. 
To  give  us  back  the  image  of  the  mind, 
Which  smiles  to  find  its  own  conceptions  theie. 
But  can  she  draw  the  tendemess  of  thoogbt? 
Oan  she  depict  the  beauty  of  the  soul. 
And  all  th*  intemal  traiu  of  sweet  distress, 
When  friendship  o'cr  the  recent  grave  dccrmcs 
Its  sick'iHng  hcad,  as  ey'ry  action  dear, 
And  ev'ry  cinmmstance  of  mutnal  love 
Returus  afre^h;  whilc  from  the  streamiog  eycs* 
Bursts  forth  a  flood  of  uiiavailing  tears, 
Of  parting  tcar?,  ere  yet  they  cłose  the  tomb? 
Or,  can  she  from  tbe  colours  that  adom 
The  wat*ry  bo  w;  from  all  tbe  splendid  storę 
That  Flora  lavishes  in  ycmal  houra 
On  wauton  Zephyr;  from  the  blazing  minę 
Where  Plutus  reigns;  can  she  selcct  a  blorfli 
To  emulate  tbe  patrłot's  bosom,  wben  the  wealtb 
Of  nations,  all  imperial  pomp  is  8Com*d, 
And  tyrants  frown  in  vain,  yet  to  the  last 
He  breathes  the  sociat  sigb,  and  even  in  deatb 

With  biessing  on  his  natiie  country  całls! 

That  only  to  the  Muse  belongs^  to  show 
How  chaims  each  morał  beauty,  bow  tbe  scena 
Of  gbodncss  pleases  the  responsive  soul. 
And  sooths  within  the  intellectual  pow*rs 
With  sympathetic  order.     For  at  first, 
This  emanation  of  the  source  of  life 
Unsullied  glows,  tiil  o'er  th' etherial  rays 
Opinion  casts  a  tiacture,  and  infects 
The  mental  optics  with  a  jaundice  bue; 
Then,  like  tlie  domcs  beneatb  a  wizard's  wand, 
Each  object,  as  the  hellisb  artJstwiUs, 
A  shape  fallacious  wears. — O  throng,  ye  youtb, 
Around  the  poefs  song,  whose  sacred  lays 
Brcathe  no  infectious  Tapours  from  the  coasts, 
Where  Indo<ence  supinely  nods  at  ease, 
And  otfe^s  to  the  passing  crowd  her  coach 
Of  down,  whilst  infant  vices  luli  tłie  mind 
To  fatal  slumbcrs;  other  tbcmes  iaviŁe 
My  faithful  band  to  strikc  tbe  votive  lyre. 
Ijo  !  Virtue  comes  in  morę  effulgent  pomp, 
Than  what  the  great  impostor  promU*d  oit 
To  chcated  crowds  of  Mussulmen,beside 
The  winey  river8  and  refreshing  shades 
Of  Paradise;  and  Io!  the  dastard  train 
Of  płeasure  disappears.    So  fleet  the  shades, 

scription.    AńsL  de  Foet  cap.  i.    So  Piutarck 
de  Aud.  Poet    See  his  Symp.  lib.  5- 
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Tbat  wander  in  the  drenry  gloom  of  ii%ht, 
When  from  the  eastecn  hills  Aurora  poars 
Her  flood  of  glory*,  and  reluoMs  the  world. 
Be  8be  my  grcat  protectress,  she  my  $Me 
Thro*  lofty  PindQs»  and  the  lanral  gro^e, 
Wbilst  I  thro'  unfreqa£nted  patba  parsoe 
The  Bteps  of  Greelao  sagas*  and  display 
The  joat  similitude  of  morał  charms, 
Of  Harmony  and  lof,  with  tbis  iair  frame 
Of  outward  tbiogS)  wbicU  thro*  uotaintcd  •tfnfe 
With  ą  int/ćOuA  goodoess  firea  tJbe  aouL 
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InYocation  to  the  morał  traio  of  barmoiiy :  eater* 
aal  objects  aoalogous  to  ttiem.  Tbe  seata  of 
rural  beauty.  Every  kind  of  beauty  channs, 
exclu8ive  of  any  secoudary  motive.  The  an- 
nuai  renoration  of  naturę.  Tbe  complicated 
charms  of  variou8  objects.  Tbe  great,  the 
wonderful,  tbe  fair:  the  contrast  to  tbe  same 
faamcmious,  when  united  to  the  uniyersal  plan 
of  naturę.  Abstracted  objects,  how  they  work 
upon  tbe  mind:  with  gatety:  with  borrour:  with 
Boirow,  admiration,  &a  Morał  beauty' supe- 
rior to  oatuFal,  a  vieiv  of  the  universe;  the  har- 
-moiiy  of  tbe  wbole:  what  to  be  deduced  from 
it.  Contemplatioa  on  beauty  and  proportion 
in  exterQał  objecU,  harmonizes  the  sool  to  a 
sympatbetic  order,    Tbe  condusion. 

TH£  HARM ONY  OP  NATURB. 

CoMB  all  ye  morał  Genii,  whó  attend 
The  train  of  Rui-al  Beauty,  bring  your  gifts, 
Your  firagrant  cbaplets,  and  your  purple  wreatbs, 
To  crown  your  poefs  brow^  come  uli  ye  pow'rs, 
Whb  liaunt  tbe  8ylvan  shades,  wbere  SoUuide 
Murses  sweet  Contemplatton^  come  ye  band 
Of  Graces,  gentle  Peace,  Conteiitment  fair. 
Sweet  Innocence,  and  snowy-winged  Hope, 
Wtio  sport  with  youug  SimpUcity  beneath 
Her  mossyroof;  around  my  faitbful  lays 
Łead  fbrth  in  festive  pomp  your  parumours 
Of  naturę'',  deck'd  in  Spring*s  £lysian  bloom, 
Or  Autumn'8  purple  robes^  wbiUtI  rdate 
In  Bounds  congenial  your  uutainted  bliss, 
And  tbeir  unfaUing  lustra.     Nor  be  thoa 
Far  from  my  lyre,  O  Liberty !  sweet  nympb, 
W  bo  roam^st  at  large  thro'  unfrequented  grove8, 
Swift  as  tlłc  mountain  bind;  or  eastern  winds 
P*er  Asia*s  kingdoms.— To  eacb  nat*ral  soene 
A  morał  power  belongsj  as  entt  the  wood8» 
Inspi^M  by  Dryads,  wav*d  tbeir  awful  beads 
With  sacred  borrour,  and  tbe  crystal  streama 
Flow>d  unpoUuŁed  by  revering  swains 
l^rom  urns  celestial,  wbilst  the  mystic  sounds 
Of  8portive  ny  mpbs  were  beard  in  bubbling  springs. 
Ye  fiekis  and  woods,  and  silverwind]ng  streams, 
Ye  liiied  Talleys,  and  resounding  rocjcs, 
Wbere  faitbful  Echo  dwellsf  ye  mansions  blest 
Wbere  Naturę  reigns  througbout  tbe  wide  espanse, 
In  mąjesty  serene  of  opening  Ueav'n  ^ 


"^  Natural  objects^  wbicb  produce  ia  tJba  miód 
sucb  images. 


Or,  bumbler  seated,. in  tbe  blasbhis  to«c, 
The  .vii|^n  ^inet,  or  th«  creeping  moss, 
Or  winding  round  the  mould'ring  ruin'8  top, 
With  no  unpłeasing  borrour  sit  array'd 
In  venerable  irf  i  hail,  thrice  hail, 
Ye  Bolitary  seata,  wbem  Wisdom  Beeks 
Beauty  and  Oood,  tb>  anacparable  pair, 
Sweet  oflbprinir  of  tbe  sky,  thoae  emblems  fair 
Of  tbe  celeatial  Cause,  whose  tuneful  word 
From  discord  and  from  chaoa  rai9»d  tbis  glohe. 
And  alł  the  wide  effulgence  of  tbe  day. 
From  him  bef^ins  tbis  beara  of  gay  delight, 

W  ben  aught  harmonious  8tnke8  tb'  attentire  mmd} 
In  bim  sball  end;  for  be  attunM  tbe  (ramc 
Of  pasMve  organs  with  internat  Sftnse, 
To  feel  sn  instantaneoos  głów  of  joy», 
When  Beauty  from  ber  native  seat  of  Heay^i, 
CIoth'd  in  etherłał  mildness,  on  our  plains 
Descends,  ere  Reason  with  ber  tardy  eye 
Can  vicw  the  form  dirinej  and  thro'  the  world 
The  beav*nly  boon  to  cv»ry  being  flows. 
Why,  when  the  geniał  Spring  with  cbaplets crown'd 
Of  daistes,  pinks,  and  yiUets,  wakes  the  moru 
With  płacid  wbispers,  do  tbe  turtłes  coo, 
r  And  cali  tbeir  consorts  from  tbe  neighb^ring  grorea 
With  softer  musie  ?  why  eicalts  the  lark 
His  matin  warbling  with  redoubłed  lays? 
Why  stand  tb»  admiring  berds  with  joyfol  ga2fl 
Facing  tbe  dawn  of  day,  or  flrisking  bound 
0'er  ibe  soft  sinrfece  of  tbe  vesdant  meads, 
With  unaccustomM  transport?   »Tłs  the  ray 
Of  beauty,  bcaming  its  benignant  warnnth 
Thro»  all  the  brnte  creation :  bence  arise  ^ 
Spontaheous  off^rings  of  unfeigned  love 
In  silent  praises.    And  shalł  man  alone, 
Sball  mau  with  błind  ingratitude  neglect 
His  Maker^sbounty?    Sball  tbe  łap  of  Slotb,    . 
With  soft  insensibility  compose 
His  useless  soul,  whiłst  unrfegarded  Uooms 
Tbe  renovated  lustro  of  tbe  world? 

See !  how  etcmal  Hebe  onward  leads 
The  bliisbing  Mom,  and  o'er  the  smiling  głobe, 
With  Flora  joinM,  flie»  gładsome  to  the  bow»r, 
Wbere  with  the  Graces,  and  Idalian  Lo^es, 
Her  sister  Beauty  dwełłs.    The  głades  expand 
The  blos8om*d  fragrance  of  tbeir  new-blown  prRtc, 
With  gay  profusion;  and  the  flow^ry  lawna 
Breatbe  fortb  ambrosial  odours;  whiłst  behind, 
Tbe  Muse  in  uever-dyine  hymns  of  praise 
PuTSues  tbe  triumpb,  and  responsiye  airs 
Symphooious  warble  tbro»  tbe  vocal  groTes, 
Tiłl  płayftłl  Echo,  in  each  bill  and  dale, 
Joius  the  gład  chorus,  and  improves  tbe  lay. 

First  o'er  yon  complicated  landscape  cast 
Tb*  enraptur»d  eye,  wbere,thro'  tbe  snbject  plains. 
Slow  with  roajestic  pride  a  spacious  flood 
'Devokes  bis  lordly  stream;  with  many  a  tum 
Seeking  along  his  serpentizing  way, 
And  in  tbe  grat<»ful  intricacics  feeda 
With  fruitful  wąves  those  ever-jimiling  shorea, 

• 

«  Wbaterer  is  truć,  just,  and  harmoniouf,  whe- 
therTu  naturę  or  morals,  giyes  an  immediat* 
płeasure,  exclusive  of  reflećtioa :  nor,  as  beauty  U 
I  not  vague  and  unsettled,  bat  fixt  to  a  proper  cri- 
terion,  are  we  łeft  łndifierent  j  but  łed  naturalły  to 
embraoe  it,  by  that  propensity  tbe  dirtne  Author 
of  all  things  implantcd  in  us.  See  Clie  Cbatac- 
teństics,  and  An  Enqułry  into  tbe  Origin  of  oat 
Ideas  of  Beauty  and  Yirtoar 
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COOPER*S  POEMS. 


>Vhich  in  the  floftting  mfrror  vieir  their  charms 
With  conscioos  glory;  from  tbe  n^igh^bring  urns 
Th'  infcrior  rWers  swell  his  regal  pomp 
With  tributary  off*riDg8.    Some  afar 
Thro'  sile  lit  osiert,  and  the  sullen  green 
Of  nioum.ul  willows,  melaocboly  flow: 
Some  o'er  the  rattUng  pebbles,  to  the  Smi 
'  <>bvioDS,  with  ooIour*d  rays  refnicted,  shtne 
Ijke  gems  wbich  spariile  on  th*  exa1ted  crownt 
Of  kiugs  baibaric :  otben  headlong  (all 
From  a  hif^h  precipice,  wboee  awful  brow, 
Fring*d  with  a  sable  wood,  nods  dreadful  o'er 
71)6  deep  below,  which  spreads  itB  wafry  lap 
To  catch  the  gushing  homage,  then  procceds 
With  rieher  waves  than  those  Pac|olus  erst 
PoorM  o'er  his  gotdeo  uimIb;  or  jrellow  Po, 
Ting'd  with  the  teare  of  aromatic  trees. 
Then  at  a  distance,  thro'  the  parted  cliib 
In  unconfin'd  per8pective  send  thy  gazę, 
.Oisdaining  limit,  o*er  the  green  ezpanse 
Of  ocean,  swelliug  his  cęrulean  tide, 
Whiist  on  tb'  unniffled  botom  of  the  deep 
A  halcyon  stillness  reigna^  tbe  boisfrous  winds, 
Husht  in  Julian  cavea,  are  lull*d  to  rest. 
And  leave  the  placid  main  witboiit  a  wave. 
£*en  western  Zephyrs,  like  unfrighted  do^es, 
Skim  gently  o'er  with  feverentiał  awe, 
Kur  move  thcir  gilent  pltiinea.    At  such  a  time 
Sweet  Ampiiitrite,  with  her  azure  train 
Of  marinę  nymphs,  emerging  from  the  flood| 
Włiilst  ev'ry  Triton  tun'd  his  Tocal  shell 
To  hymeneal  sounds,  from  Nenrus*  court 
Came  to  espouse  the  monarch  of  the  main, 
In  nuptiał  pomp  attir*d.. .  Now  change  the  scenę. 
Nor  less  admire  tbosc  things,  which  view*d  apart 
Uncouth  appear,  or  horrid;  ridges  black 
Of  shagged  rocks,  which  hang  tremendous  o'er 
Some  barren  heath;  the  congregated  clouds 
Which  spread  their  sable  skirts,  and  wait  tbe  wind 
To  burst  th'  embosom'd  storm;  a  Icafless  wood, 
A  mouldVing  ruin,  lightning4)lasted  fields, 
Kay,  e'en  the  seat  where  Desolation  reigus 
In  brownest  horror,  by  familiar  thought 
Connected  to  this  uniwersał  frame, 
With  e<|ual  beauty  charms  the  tasteful  soul, 
As  the  gold  landscapes  of  the  happy  isles 
Crown'd  with  Hesperian  fruit :  for  Naturę  fonilM 
One  plan  entire,  and  madę  each  sep*rate  soene 
Co-op*rate  with  the  gen'ral  foroe  of  all 
In  that  bannonipus  contrast.    Hence  tbe  fair, 
The  wonderful,  the  great,  from  diflfrent  forms 
Owe  their  superior  ezcellence.    The  light, 
Kot  intenningled  with  opposing  shades, 
Had  shone  unworship'd  by  the  Persian  priest 

With  iindistinguish^d  rays. Yet  still  the  hue 

Of  separated  objects  tinge  the  sight 

With  their  uwn  likeness;  tbe  responsiye  soul, 

Cameleon  like,  a  just  resemblance  bears. 

And  faithfnl,  as  the  silent  mirror,  shows 

In  its  troe  bosom,  whether  from  without 

A  blooming  Paradise  smiles  round  the  land, 

Or  Stygiau  darkness  Mota  the  realms  of  day. 

Say,  when  the  smiting  fisce  of  3routhful  May 

Invites  soft  Zephyr  to  her  fragrant  lap, 

And  Ph<Bbus  wantons  on  the  glitt*ring  streams, 

Glows  not  thy  blood  with  mfiaccnstom*d  joy. 

And  love  unfelt  beforc?  Metfainks  the  train 

Of  fair  Eupbroayne,  hestt-easing  Smiles, 

Hope,  and  her  brother  Lo^e,  and  young  D^ght, 

Come  to  iurite  me  to  ambroiial  feastf » 


Where  Youth  administers  the  sprłglitly  bawi 
Of  care-beguilińg  Mirth;  and  bark!  theaouaid 
Of  sportive  Laughter,  to  tbe  native  home 
Of  silent  Night,  with  all  ber  meagre  crew 
Chaces  abbcrred  Gńef.    Prepare  the  aon^i 
Of  mental  triumph;  let  the  jocnnd  harp 
In  oorrespondent  notes  deceive  the  honri. 
And  Merriment  with  Love  shall  sport  aroirad. 
But  what  perceire  we  in  those  dnsky  giove^ 
Where  cypress  with  fimereal  boirour  sbadei 
Some  rain'd  tomb;  where  deadly  hemloc  <AA%M 
Th*  unfiruitful  glebę,  and  sweating  yewsdistil 
Immedłcable  poison?  In  those  platns, 
Black  Melancholy  dwells  with  sUent  Fenr, 
And  Superstition  iierce,  tbe  foulest  fiend 
That  ever  sullied  ligfat.     Herę  frantic  Woef 
Tears  her  dishevelFd  hair;  berę  pale  Diseaae  ^ 
Haogs  down  ber  siekły  bead;  aikl  Deatb«  beińn^ 
With  sable  cortains  of  etemal  nigfat, 
Cioses  the  ghastly  prospect.— — From  the  good 
Far  be  this  horrid  group!  the  fbot  of  Peace 
And  Innocence  should  tread  the  b1ess*d  retreat 
Of  plcasant  Tempe,  or  the  flow'ry  field 
Of  Enna,  glowing  with  unfiuling  bloom, 
Responsive  to  the  morał  charmt  withiii. 
Those  horrid  realms  let  gnilty  Tillahas  haont, 
Who  rob  the  orphan,  or  the  saored  tnnt 
Of  friendship  break;  the  wretch  who  nerer  Mt 
Stream  from  his  eye  tbe  comfbitable  balm, 
Which  socjal  Sorrow  mixes  with  ber  tears; 
Such  suit  therr  minds.    Tbere  let  tbe  tyrant  howl. 
And  Hierarchy,  ministress  abbort^d 
Of  PowV  illicit,  bound  with  iron  chains 
She  madę  for  Liberty  and  Justice,  gnasb 
Her  foaming  teeth,  and  bite  the  sconcge  in  rwML 

«  Or  when  the  stillness  of  tbe  grey-eyM  Sv^ 
Brok'n  only  by  the  b6etle's  drowsy  huiii« 
lnvites  us  forth  to  solitary  vales 
Where  awful  niins  on  their  mossy  roofs 
Denote  the  flight  of  Time;  the  pauaing  ey9 
Slow  round  the  gloomy  regions  casts  its  gUnoe» 
Whiist  from  witiiin  the  intellectual  pow'rSy 
With  melancholy  pleasure  on  the  brow 
Of  thmightfał  ądmiration  fix  the  sign 
Of  guiltlcss  transport;  not  with  frantic  noise. 
Nor  the  rude  laughter  of  an  idiot*s  joy ; 
But  with  the  smiles  that  Wisdom,  temp*ring  oft 
With  sweet  Content,  effuses.    Heie  the  mind, 
Luird  by  the  sacred  silence  of  the  place, 
Dreams  with  enchanted  rapture  of  the  groves 
Of  Academns,  and  the  solemn  walks, 
As  erst  frequented  by  the  god-like  band 
orOrecian  sages;  to  the  lisfning  ear 
Socratic  soundś  are  beard,  and  Plato'8  self 


9  The  ancients,  who  bad  always  this  analogy 
between  natural  and  morał  objects  in  Tiew,  ima- 
glned  every  gloomy  place  like  this  to  be  inhabited 
by  such  personages.    Creon,  in  the  CEdipns  of 
Seneca,  afler  he  bas  described— ^procnl  sib  uibe 
lucus  ilicibus  niger,  goes  on  to  relate  what  be  saw 
tbere  by  the  power  of  necromancy. 
— — — ^—  cccus  furor 
Horrorque,  &  una  quidqaid  setems  ofeant 
Celantque  tenebne ;  luctus  cTellens  oomamf 
^Egreque  lassum  sustinens  moibns  caput, 
Gmvis  seaectus  sibimet,  &  pendens  metos. 
And  to  objects  of  a  different  naturę,  we  give  the 
morał  epithets  of  gay,  lively,  cheecftila  fltc-  be- 
caose  the  mind  is  so  afibctcd. 
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Seems  b«lf  emerging  from  his  olWe  bow'r 
To  gatber  round  him  all  th'  Athenian  sous 
Of  Wisdom. — Hither  throng,  ye  studious  youth; 
Herę  thro*  the  mentul  eye  enamoui^d  view 
The  channs  of  Morał  Beauty,  to  the  soul 
Morę  grateful,  than  when  71tan's  goldeii  beam 
First  dawas  upon  the  new-recoTer'd  sight 
Of  one  long  fiited  to  the  dreary  gloom 
Of  darknesB.    How,  to  uiidi8teiDper'd  tbought, 
Does  Yirtue  in  mild  majesty  oppear 
Delightfuly  when  the  sympathetic  heart 
Feds  for  another^s  woes!  Waa  any  scenę 
So  beauteons,  m  the  wide-extended  pomp 
And  golden  ąplendour  of  the  Perstan  camp, 
Wbeo  all  the  riches  of  the  east  were  spread 
Beneath  the  tyranfS  feet;  did  aught  appear 
So  lovely '«  and  so  great,  as  when  the  cali 
Of  can'd  ambitioa  oeas^d  in  Xerxes'  breast, 
ind  from  the  social  eye  Compassion  pour*d 
The  tender  flood  of  heart-ennobling  tears? 

Tbns  the  chief  sceiies  of  Natare  view*d  apart, 
Which  with  a  just  similitude  afTect 
Th'attentive  mind,  now  thro'  the  tuneful  whole 
Let  the  swift  wing  of  Fancy  bear  us  on 
Beyond  the  ken  of  knowkdge,  whepe,  anseen 
To  os  inbabitants  of  this  smali  8pot» 
Ten  thousand  worlds  in  regions  uncon6n'd, 
Progre8sive  and  obcdient  to  the  source 
Of  light  etemal,  gild  the  rast  expanse: 
Or,  thould  we  stop  th*  aspiring  flight  to  Tiew, 
Led  by  the  hand  of  Science  and  of  Truth, 
Where  in  the  midst  the  giorious  Son  eipands 
His  flame»and  with  perennial  beams  suppiies 
Tbe  distant  planets  as  they  roU  around^ 
Wbat  Hannony  divine  for  ever  reigns ! 
How  these  in  tuneful  order  "  thro*  the  void 
Their  dififrent  stations  keep,  their  pow^rs  distinct 
Obsenre,  aud  in  each  other*s  friendly  sphere 
Their  kindest  influence  blend;  till  all  unitę 
To  form  the  plan  of  the  ail-mling  Mind, 
And,  thro*  tbe  whole,  celestiai  bliss  diffose ! 

Hence  let  tbe  worse  than  atheist,  the  fbnd  fool 
Who  folsely  dotes  in  8uper8tition*8  gloom. 
And  blindlbld  led  by  easy  Faitb,  deniea 
The  guide  of  Reason,  obstinately  bent 
To  seek  the  cauae  of  uniwersał  good. 
And  source  of  beauty  in  the  demon*s  ca^e, 
•  >nd,  8budd'ring,  fancies  he  at  distance  bears 
The  howis  of  gboets,  created  to  endure 
Etemal  tonnents.    Let  this  impious  wretch 
I/K)k  round  this  fkir  creation,  where,  impell*d 
By  that  great  Author,  erery  atom  tends 
To  Uniyersal  Harmony;  where  Joy, 
As  wiih  a  parenfs  fondness,  to  bchold 
Her  own  soft  image  in  ber  cfaild  impress>d» 
Smiles  on  tbe  beauteous  offspring,  and  illumea 
Kcsponsive  signs  of  pleasure;  like  the  beaina 
Of  Titan  sporting  on  the  lucid  wBve8 
Wbence  Yenut  rosę  of  old:  let  him  then  say, 
If  Naturę  meant  thia  guodly  frame  to  cheat 
Delnded  mortalt  ?    Did  an  i^iofi  scheme 


^  Tbe  nperibrity  of  mond  beauty  to  natural 
bas  been  mu^ersaUy  allowed  by  all  antbors  both 
ancient  and  modern.  And  that  sentence  of  Seneca's 
may  be  onderstood  flgiiratively:  Nullam  oma* 
■  mentnm  principis  fiutigio  dignius  pulchritisąue 
es^  qaam  iJla  coroną  ob  cives  iervat09»  Seaec. 
de  olem;  lib.  1. 

«f  V1^  ^t  IsMC  Newton,  BqoX  IP.  p.  3i^. 


Upraise  this  wond^rofts  fobric  ?    Say,  wa4  man 

Forth  from  the  dark  abyss  of  Chaos  caU'd 

In  vain  to  breathe  celestiai  air,  in  vain 

To  \ł{.w  the  bloom  of  Beauty,  not  to  feel 

Th'  effect  divine  soft  thrilling  thro'  his  soul, 

And  wak'Bing  ev'ry  pow*r  which  sleeps  withia 

To  gazę  amazemeut?    Did  the  Lord  of  all 

Attune  our  finer  organs  to  the  charms 

Of  tbings  ezternal,  only  to  ensnare 

This  image  of  himself  ?  To  the  tuneful  breast 

Of  virt.uou8  Wisdom,  sueh  diacordant  thougbta 

Are  far  excluded;  other  themes  employ 

The  studiotts  8age's  hours;  his  kindred  sout 

Triumphs  on  Contemplation'8  eagle  wings 

Thro'  yon  etbereal  plains,  where  distant  worldb 

Roli  thro*  tbe  yast  abyss;  there  uneonft[i*<l 

Pursuep  the  fiery  tract  where  comets  glow; 

Or  in  the  sable  bosom  of  the  night, 

Sweeps  headlong  to  o'ertake  the  rapid  flight 

Of  exhalations,  from  ideał  stan 

Shot  wildly  down ;  nor  'sdains  he  to  befaold 

In  Nature's  humbler  walks  the  sweet  recess, 

Where  Beauty  on  the  splendid  rosę  exułta 

As  conscious  of  ber  form,  or  mildly  veiU 

Her  maiden  blusbes  in  tbe  chaster  pink, 

Or  ou  che  margin  of  the  crystal  brook 

In  soft  Narcissus  blows.    For  him  the  choir 

Of  feather>d  songsters  breathe  their  femal  ain; 

For  him  the  stillness  of  th'aatnmpal  grove 

In  pleasing  sadness  reigns;  for  him  the  sheaf 

Of  Ceres  spreads  its  yellow  pride;  the  boru 

Of  ripe  Pomona  ponrs  its  oflTrings  forth; 

Winter  preseuts  his  free  domestic  bowi 

Of  social  joy;  and  Spring*8  Etysian  bloom, 

Whilst  Flora  wantons  in  ber  Zephyr*8  arms, 

lnvites  the  Graces  forth  to  join  the  Hours 

In  fe8tive  dance.    His  tasteful  mind  ecjoys 

Alike  the  complicated  charms,  which  glow 

Thro'  the  wide  landscape,  where  enamelPd  meads^ 

Unfruitfulrocksjbrownwood8,andglitt'ring8tream8, 

The  daisy-laughing  lawns,  tbe  yerdant  plains, 

And  hanging  mountains,  strike  at  once  the  sigbt  > 

With  Taried  pleasure;  as  th'  abstracted  ray, 

Which  soft  effusies  from  Eudocia'8  eye  t 

The  opening  dawn  of  love.    He  looks  tfaro^  all 

The  plan  of  Naturę  with  congenihl  love, 

Where  the  great  social  link  of  mutual  aid 

Through  ev'ry  being  twines;  where  all  contpira 

To  form  one  system  of  eternal  good, 

Of  harmony  and  bliss,  in  fbrms  distinct, 

Of  natnres  various,  as  tb'effulgen1i  Sun, 

Which  pours  abroad  tbe  mighty  flood  of  day. 

To  the  pale  glow-worm  in  tbe  midnight  shade.     . 

From  these  sweet  meditations  on  the  channs 
Of  tbings  external;  on  the  genui ne  fornu 
Which  bloflsom  iu  creation;  on  the  scenę 
Where  mimie  Art  with  emulatire  hue 
Usurps  the  throne  of  Naturę  unreprov'd; 
Or  the  just  concord  of  melUfluent  sounds; 
The  soul,  and  all  the  intellectiial  train 
Of  fond  desires,  gay  hopes,  or  threafning  ^ori,  • 
Through  this  habitual  interooctrse  of  asnse 
Ib  barmoniz'd  withtn,  till  all  is  flur 
And  perfect;  till  each  mora]  pow'r  perceWęs 
Iti  own  rescmblance,  with  fratemal  joy, 
In  ev>iry  form  ćońąplete,  and  smilingfeela 
Beauty  and  Oood  the  iame'^   Thua  tbe  first  ma* 


"  See  Plato*8  Dialogaes,  Xi9nophon*s  Memora* 
bilia,  &c.  w)ioia  (h«  ins^oys  aitfbor  pf  tb«  Tr>iU 


sas 


Cooi»BR's  fotm. 


Fresb  fi-om  CFeaftoo  Tising,  in  the  flood 
A  godlikc  unage  saw;  with  fixŁ  nmaze 
He  gaz'd ;  th*  attentive  6gure  flroDi  below 
6az'd  with  responsWe  wonder :  did  be  smile  ? 
Tbc  shad^wy  featares  dimpled  in  the  waTci 
Not  less  deliflcbted;  tili  at  lengtb  he  found 
From  his  own  form  th'  external  objecŁ  flow^d^ 
And  mov'd  to  his  its  corrćspondent  channs. 


A  FATHERS  ADVICE  TO  HIS  SON: 

AN  ELE4SY.     IN  IMITATION  OF  THB  OLA  SONG  TO 
WlNIFREDA.  WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1758. 


aspice  vultuB 


Ecce  meos :  utinamąue  oculos  in  pectore  postes 
loserere,  <^  patrias  intus  dependere  curas. 

Ovid  Metam. 

Deep  ?n  a  grove  by  cypress  shaded, 
Where  inid-day  sun  had  seldom  shone, 

Or  noise  the  solemn  scenę  invaded, 
Save  some  aflSicted  Muse*s  moaii, 

A  swaio  fwards  ftill-af^M  manhood  weflding 

Sat  sorrowing  at  the  close  of  day, 
At  whose  fond  side  a  boy  attending 

Łrsp'd  half  his  fathet^s  cares  away. 

The  fathei^s  eyes  no  object  wrested, 

Bttt  on  the  smiling  piattler  hung, 
1111,  what  his  throbbtng  heart  suggested, 

Tbese  accents  trembled  from  his  tongue. 

^  My  youth*8  fint  hope,  my  manhood's  treasure^ 

.  My  prattling  innocent^attend, 
tToT  fear  rebuke  or  sour  displeasure, 
A  father's  loveliest  name  is,  iriend. 

^  Some  tmths,  from  long  experienee  fiowing, 
Worth  morę  tban  royal  grants  Teceive, 

Tor  truths  are  wealth  of  Heav'n'8  bestowing, 
Which  kings  have  seldom  poiwer  to  give. 

**  Since  from*an  ancient  race  desoended 

Ybu  boast  an  uiiattainted  blood. 
By  yours  be  their  fair  famę  attended, 

And  claim  by  birtb-right  to  be  good. 

•*  In  loye  for  ev*ry  fellow  creaturę. 

Superior  rise  above  the  crowd, 
Wb&t  most  ennobles  human  natore 

Was  ne*er  the  portion  of  the  proud. 

•*  Be  thinc  the  gen'rou8  heart  that  borrows 

From  others'  joys  ainendly  glow, 
And  for  each  hapless  ncighboar*s  sorrows 

Tbrobs  with.  a  sympathetic  woe. 

"This  is  the  temper  most  endearing; 

Tho'  wid6  proud  pomp  hcr  banners  spreads, 
A  heav*nlicr  pow»r  good-nature  bearing 

Each  heart  in  wUling  thraldom  l^ads. 

du  Beau  follows,  Si  la  fełicitć  des  homiAes  est 
necessairement  Uee'avecla  pratique  de  la  vertti, 
ii  faut  reconnoitre  <|ue  la  yertue  est  essentielle- 
•ment  belle,  puis  que  le  beau  cbnsiste  dans  le 
raport  des  chosei  avtc  ii6tre  destiuation. 


«  Taste  not  from  &me>9  tmcertain  foontafi 
The  peace-destroying  streams  that  flow. 

Nor  from  ambition'8  daug^rous  mouatain 
Look  down  upon  the  worid  below. 

'  The  princely  pine  on  hills  esalted, 
Whose  lofty  branehes  cleav«  the  sky , 

By.  winds,  long  brav*d;  at  last  assaolted, 
b  faeadloBg  whirłM  in  dnst  to  lie; 

"  WhiIsŁ  the  mild  rosę  morę  safeły  gmnaf 
.      Low  io  its  nnaspiring  rale, 
'  Amidst  retircmenfs  shetter  Mowmg 
Escbanges  sweets  with  e¥*ry  gale; 

'  Wish  not  for  beauty's  darliog  featares 
Mdulded  by  nature*8  fondling  pow'r. 

For  fairest  forms  'mong  human  creaturae- 
Sfaine  but  the  pageants  of  an  hour. 


« 


I  8aw»  the  pride  of  all  the  meadow, 
At  noon,  a  eay  narcissus  blow 
Upon  a  river»8  bank,  whose  shadow 
Bioom*d  in  the  silrer  wave8  below; 

"  By  no6n*tide'8  heat  itsyouth  was  wasted, 
The  waters,  as  they  passM,  corapUia'd, 

At  eve  its  glories  alt  were  blasted. 
And  not  one  former  tant  remain'd. 

**  Nor  let  \ain  wit*s  deceitful  glory 
Lead  you  from  wisdom*s  patb  artray; 

Whąt  genios  lives  renowaM  in  story 
T9  happiness  who  found  the  way  ? 

"  In  yonder  mead  behold  that  vapour 
Whose  Tirid  beams  illusiye  play. 

Far  off  it  seems  a  friendly  taper 
To  guide  the  tniTeUer  on  hia  way; 

"  But  should  some  bapiees  wretch  parsomg 
Tread  where  the  treachYoos  meteors  gćw, 

HeM  iSnd,  too  late  his  rashnesa  raetngy 
That  iatol  quick8aiid8  Inrk  bdow. 

"In  life  socb  bobbles  nought  admirńig 
Gilt  with  £slse  light  aod  fiil*d  with  ai^ 

Oo  you,  from  pageant  crowds  retiring^ 
To  peace  in  Yirtae^s  cot  repair; 

"  Thcre  seek  the  never-wasted  treasare, 
Which  lĄutual  love  and  friendship  gire, 

Domestic  comfort,  spotless  plealsure, 
And  bless'd  and  blessing  you  wiO  live. 

"  If  Heav*n  with  children  crowns  your  dwdliuj, 
As  mine  its  bounty  does  with  you, 

In  fondoess  fistberly  excelling 
Th'  example  yon  hare  felt  puTBoe." 

He  pausM^^br  tendesty  carcssmg 
'Die.dariing  of  his  wouwded  heart, 

Looks  had  means  only  of  eapressing 
TboogMs  languaga  aarer  eould 
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Now  nig^t.her  mo«niful  maotle  ąpreadii^ 
Had  rob'd  with  bl&ck  th*  horizon  r^nai, 

And^dank  dews  from  her  tiesses  sheddju^ 
yiifitb  genial  moistune  bath'd  the  groón^l 

When  back  to  city  folKes  flying  * 

'Midst  custom*s  MaY^lie  IiV*d  lesignM, 

His  face,  array'd  in  smiles,  denying 
The  tnie  troiopteifion  of  hh  flbid;  '   ' 
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For  leriottsly  aronnd  surveying 
Each  charaot<T,  in  yoiith  and  ape, 

Of  fools  bctray*d,  and  knnresbctniyinc,    ^ 
That  play*d  opon  this  hamftn  stagc, 

(Peaceful  himself  and  undesipiing) 

He  loathM  the  scenes  of  {rnile  and  strifs, 

And  felt  each  sccret  wish  inNining 
To  !eave  this  fretful  farce  of  lifb, 

Yet  to  whate*er  abore  was  foted 

Obediently  he  bowM  his  soul, 
For,  what  all-bounteous  Heav*n  rreated, 

He  thoaght  Heav'n  only  should  control. 


THE  TOMB  OF  SHAKESPEAR. 
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What  time  tfae  jocund  rosy-bosomM  Iloan 
Led  fortb  tbe  train  of  Pbcebus  and  the  Spring, 

And  Zepbyr  mild  profusely  scatter^  flowers 
Oo  Earth'8  green  matitle  frcm  his  musky  wing, 

The  Mom  uabftrr^d  th'  ambrosial  gates  of  Hght, 
Westward  the  raven  pinionM  Darkoess  fle,w, 

The  landflcape  smird  in  yernal  beanty  brigbt, 
And  to  thetr  graves  the  suilen  gbosts  witbdreir; 

The  nightingale  no  longer  swellM  her  throat 
Witb  h)v«.|oni  plainings  tremulous  and  slow. 

And  on  the  wings  of  Silence  ceasM  to  float 
The  giurgiiDg  notes  of  her  melodioas  woe: 

Tbe  god  of  sleep  mystcYions  vision9  led 
In  gay  pnMsesston  ^fore  the  mental  eye, 

And  my  fpee'd  soul  awbilc  her  mAnsion  fled, 
To  try  her  plumes  for  immortality. 

Thro'  6eld8  of  air,  metbooght  I  took  my  fligbt, 
Thro*  ev^  clime  o'er  ev'ry  region  pasa^d ; 

No  paradiie  or  min  'scapM  my  słght, 
Heiperian  garden,  or  CiMlmeiten  weste. 

Oo  Avo^8  banka  I  lit,  whoae  streams  appear 
To  wind  wi  th  eddies  fond  roundShakeapear^s  tomb, 

The  year*8  first  feath^ry  songsters  warble  near, 
An^  vi*lets  breathe,  aod  earliest  roaes  bloom. 

Herę  Fancy  aat,  (her  dewy  fincers  cold 
Dccking  with  flowYets  fresh  th^unsullied  sod,) 

Aod  bath'd  with  tearr;  the  sad  sepnichral  móuld,  • 
Her  &v'rite  offspring^s  long  and  last  abode. 

'*  Ab!  what  aTaito,"  she'eryM,  "  a  poet*8  name? 

Ah!  what  avaiis  th'  immortaliztng  brcath 
To  snatch  from  dumb  obKvion  others*  fhme  ? 

My  daiłtng  child  here  lies  a  prey  to  deathl 

«  Let  gentle  CH#ay,  whiteHrob*d  Pity*8  priest, 
From  grief  doQie«^  teaeh  the  tears  to  fhw, 

Or  Southern  captivatelh'MBpa8sion*d  breast 
With  heart^felt  sighs  aad  a ympaihy  of  woe. 

"  For  not  to  these  hit  genins  was  cenfin*d, 
Naturę  and  1  each  tuneful  pow'r  had  giveD, 

Poetic  transports  of  tbe  madding  mind. 
And  the  wipg'd  wol^U  that  waft  the  soul  to  Hearep. 


"  The  fiery  elance  6f  W  mtellectnal  <»yej 
Piercinz  all  objórts  of  ereation*s  storę, 

Which  on  thii  world*s  cictended  siirfare  lie; 
And  plaiftic  tbought  that  still  creatnd  moiteu* 

*•  O  grant, *»  wHh  ea^  rapture  I  replyM, 
<*  Grant  me,  great  goddess  of  the  chao^pefiilcya^ 

To  v\ew  eacbbeing  in  poetic  pride, 
To  whom  thy  son  ga:ve  imnoortality." 

Sweet  Fancy  snnrd,  and  wav*d  her  my^tCc^rod, 
Whenstraigbt  thescvision»felt  her  pow'rftri  «r 

And  one  by  one  succeeded  at  her  nod, 
Ajs  Tassal  sprite^  obey  the  wi2ard's  cham.. 

First  a  celestial  form  *  (of  nmme  hae 

Whose  inantle,  bountl  with  brede  etherial,  flow"! 
To  each  soft  brecze  its  balmy  breath  that  drew) 

Swift  down  the  saa-baams  of  the  naoa^tide  loda. 

Obedient  to  the  necrottantic  sway 
Of  an  old  sagę  to  soUtude  redign*d, 

Witti  fenny  rapours  he  obscor*d  tbe  day, 
ŁaachMthelangUghtiiingfandletlooseeheańad. 

He  whii1*d  the  tcmpert  thro»  tbe  howlmgnlr, 
Rattled  the  dreadfnl  thunderclap  on  high. 

And  rais^d  a  roaring  elementaT  war 
Betwixt  the  sea-green  waves  and  azme  ^ky. 

Then  like  Heav*n'8  mild  embassador  of  loire 
To  man  repentant,  bade  the  tumuH  oease^ 

Smooth'd  the  blue  bosom  of  the  realm»  abofve^ 
And  faush'd  the  rebel  elemeots  to  peaee. 

Unlike  to  ^is  in  spSrH  or  in  mień 
Another  fbrm  *  succeeded  to  my  view; 

A  t\vo-!egg*d  briitc  which  Natnre  madę  in  spleeig 
Or  from  the  loathing  %omb  imfini4h'd  di^w. 

Scarce  con*d  he  sylłable  tbe  cnrseliethaagbt, 
Prdne  were  his  eyes  to  eart^i,  ^is  mind  to  aTil, 

A  camał  flend  to  imperfection  wroug[)it, 
The  mongrel  ofispring  of  a  witeh  and  devil. 

Next  b1oom'd,  upoo  an  ancient  forest^s  bonad^ 
The  flow'ry  margin  *  of  a  silent  strciam, 

O^er-archM  by  oalcs  with  iyy  mantled  rouad,    ^ 
And  gitt  by  silyer  Cyntbia^s  maiden  beam. 

On  tbe  green  carpet  of  th'  unbended  grass, 
'A  dftpper  train  of  fbmalc  (airies  play'd. 

And  ey'd  their  gambols  In  the  ivatify  glast, 
That  smoothly  stole  along  tiie  riiad'wy  gkdcw 

Thro*  thesc  the  queen  Titania  pass'd  odor^d, 

Monnted  ałoft  in  ber  imperiał  enr, 
Jonrneying  to  see  grpat  Oberon  ber  lord 

Wagę  the  mock  battlee  of  a  fportive  irar. 

Arm'd  cap-a-pee  fbrth  marchM  tbe  fairykuig, 
A  stottter  warrior  n«!ver  took  the  field. 

His  threftfning  lance  a  homet*8  faorrid  sting, 
The  sharded  beetie*s  scalę  his  sableahieid. 

Around  their  chief  the  eliin  host  appear^^ 
Each  little  helmet  sparkling  like  a  star. 

And  their  iharp  spears  a  piercełess  phalanx  rear^d, 
A  groTe  ftf  thiatles,  glitteriag  in  the  air. 


'  Ariel  in  the  Tempes t. 
*  Caliban  in  the  Tempest. 
'  Fairy*ki.iMl     firom    the 
Dream. 
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The  scenę  then  ehaii|r*d,  from  thU  iwnantic  land, 
To  a  bleak  waste  by  bound*ry  unconfin*<iy 

Where  three  twart  eisten^  of  the  toeird  band 
Werę  mutt*riog  cunes  to  tbe  troublous  wind. 

Pale  Want  had  witfaer*d  every  furrow*d  face, 
Bow'd  was  each  carcasewitb  the  wcigbt  of  years. 

And  each  sunk  eychall  from  its  hollow  case 
DisŁilPd  cold  rheom^s  involuntary  tean. 

HonM  on  three  ataves  they  posted  to  the  botim 
Of  a  drear  island,  where  tbe  pendent  brow 

Of  a  rough  rock,  shaggM  honrtbly  with  thom, 
Frown'dontbeboł8t*rou8waveswbichrag'dbelow. 

Deep'  in  a  gloomy  grot  remote  Irom  day, 

Where  smiling  Comlbrt  never  show^d  ber  fiice, 

Where  light  ne'er  enter'd,  saye  one  raeful  ray 
Di9Cov'ruig  «U  tbe  terrours  of  the  place. 

They  held  damnM  myifries  with  iofemal  atate, 
Whilst  ghafitly  goblint  glided  slowly  by, 

The 8creech-owl scream'd tbe dying  callof  &te. 
And  rayens  ero«k'd  tbeir  boirid  augury. 

No  human  footgtep  cheerM  the  dread  abode. 
Nor  sign  of  living  creature  could  be  seen, 

SBve  where  the  rcptile  snake,  or  sullen  toad, 
The  miirky  floor  had  soiPd  with  ycnom  greeo. 

Sadden  I  beard  the  whirlwind's  hollow  aound, 
Each  nmrd  ńster  Yanish^d  into  smoke. 

Now  a  dire  yell  of  spiritsS  underground 
Thro^troubled  eaith^s  wideyawning  surfacebroke; 

Whcn  lo!  each  injur^d  apparition  rosę; 

Aghast  the  inuid*rer  started  from  his  bed; 
Gailt*s  trembKng  breatb  hishearfsred  currentfroze. 

And  horrour^s  dew-dropi  bath^d  his  firantic  head. 

Morę  had  1  seen-4nit  now  the  god  of  day 
(yer  £arth'8  broad  breast  his  flood  of  light  had 
spread, 

When  Morpheas  call'd  his  fickle  train  away. 
And  on  their  wings  each  bright  illusion  fled. 

Tet  still  the  dear  enchantress  of  the  brain 

My  wakeful  eyes  with  wisbfiłl  wand*ring8  soi^ht, 

Whose  magie  will  controts  th' ideał  train, 
Th«  ever-re8tles8  progeny  of  Thought. 

«  Sweet  pow»r,»  said  I,  «*  for  others  gild  the  ray 
Of  wealtb,  or  honoui^s  iblly-feather'd  crown, 

Or  kad  the  madding  multitude  astray 
To  grasp  at  air-blown  bubbles  of  ranown. 

^  Me  (hnmbler  lot!)  let  blamełesA  bliss  engag^ 
Free  from  the  noUt  iiiob*s  ambitious  strife, 

Free  from  the  muck-worm  miser*s  lucrous  nige^ 
In  odm  Contentment'8  cottag*d  vale  of  life. 

«<  U  frailties  there  (for  wbo  from  them  is  firae  ?) 
Thro'  errour^  maże  my  deviou8  ibotateps  Jead, 

let  them  be  frailties  of  humanity, 

And  my  heart  plead  tbe  pardon  of  my  bead. 

•*  Let  not  my  reason  impiously  require 

What  HeaT'n  bas  plac>d  bey  ond  its  narrow  spao, 

But  tMch  me  to  subdue  each  flerce  deaire, 
WhJch  wars  within  tbis  little  empire,  man, 

*  Tke  wttches  in  Macbeth. 

S  Ghosts  in  Macbetb,  Eicbard  III.  a&c. 


"  Teach  me,  what  all  believe,  knA  liMr  potsew,     . 

That  Iife*s  best  science  is  ourseWes  to  know, 
The  finit  of  haman  blessings  is  to  bles^ 

And  happiest  he  who  feels  anoUier's  woe. 

• 

*'  Tbus  cheaply  wise,  and  innooently  great, 
WhileTime'8  smooth  sand  shall  revi\ańy  pas% 

Each  destin'd  atom*s  qaiet  ooane  Tli  watt. 
Nor  rasbly  shake,  nor  wish  to  stop  tbe  gbas. 

"  And  when  in  death  my  peacefiil  asbes  Ke, 
If  e^er  some  tongoe  congenial  speaks  my  naae, 

Friendsbip  shall  nerer  blush  to  breathe  a  sigfa. 
And  great  ones  envy  soch  aa  bouest  fiime.** 


rEB-FERT;  OR,  THE  NUNNEBT  PARM&T 

A  HEROIC  POEM  IH  FOUR  CAirKM. 
mSCRIBED  TO  THB  ABBEM  OF  D***^*. 

Translated  from  the  Freneli  of  Mostńoir  Oieaiet. 
First  printed  in  1759L 

CANTO  I«^ 

O  You,  round  whom,  at  Ytrtae^  ahiin^ 
The  solłtary  Graces  shine, 
With  natire  charms  all  bearts  engage. 
And  reign  wttbout  religious  ragę; 
You,  whose  congenial  soul  by  Heaven 
A  pleasing  guide  to  Truth  was  giren^ 
Uniting;  with  the  &mi1y 
Of  rigid  duties,  barmless  Mirtb^ 
Danghter  of  social  Liberty^ 
Twin-bom  with  Humour  at  a  birtfaf 
And  e?ery  other  power  to  please, 
Taste,  Fancy,  Elegance,  and  Eaae; 
O!  sińce  you  bid  your  bard  reUUe 
A  noble  bird'8  disastrous  fate 
In  notes  of  sympathettc  woe, 
Be  you  my  Muse,  my  soul  inspite, 
And  teach  my  nnmbers  bow  to  flow 
Łike  tboae  which  trembled  finom  your  lyre 
In  soft  and  sonrow-sootbing  sonnd, 
Whilst  listening  Cupids  wept  aroundi^ 
Wben  dear  Sultana*s  ■  spirit  fled, 
In  youthful  vigour*8  Teml  bkMNn, 
-  To  the  dark  mansions  of  the  dead: 
Then  for  my  hero's  hapless  doom 
Such  tears  might'once  again  be  ahed. 
One  might,  upon  his  Tirtoes  cnMśVl 
By  adverse  Fortune*s  euTioas  ragę. 
And  wanderings  o^er  many  a  coast, 
Swell  out  the  soporiflc  page. 
And  o^her  Odysseys  compose 
To  luli  the  reader  to  repose: 
One  might  thegpds  and  derils  raiae 
Of  superannuated  liea. 
Spin  ovtt  the  deedt  of  forty  deya 
To  irolumes  of  duli  histoiwt. 
And  with  a  pompous  tediousness 
Snblimely  bea^y  OMMralize 
Upon  a  bird,  in  epic  dresa, 
Who  as  JEoea^  self  was  great, 

I  A  lap^og. 
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is  (kmons  too  tst  godlinesi, 
Aod  eacb  way  morę  unfbrtanattfi 
But  fblios  are,  in  renę,  eKcess, 
Wbich  the  sweet- Muses  most  abhór. 
For  they  are  sportive  boes  of  spńng, 
Who  dwell  Dot  long  od  any  bower, 
Buty  Kgbtly  wanderinir  on  tbe  wiog, 
Collect  the  bloom  firom  flower  to.flower^ 
And,  when  one  fragrant  blossom  's  dtf. 
To  other  sw^ts  unrifled  fly. 
This  tnith  my  ob^nration  dppw 
From  laultless  Naturę  and  from  yoti ; 
And  may  tbese  lines,  I  copy,  prove 
t*m  gorernM  by  tbe  lawA  I  Iove! 
Sbould  I,  too  fkttbfully  poiirtraying 
Some  c]oy{iter*d  characten,  reveal 
Tbe  conrent  arts  themse1ve8,  arraying 
In  pomp,  with  hieroglyphic  skill, 
Each  weighty  business  of  the  great, 
Each  serious  nothing^s  mystic  face, 
Each  tHfle  swellM  with  hoły  state; 
Your  natiTe  hnmour,  whilst  1  tracę 
Tbe  comic  §eitibtanc^,  lviii  forbear 
To  blamc  tbe  strokes  you  cannot  teAt^ 
Vou  may  detpiw,  from  iblly  free, 
What  dulnesf  is  obltg^d  to  weąr, 
The  Ibrmal  mask  of  gravity. 
Illttsion'8  meteors  never  shinfe 
To  lead  astray  such  souls  as  thintf. 
AU  boly  arta  Hearen  va1ues  less 
Tlian  amiable  cheerfulne<8. 
Shonld  Virtue  ber  own  iaiae<e  show 
To  ravi8b^  mortals  here  belotr, 
With  featnres  fierce  she^d  not  appear 
Nor  Siiper$t]tion'8  holy  Jper, 
But,  like  tbeXJrace8,  or  like  you, 
Sbe*d  come  to  claim  ber  altar*6  due. 
In  many  an  author  of  renuwn 
rve  read  this  curioos  observation, 
That,  by  much  wanderin?  up  and  dowdi 
Men  catćh  the  faults  of  evrry  natiort^ 
'And  lose  tbe  Tirtues  of  their  own. 
TSs  better,  e*en  where  scanty  farę  is, 
Our  homeiy  bearths  and  honours  watching, 
tJiider  proteCtion  of  our  FareSf 
A  calm  domestic  Itfe  to  wed, 
Than  mn  abOut  infection  catching 
"Wherercr  chance  and  errour  tread  i 
The  yotłtb  too  soon  who  ?oes  abroad 
Will  half  a  foreigner  becoine, 
And  bring  his  wonderiiif^  friends  a  load 
Of  Atrang^  exo{ic  rices  honie. 

This  trutb  the  bero  of  my  tale 
Sxempliftes  in  tamishM  glory; 
Sbould  sceptic  wits  tbe  trutb  assail, 
I  cali  ibr  witness  to  my  story 
Cach  cIoister'd  echo  now  that  dwella 
In  hTeyers'  consecrated  ce!ls. 

At  Nevers,  but  few  years  airo, 
Amonf^  the  nuns  o'  th'  Yisitation, 
T7>ere  dwelt  p  parrot,  though  a  beau, 
Por  sense  of  wondrous  reputation; 
Wliose  rirtues,  and  genteel  address, 
Whose  figurę,  and  whose  noble  soul, 
^Tould  bave  secnrM  htm  from  distrett 
Coald  wit  and  beauty  late  contro]^ « 
Ver-Vert  (for  so  tbe  nuns  agreed 
To  cali  this  noble  personage) 
rłie  bopes  of  an  illustrious  breed, 


To  India  ow'd  his  parentage, 

By  an  old  missionary  sent 

To  this  said  conrent  for  bis  good, 

He  yet  was  yoang  and  innocent. 

And  notbing  worldly  understood. 

Beauteous  he  was,  and  debonnair, 

Ught,  spruoe,  inconstant,  gay,  and  free^ 

And  unreserv'd,  as  youngsters  are, 

Ere  age  brings  on  hypocrisy. 

(n  sbdrt,  a  bird,  from  pratiling  merita 

Worthy  a  convent  to  inherit. 

The  tender  cares  I  need  not  tell 
Of  bil  the  sisterhood  devout, 
Nothing,  tis  said,  each  lovM  sO  well,' 
Leave  but  ber  ghostly  father  out, 
Nay  in  some  hearts,  not  void  of  grace^ 
One  plain  historif^n  makes  no  doubt 
The  parrot  of  the  priest  took  place. 
He  8har*d  in  this  serene  abode 
Wbate^er  was  lov*d  by  the  profession; 
On  him  soch  dainties  were  be8tow'd 
As  nuns  prepare  against  confession. 
And  for  the  sacred  entrails  hoard 
Of  holy  fathers  in  the  Lord. 
Sole  liceusM  miile  to  be  beIovM, 
Ver-Vert  was  bless^d  without  contro!, 
Caressing  and  caress^d  he  rov*d 
OF  aH  the  monastery  the  soul, 
F.xcept  some  antiouated  dames, 
Whose  bearts  to  pieasure  calldus  grown, 
(lemark'd  with  jealous  eyett  the  flamea 
Of  bosoms  younger  than  tbeir  own. 
At  years  of  reason  not  arriv'd 
A  life  of  privilege  he  liv*dy 
He  sai4  and  did  whate'er  he  wou*d. 
And  what  he  said  or  did  was  good. 
He'd  peck  the  niins  in  wanton  play 
To  wile  their  plain-work  hours  away; 
No  party  ever  was  approv'd 
Without  bis  favourite  company ; 
in  him  they  fuund  wliat  females  IovM, 
That  life  of  bliss  variety : 
HeM  strut  a  beau  in  sportire  rings 
(Jttering  pert  sentenćes  by  rotę. 
Mimie  the  butterfly^s  light  wings 
Or  nigbtingale^s  complaining  notę; 
HeM  laugh*  sing,  whistle,  joke,  and  leer« 
And  frolic,  but  discreetly  so, 
With  a  prudential  cautioos  fear, 
As  nuns  probationary  do. 
SuestionM  at  once  by  many  a  tongue 
Incessantly  inquisitive, 
He  could  discordaAt  sounds  Among» 
To  each  a  proper  answer  gire ; 
This  power  trom  Oaesar's  nothing  rariesi 
Wbo  did  at  once  great  plans  conceira 
And  dictate  to  four  secretaries. 

If  cbronicles  may  be  belierM, 
So  lov'd  the  pampart  gallaot  liv*d. 
That  with  the  nuns  he  alwajrs  din  d 
On  rarities  of  every  kind; 
Then  hoards,  occasionally  vaned,         ^ 
Of  biscuits,  sweet-meats,  nuts,  and  fruit, 
Each  sister  in  ber  pocket  carried, 
Subordinately  to  recruit, 
At  leisure  times,  whcn  not  ąt  table. 
His  stomach  inde&tigable. 
The  little  Cares,  with  tender  ftices. 
And  fond  Attentloiu,  as  they  say. 

MM 
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JU  V*r-V<rt  wk^rssM  rrery  daj. 

N>  k^^HM*  pwi^M  of  the  court 

Was  «L»AM  katf  9o  much  as  be; 

H  »<fc  'itTc  OMiitfcI.  and  sport, 

Ht«  W«r»  i«U  J  ca  deUrbtluUy : 

E*^>    kaaihcT  that  be  faocied  best 

W  a>  ^is  tke  donniti^ry  round, 

A«i^  •  bnr  at  err  be  chose  to  rest, 

|«.^-«r\l»  tbncr  booourM,  was  the  grouDd, 

Ajm4  MMCb  tbe  hicky  nun  was  bless^d ! 

1^  «  cht*  be  very  seldom  pass*d, 

W:iy  ibiw  whoin  years  and  pnidence  h\t8t?dp 

TW  |4ain  arat  iw>in  was  morę  bis  taste 

<V  siCMe  t\¥ii^  damsel  not  profess'd; 

TV$  n**-^  at  board  and  bed 

S3li4«mM  be  wa$  nobly  bom  and  bred. 

iri»>«i  tbe  T\Huig  femalc  anchorite, 

W.s^  all  ibe  rest  with  envy  view'd, 

Hai  i^M  bim  for  the  coming  nigbt, 

|Vtvb*d  Ml  ber  Agnus  box  be  atood, 

SiiI  nt  i»  uiidisturi>'d  repose 

Tdl  Yeniw*  waming-star  arosc: 

And  w  ben  at  morn  the  pious  roaid 

Her  toik'tte*8  mystcrics  display'd, 

He  (ktc\y  aaw  wbate'er  was  done; 

I  »y  the  toilette,  for  rve  read, 

Kttt*»)tciak  it  in  a  lower  tonę, 

Tbat  yirgins,  in  a  cloystcr  bred, 

Tbelr  looks  and  langiiishings  review 

In  inirrors  to  their  eyes  as  tnie 

As  thoie,  that  senre  to  show  the  faces 

ąV  dames  who  flaunt  in  gcms  and  laces. 

Fy>r»  as  i n  city  or  at  court 

Sonic  c^rtain  taste  or  modę  preraiU^ 

Tbrre  is  among  the  godly  sort 

A  taste  in  putting  on  their  vaiU; 

Tbere  is  an  art  to  fold  with  grace, 

Routtd  a  young  TestaPs  bloomin'g  face, 

Vlain  crape  or  other  simple  stuiT, 

With  happy  negligence  cnough. 

cSftcn  the  sportive  Loyes  in  swarmSp 

Whioh  to  the  monaste'rie8  repair, 

5prend  o'er  the  holy  fiUets  charms 

And  tie  them  with  a  killing  air; 

In  short,  tbe  nuns  are  never  scen 

In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 

Erc  at  the  looking-glass  they've  been^ 

To  steal  a  decent  glance  or  so. 

*J'his  softly  whisper'd,  fr^ends  betweenf 

Farther  digression  we  adjourn. 

And  to  our  bero  now  return. 

Safo  in  this  nnmolested  scenę 

Ver-Vert,  amidst  a  łife  of  bliss, 

UnrivaU'd  rcł^'d  on  every  part; 

Her  slighted  sparrows  took  amiss 

This  change  in  sister  Thecla*s  bcart; 

Four  finches  through  merę  ragę  expir*d 

At  his  advancement  mortified, 

And  two  Grimalkins  late  admir'd, 

With  envy  ]anguish*d,  droop*d  and  died. 

In  days  like  thcse  of  joy  and  Iove, 

Who  wouM  bave  thought  such  tender  cares 

To  form  his  youtliful  mind,  should  prove, 

Through  Fortune*6  spite,  de8tnictive  snares  ? 

Or  that  anadverse  time  słiould  come 

When  thłs  same  idol  of  their  hearts 

Sbould  stand  the  mark,  by  cmel  doom,, 

Of  horrour'8  most  envenom*d  darta? 

JSut  »top,  my  Muae,  forbid  to  flow 


The  tean  arising  from  the  tigfat^ 
Of  sucb  an  unezpected  woe, 
Too  bitter  firnit,  alas!  to  grow 
From  tbe  soft  root  of  dear  delightt 
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lir  such  a  school,  a  bird  of  sense 
Would  sooii  acquire,  it  is  confess'd, 
Tbe  gift  of  copious  eIoquence; 
For,  save  bis  mealsand  bours  of  res^ 
His  tongue  was  always  occupicd: 
And  no  good  treatise  cou]d  eKcel, 
In  pbrases  ready  cut  and  dried. 
His  doctrines  about  liTing  well. 
He  was  not  like  those  parrots  ruda 
Whom  daiigling  in  a  pubiic  cage 
The  common  manners  of  tbe  age 
Have  render*d  couversably  U*wd; 
Who,  doctor'd  by  the  woridły  tribe^ 
With  frail  coucupi scence  ondued, 
Each  buman  vanity  describe. 
Our  Ver-Vert  was  a  saint  in  graiii^ 
A  soul  with  innocency  Iraught, 
Who  never  utter^d  word  profane, 
Who  nerer  had  immodest  thought. 
But  in  tbe  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  mystic  colIoquy  be  knew. 
And  many  a  text  in  holy  writ 
With  prayers^nd  coUects  nota  few; 
Could  psalm s  and  canticles  repeat 
And  benediale  complete; 
He  couid  petition  Ileaven  for  grace 
With  sanctimonious  Yoice  andeycs. 
And  at  a  proper  tinic  and  place 
Heligiousiy  8oliloquise. 
Pjich  help  be  had  in  tliis  leam^d  college 
That  could  conduce  to  sacred  kuowledfc. 
For  many  virgins  had  retrcated 
,  Through  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Who,  word  for  word,  by  rotę  repeated 
Eacb  Chcistmas  carol,  new  and  okL 
From  frequent  lessons  every  day 
The  scholar  grew  as  leam'd  as  they; 
Their  very  tonę  of  speaking  too 
In  pious  drawlings  he  express'd, 
The  same  religious  sighs  he  drew 
Deep  heavingfrom  the  godly  breast. 
And  languid  notes  in  which  thesedoTas 
MournfuUy  chant  tbeir  mystic  lores. 
In  short,  tbe  bird  perfonn'd  bis  part 
In  all  the  psalmodising  art. 

Sucb  merit  could  not  be  coufin^d 
Within  a  cloyster'8  narrow  boimd. 
But  flew,  for  Famę  is  swift  as  wind, 
The  neighbouring  terńtories  round; 
Through  Nerers'  town  from  morn  to  nighl. 
Scarce  any  otber  talk  was  Leard, 
But  of  discourses  exquisFte 
Betwixt  the  nuns  and  Indian  bird: 
And  e^en  from  Moulins  numt>er8  came 
To  witness  to  the  truth  of  Famę, 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour^s  boasted  glory, 
Whilst  all  that  came  were  told  bis  story, 
P6rch'd  proud  upon  his  favourite  itao<iC 
S  ster  Melania's  i?ory  band, 
Who  poiatod  out  CAcb  eKcellenoe 
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ot  mind  or  body  be  posteiBM, 

Hit  sweet  mild  temper,  poUsh*d  sense* 

And  Tarioufl  ooloars  on  his  breast, 

Whea  his  engaging  aspect  wob 

Each  Yisiter  be  look'd  upon; 

But  beaaty  tbe  most  exqaisite 

Was,  iu  our  tender  proaelyte, 

Tbe  least  bis  qaalitie8  among. 

For  all  Ibi^ot  bis  feathery  pride 

And  every  outwanl  charm  beside 

The  moment  tbat  they  beard  his  tongue. 

With  Tarious  righteous  graces  fill'dy 

By  tbegood  sisterbood  instiU^d, 

TV  illastrious  bird  bis  speech  began, 

At  e?ery  turn  altusions  new, 

Conceptions  fine,  and  doctrines  true, 

In  streams  of  faoney^d  language  ran* 

Bot  w  bat  was  singularly  new, 

In  tbis  uncommon  gift  of  speech. 

And  scarce  will  be  reputed  troe, 

Not  any  whilst  they  beard  him  preach 

Bid  ever  feel  (his  powers  were  such) 

Ecclesiastic  lethargy, 

From  soporific  sanctity; 

Wbat  orator  can  boast  as  mncb } 

Much  was  be  prais*d  apd  much  caress^dy 

Whilst  be,  fiaimiliarisM  to  foroe, 

ConYinc'd  'twas  only  a  merę  name, 

Uis  bead  on  his  projected  breast 

With  priettly  gentłeness  reclin'd» 

And  always  modestly  express'd 

The  inward  triumpb  of  his  mind. 

When  be  had  iitter'd  to  the  crowd 

His  traa8nr'd  scientidc  storę, 

He  miitter^d  sometliing  not  aloud, 

And  sunk  in  cadence  morę  and  morę, 

Till,  with  an  aspect  sanctified, 

At  last  in  silence  down  be  sate. 

And  1^  his  audience  edified 

On  what  had  pass*d  to  rumiiiate. 

Tbese  eioqttent  hanngues  would  fk>w 

With  choice  of  sweetest  phrases  firaugbt, 

Except  a  triiiing  word  or  so, 

Which  accidentally  be  caught, 

Of  acandal,  at  the  grate  below, 

Or  aome  smali  syllabie  of  hastę, 

Which  gentle  nuns  will,  by  tbe  by, 

At  one  another  sometimes  cast, 

When  nonę  but  holy  ears  are  nigb. 

Thas  liv>d  in  this  delightfiil  cage, 
As  saint,  as  master,  or  as  sagę, 
Good  fisther  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  móre 
Than  of  veiPd  Hebes  half  a  score, 
As  any  clovster'd  monk  as  fot, 
As  rererend  too  in  holy  state, 
Leam*d  as  an  abbe  town-approT'd, 
And  fair  as  yonths  by  bri^  care8S*d, 
For  1ovely  he  was  aiways  lov'd,. 
PerfiimM,  welUbred,  in  fasbion  dress'd ; 
In  short,  had  be  not  hapless  rovM 
To  sfe  the  werld,  completely  bless^d. 

But  soon  the  iatal  moments  came 
Of  ever-mottmful  memory, 
BestmctiTe  to  our  hero'8  feme. 
Voy«ge  of  crimes  and  misery, 
Of  sad  remorse,  and  endless  shame! 
Would  foresight  in  a  former  age 
Had  tom  it  from  th*  historie  page ! 
Ab !  what  a  dangerous  good  at  best 


Is  the  possession  of  renowft  f 
Obscurity  is  sooner  blest, 
From  his  sad  fate  it  will  be  shown; 
Too  much  success  and  bńUiant  parts 
Have  often  ruio'd  virtuous  bearts. 

Tby  talents,  Ver-Vert,  and  thy  name^ 
To  these  looe  walls  were  not  confln'd; 
As  for  as  Nants  the  voice  of  fome 
Procl»im'd  th'  endowments  of  thy  mind. 
At  Nants,  'tis  known,  the  Yisitation 
Of  rererend  siscers  bas  a  fbld, 
Who  there,  as  eisewhere  througfa  tbe  nation, 
Know  first  whate^er  by  Famę  is  told. 
With  other  news,  each  holy  damę, 
This  parrot*8  merit  baving  beard, 
Had  lungings  to  behold  the  bird. 
A  lay-maid's  wisb  is  like  a  flame; 
But,  when  a  nun  bas  such  desire, 
'Tis  fifty  times  a  fieroer  fire. 
Tbeir  curious  bearts  already  bam'd, 
Their  thoughts  to  di  stan t  Neyers  flew,  • 
And  many  a  boly  bead  was  tum'd, 
The  feather'd  prodigy  to  view. 
Immediately  upon  the  spot 
To  the  good  abbess  of  the  place ' 
A  female  secretary  wrote, 
Beseeching  ber  to  hare  the  grace 
To  Nants,  by  water  down  tbe  Loirey 
To  send  the  bird  so  fam*d  for  sense, 
That  ali  the  fetnale  Nantine  choir 
Might  hear  and  see  his  excel  lence. 

Tbe  letter  goes :  all  ąuestion,  when 
The  bearer  will  return  again  ? 
'Twill  be  eleren  days  at  least, 
An  aąe  to  any  female  breast ! 
They  send  each  day  ft^sb  invitation, 
Depriy'd  of  sleep  tbrough  expectation. 

Howe^er  at  length  to  Nerers  came 
Tbis  letter  of  importance  great. 
At  once  the  convent*s  in  a  flame, 
And  the  whole  chapter's  summon*d  straigbt. 
"  T^se  Ver-Vert?  Heaven!  send  rather  deatbl 
What  comfort  will  with  us  be  left, 
These  solitary  towers  beneath, 
When  of  the  darling  bird  bereft  ?»' 
Thus  spoke  the  nuns  of  blooroing  years, 
Whose  bearts,  fotigu^d  with  holy  leisurey 
Preferr^d  to  penanoe  and  to  teara 
Soft  sentiments  of  harmless  pleasure. 
In  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  least, 
So  close  confln*d,  might  foirly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  caressM, 
Since  there  no  other  parrot  came 
Fledg*d  or  unfledg^d  to  cheer  their  nest. 
Yet  'twas  th'  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  superior^  sate 
Rulers  in  senatorial  state, 
Whose  bearts  resisted  passion's  iłames, 
7*hat,  for  a  fortnighfs  space  or  so, 
Their  dear  disciple  straight  should  go; 
Fbr,  prudence  overweighing  !ove, 
Th'  infatuated  state  decreed 
A  stubborn  negative  might  prore  ^ 

Tbe  cause  of  mntual  hate,  and  breed 
For  ever  after  much  ba'd  blood 
'Twixt  theira  and  Nant«*B  sisterbood., 

Soon  as  the  ladies,  in  conclusion, 
O*  th'  upper  house  the  bill  had  pass'd, 
The  commons  were  in  great  confusion; 
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Are  natWes  of  tbese  holy  plsees, 

As  Ver-Vert  witnes8*d  cvery  day. 

No  haman  parrot  of  Łhe  court 

Was  fondled  half  so  much  as  he; 

In  indolence  genteel,  and  sport. 

His  hours  roll'd  on  delighŁfuliy: 

Each  cbamber  that  he  fancied  best 

Was  his  tbe  dormitory  round. 

And,  wherc  at  eve  he  chose  to  rest, 

Ilonour*d,  thricc  honourM,  was  tbe  grouDd, 

And  much  tbe  locky  nun  was  bless'd ! 

But  nights  he  very  seldom  pass'd, 

With  those  whom  years  and  pnidence  ble88'd9 

,  The  plain  ncat  room  was  morę  bis  taste 
Of  some  young  damsel  not  profess*d; 
This  nicety  at  board  and  bed 
Show*d  he  was  nobly  boro  and  bred. 
When  tbe  young  femalc  ancborite, 
Whom  all  tbe  rest  with  envy  vicw'd, 
Had  fix'd  him  for  tbe  coming  night, 
Peit:b'd  on  ber  Agnus  box  he  atood, 
Sil^^i^t  in  undlsturb*d  repose 
Till  Yenus'  waming-star  arose: 
And  when  at  morn  tbe  piou<:  maid 
Her  toiiette's  myttcries  display*d, 
He  Aneeły  saw  wbate'er  was  done; 

*  I  say  the  toilette,  for  IVe  read, 
But  speak  it  in  a  lower  tonę, 

*   That  yirgins,  in  a  cloyster  bred, 
Their  looks  and  langiiishings  review 
In  mtrrors  to  thelr  eyes  as  tnie 
As  those,  that  serre  to  show  the  faces 
Of  dames  who  flaunt  in  gems  and  laces. 
For,  as  in  city  or  at  court 
Some  certain  taste  or  modę  preraiU^ 
There  is  among  the  godly  sort 
A  taste  in  putting  on  their  vails; 
There  is  an  ait  to  fold  with  grace, 
Round  a  young  Tcstars  blooming  face, 
Plain  crape  or  otber  simple  stuiT, 
With  happy  negligence  enough. 
Oflen  the  sportive  Loyes  in  swarms^ 
Which  to  the  monasterics  repair, 
Spread  o'er  the  holy  fiUets  charms 
And  tie  tbcm  with  a  killing  air; 
In  short,  the  nuns  are  never  scen 
In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 
£re  at  the  looking-glass  they'Te  been. 
To  steal  a  decent  glance  or  so. 
This  soflly  whisper'd,  fr^ends  between^ 
Farther  digression  we  adjoum. 
And  to  our  bero  now  returo. 
Safe  i n  this  nnmolested  scenę 
Ver-Vert,  aroidst  a  life  of  bliss, 
UnrivaU'd  rei^'d  on  every  part; 
Her  sligbted  sparrows  took  amiss 
This  change  in  sister  Thecla*s  hcart; 
Four  iinches  through  merę  ragę  expir*d 
At  bis  advancement  mortified, 
And  two  OriiDalkins  late  admir^d, 
With  enry  ]anguish*d,  droopM  and  died. 
In  days  like  tbcse  of  joy  and  love, 
Who  wonld  have  thought  such  tender  cares 
To  form  his  youthftil  mind,  should  provc, 
Through  Fortune'8  spite,  de8tructive  snares? 
Or  that  anadver8e  time  should  come 
When  this  same  idol  of  their  beaits 
Should  stand  the  mark,  by  ciucl  docmi^ 
Of  horrour's  most  envenom*d  darta? 
Mnt  itop,  my  Muae,  forbid  Xq  flow 


Tbe  tean  arising  from  the  tigtit- 
Of  sucb  an  unexpected  woe, 
Too  bitter  fruit,  alas !  to  grow 
From  the  soft  root  of  dear  deltghtt 
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lir  snch  a  scbool,  a  bird  of  sense 
Would  sooii  acqiure,  it  is  confe9s'd, 
The  gift  of  copious  eIoquence; 
For,  8ave  bis  mealff  and  hours  of  res^ 
U.ł6  tongue  was  always  occupied: 
And  no  good  treatise  could  exoel, 
In  pbrases  rcady  cut  and  dried. 
His  doctrines  about  living  weil. 
He  was  not  like  tbose  parrots  ruda 
Whom  dangling  in  a  public  cage 
The  common  manners  of  tbe  age 
Have  render*d  couversably  l«wd; 
Who,  doctor'd  by  the  woridły  tribe^ 
With  frail  coiicupisreiice  cndued, 
Each  human  vauity  describe. 
Our  Ver-Vert  was  a  saint  in  graiii^ 
A  soul  with  innocency  firaugbt, 
Who  never  utter^d  word  profane, 
Who  nerer  had  immodest  thought. 
But  in  the  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  mystic  colloquy  he  knew. 
And  many  a  text  in  holy  writ 
With  piayers^nd  collects  nota  few; 
Could  psałms  and  canticles  repeai 
And  benedicile  complete; 
He  could  petition  lieavrn  for  grace 
With  sanctimonious  vołce  and  eyes^ 
And  at  a  proper  tinic  and  place 
Heligiously  soltloąuise. 
Pjicb  help  he  had  in  tliis  leamM  college 
That  could  conduce  to  Kacn>d  knowledge. 
For  many  virgins  had  retrcated 
,  Through  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Who,  woni  for  word,  by  rotę  repeated 
Each  Chcistmas  carol,  new  and  old. 
From  freąuent  lessons  every  day 
Tlie  scholar  grew  as  leam'd  as  they; 
Their  very  tonę  of  speaking  too 
In  pious  drawlings  he  express'd, 
The  same  religious  sighs  he  drew 
Deep  heaving  from  the  godly  breast. 
And  languid  notes  in  which  thesedoTas 
Mournfully  chant  their  mystic  lores. 
In  short,  tbe  bird  perfonn'd  bis  part 
In  all  the  paalmodising  art 

Such  merit  could  not  be  coufin^d 
Within  a  cloyster*s  narrow  bound. 
But  flew,  for  Famę  is  swift  as  wtud, 
The  neighbouring  territories  round; 
Through  Neyers*  town  from  morn  to  night. 
Scarce  any  otber  talk  was  beaid. 
But  of  discourses  exqui8rte 
Betwixt  tbe  nuns  and  Indian  bird: 
And  e^cn  from  Mouiins  numbera  caroe 
To  witness  to  the  truth  of  Famę. 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour^s  boasted  glory, 
WhiUt  all  that  camc  were  told  bis  story, 
Perch'd  proud  upon  his  favourite  itao<iC 
S  ster  Melania's  ivory  band, 
Who  pointod  out  eacb  eKcelleace 
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Ot  mind  or  body  be  posteisM, 

His  sweet  mild  temper,  poliah*d  teiise» 

And  Tańous  coloan  on  his  breast, 

When  hiseufagiDg  aspect  won 

Eacb  Yłsiter  be  lookM  upon; 

Bat  beauty  tbe  most  exquisite 

Was,  iu  onr  tender  proselyte, 

Tbe  least  his  qualłties  among. 

For  all  forgot  his  feathery  pride 

And  every  outward  charm  beside 

Tbe  moment  that  they  heard  his  tongoe, 

With  Tarious  righteous  graces  fill*dy 

By  thegood  sisterhood  instiird, 

Th'  illustrious  bird  his  speech  began, 

At  e?ery  turn  atlusions  new, 

Conceptions  fine,  and  doctrines  tnie, 

In  streams  of  boneyd  language  ran. 

Bot  what  was  singulariy  new, 

In  tbis  uncommon  gift  of  speech. 

And  scarce  will  be  reputed  trae. 

Kot  any  whilst  they  heard  him  preach 

Did  ever  feel  (his  powers  were  such) 

JScdesiastic  letbargy, 

From  sopońfic  sanctity; 

What  orator  can  boast  as  much? 

Much  was  he  prais*d  and  much  caress^dy 

Whilst  he,  €Amiliaris*d  to  foroe, 

Coo7inc'd  'twas  only  a  merę  name. 

His  head  on  his  projected  breast 

With  priestly  gentleness  reclin'd, 

I      And  always  modestly  expres8'd 
The  inward  triamph  of  his  mind. 
When  he  had  atter'd  to  thc  crowd 
His  traasor^d  scientific  storę, 
He  miitter^d  sometliing  not  aloud, 
And  sonk  in  cadence  morę  and  morę, 
Till,  with  an  aspect  sanctified, 
At  last  in  silence  dotim  he  sate. 
And  lóft  his  andience  edified 

I      On  what  had  pass^d  to  nimiuate. 
These  eioąnent  harangues  would  Aow 
With  choice  of  sweetest  phrases  firaught, 
£xcept  a  trifling  word  or  so, 
Which  accłdentaily  he  caught, 
Of  acandaJ,  at  tbe  grate  below, 
Or  aome  smali  syllabie  of  hastę, 
Which  gentle  nuns  will,  by  tbe  by« 
At  one  another  sometimes  cast, 
When  nonę  but  holy  ears  are  nigh. 
Thus  Iiv'd  in  this  delightAil  cage, 
Aa  auDt,  as  master,  or  as  sagę, 
6ood  lather  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  móre 
Than  of  veil>d  Hebes  half  a  score, 
As  any  cloyster'd  monk  as  fot, 
As  rererend  too  in  holy  state, 
Leam*d  as  an  abbe  town-approv'd, 
And  fair  as  yonths  by  brides  caress*d. 
For  loTely  he  was  always  lov*d,. 
Perivm'd,  well-bred,  in  fashion  dress'd  ; 
In  sbort,  had  be  not  hapless  tovM 
To  see  tbe  werid,  completely  bless'd. 
But  soon  the  iatal  moments  came 
Of  eTer-moumftil  memory, 
Destmctiye  to  onr  hero'8  famę. 
Voyage  óf  crimes  and  misery, 
Of  aad  remorse,  and  endless  shame! 
Would  ibcesight  in  a  former  age 
Had  tom  tt  fi-om  th'  historie  page ! 
Ab !  what  a  dangerous  good  at  best 


Is  the  possession  of  renown  f 
Obscurity  is  sooner  blest, 
From  his  sad  fate  it  wiU  be  shown; 
Too  much  Buccess  and  bńUiant  parts 
Have  often  nłio'd  virtaous  hearts. 

Thy  talents,  Ver-Vert,  and  thy  name^ 
To  these  lone  walls  were  not  confln*d; 
As  far  as  Nants  the  voice  of  lamę 
Proclaim*d  tb'  endowments  of  thy  mind. 
At  N^ants,  'tis  known,  tbe  Yisitation 
Of  reTerend  sisters  bas  a  ibid, 
Who  there,  as  elsewhere  througb  the  nation^ 
Know  first  whate'er  by  Famę  is  tołd. 
With  other  news,  eacb  holy  damę, 
This  parrofs  merit  baving  heard, 
Had  lungings  to  behold  the  bird. 
A  lay-maid*s  wish  is  like  a  flame; 
But,  when  a  nun  bas  such  desire, 
'Tis  fifty  times  a  fieroer  fire. 
Tbeir  curious  hearts  aJready  bam'd, 
Their  Łhougfats  to  distant  Nevers  flew,  • 
And  many  a  holy  head  was  tuni*d, 
The  feather'd  prodigy  to  yiew. 
Immediately  upon  the  spot 
To  tbe  good  abbess  of  the  place ' 
A  female  secretary  wrote, 
Beseechiog  her  to  hare  the  grace 
To  Nants,  by  water  down  tbe  Loire, 
To  send  tbe  bird  so  fiim*d  for  aense, 
That  all  the  female  Nantine  choir 
Mtght  hear  and  see  his  excellence. 

The  letter  goes :  all  question,  when 
The  bearer  will  return  again  ? 
'Twill  be  eleven  days  at  least, 
An  afce  to  any  female  breast ! 
They  send  eacb  day  fi^sh  invitation, 
I>epriv'd  of  sleep  throngh  expectation. 

Howe'er  at  length  to  Nerers  came 
Tbis  letter  of  importance  great. 
At  onre  the  convent's  in  a  flame, 
And  the  whole  chapter's  summon*d  straight. 
"  Lose  Ver-Vert?  Heaven!  send  rather  deatbl 
What  comfbrt  will  with  us  be  left, 
These  solitary  towers  beneath, 
When  of  the  darling  bird  bereft  ?" 
Thus  spoke  the  nuns  of  blooming  years, 
Whose  hearts,  fiitiguM  with  holy  leisure^ 
Preferr^d  to  penance  and  to  teara 
Soft  sentiments  of  barmless  pleasure. 
In  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  least, 
So  close  confin*d,  might  fairly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  caressM, 
Since  there  no  other  parrot  came 
Fledg*d  or  unfledg^d  to  cheer  their  nest. 
Yet  'twas  th'  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  superior^  sate 
Rulen  in  aenatorial  state, 
Whose  hearts  resisted  passion's  flames, 
That,  for  a  fortnighfs  space  or  so, 
Their  dear  discipte  straight  should  go; 
Fbr,  prudence  ovprweighing  łove, 
Th'  in&tuated  state  decreed 
A  stubborn  negative  might  prore 
Tbe  cause  of  mntual  hate,  and  breed 
For  ever  after  much  bad  blood 
>Twixt  thetra  and  Nants*s  sisterhood. . 

Soon  as  the  ladies,  in  conclusion, 
O'  th'  upper  house  the  bill  had  pasa*d, 
The  commons  were  in  great  confusion; 
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Are  natiTes  of  tbtfse  ho\j  plsees, 

As  Ver-Vert  witnessM  cvery  day. 

No  human  parroŁ  of  Łhe  coart 

Was  fondled  half  so  much  as  be; 

In  indolence  genteel,  and  sport, 

His  hours  roIl'd  on  delightfully : 

Each  cbambcr  Łbat  be  fancied  best 

Was  his  tbe  dormitory  tound. 

And,  where  at  eve  be  cbose  to  rest, 

Iłonour^d,  thrice  bonourM,  was  tbe  ground. 

And  much  tbe  lucky  nun  was  bles8'd ! 

But  nigbts  be  very  seldom  pass^d, 

Witb  Łbose  whom  years  and  prudence  b\t8t?dp 

,  The  plain  neat  room  was  morę  his  taste 
Of  some  young  damsel  not  profess^d  ; 
Tbis  nicety  at  board  and  bed 
Show'd  be  was  nobly  born  and  bred. 
When  tbe  young  femalc  anchorite, 
Whom  all  tbe  rcst  witb  envy  vicw'd, 
Had  fix'd  bim  for  the  coming  night, 
Perch'd  on  ber  Agnus  box  be  stood, 
Silnąt  in  undisturbM  rcpose 
Till  Yenus'  waming-star  arose: 
And  when  at  morn  tbe  pious  roaid 
Her  toilette's  mysteries  di8play*d, 
He  freely  taw  whate*er  was  done; 

'  I  say  the  toilette,  for  rve  read. 
But  speak  it  in  a  lower  tona, 

•   ITiat  virgins,  in  a  cloyster  bred, 
Tłieir  looks  and  languishings  review 
In  mirrors  to  thcir  eyes  as  tnie 
As  those,  that  serre  to  show  the  faces 
Of  dames  who  flaunt  in  gems  and  laces. 
For,  as  in  city  or  at  court 
Some  certa  i  n  taste  or  modę  preraiU^ 
There  is  among  the  godly  sort 
A  taste  in  putting  on  their  vails ; 
There  is  an  art  to  fold  witb  grace, 
Round  a  young  restaPs  bloominlg;  face, 
Piain  crape  or  otber  simple  stuft*, 
With  happy  negligence  enougb. 
Oftcn  tbe  sportive  Lores  in  swarms, 
Which  to  the  monasteries  repair, 
Spread  o'er  the  holy  fiUets  charms 
And  tie  them  with  a  killing  air; 
In  short,  tbe  nuns  are  never  seea 
In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 
£re  at  the  looking-glass  tbey've  been. 
To  steal  a  decent  glance  or  so. 
This  eofUy  wbisper'd,  fr^ends  between^ 
Farther  digression  we  adjourn, 
And  to  our  bero  now  return. 
Safe  in  tbis  nnmolested  scenę 
Ver-Vert,  amidst  a  life  of  bliss, 
UnrivaH'd  rei^'d  on  every  part; 
Her  slighted  sparrows  took  amiss 
This  change  in  sister  Thecla*s  hcart; 
Four  fincbes  tbrough  merę  ragę  expir'd' 
At  bis  advancement  mortified, 
And  two  Orimalkins  late  admir^d, 
With  envy  languish^d,  droop*d  and  died. 
In  days  like  thcse  of  joy  and  Iove, 
Who  would  bave  thought  such  tender  caret 
To  form  his  youthAil  mind,  should  prove, 
Tbrough  Fortune*g  spite,  destructive  snares? 
Or  that  anadYerse  time  shoutd  come 
When  this  same  idol  of  tbeir  heaits 
Sbouid  stand  the  mark,  by  cmel  doom^ 
Of  horrour'8  most  envenom*d  darta? 
But  (top,  my  Muae,  forbid  Xq  flow 


The  tean  arising  from  the  tigbi- 
Of  such  an  unezpected  woe, 
Too  bitter  fruit,  alas !  to  grow 
From  tbe  soft  root  of  dear  ddtgbtl 
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lir  sncb  a  scbool,  a  bird  of  sense 
Would  soon  acquire,  it  is  confe8s'd, 
The  gift  of  copious  eIoquence; 
For,  saTe  his  mealsand  hours  of  res^ 
His  tongue  was  always  occupied: 
And  no  good  treatise  could  excel, 
In  phrases  rcady  cut  and  dried. 
His  doctrines  about  living  well. 
He  was  not  like  those  pan-ots  ruda 
Whom  daiigling  in  a  public  cage 
The  common  manners  of  the  age 
Have  render*d  conversably  lewd ; 
Who,  doctor'd  by  the  worldly  tribe, 
Witb  frail  coiicupibreiice  cndued, 
Each  human  vanity  dcscribe. 
Our  Ver-Vert  was  a  saint  in  graiii, 
A  soul  with  innocency  fraught, 
Who  never  utter*d  word  profane, 
Who  nerer  had  immodest  thought. 
But  in  the  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  my  Stic  colloąuy  be  knew. 
And  many  a  text  in  holy  writ 
With  prayers  and  cołlects  not  a  lew; 
Could  psalms  and  canticles  repeai 
And  batedkile  complete; 
He  could  petitton  Heaven  for  grace 
Witb  sanctimonious  voicc  and  eyes^ 
And  at  a  prop<;r  time  and  place 
Heiigiously  soliloąuise. 
P.ach  help  he  had  in  this  lenm^d  college 
That  could  conduce  to  Kacnd  kuowledge. 
For  many  virgins  had  retrcated 
^  Througb  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Who,  word  for  word,  by  rotę  repeated 
Eacb  Christmas  carol,  new  and  oid. 
From  frequent  lessons  every  day 
The  scholar  grew  as  leam'd  as  they; 
^rheir  very  tonę  of  speaking  too 
In  pious  drawlings  he  expres8'd, 
Tbe  same  religious  sighs  he  drew 
Deep  heaving  from  the  godly  breast. 
And  languid  notes  in  which  these^doTaS 
Mournfulły  chant  their  mystic  lores. 
In  short,  tbe  bird  perform'd  bis  part 
In  all  Łhe  paalmodising  art 

Such  merit  could  not  be  coufin'd 
Within  a  cloyster'8  narrow  bound, 
But  flew,  for  Famę  is  swift  as  wind, 
The  neighbouring  terńtories  round; 
Througb  Nerers'  town  from  morn  to  night. 
Scarce  any  otber  talk  was  Leaid, 
But  of  discourses  exquisrte 
Betwixt  tbe  nuns  and  Indian  bird: 
And  e^eii  from  Moulins  numbers  came 
To  witness  to  the  truth  of  Famę. 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour^s  boasted  glory» 
WhiUt  all  that  camc  were  told  his  story, 
Perch'd  proud  upon  his  favourite  staii4» 
S  ster  Melania's  i?ory  hand, 
Who  poiatod  out  eacb  eKcelleace 
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Qf  miiid  or  body  be  posteisM, 

Hit  sweet  mild  temper,  poliah*d  ien9e» 

And  Tarious  colCNirs  od  his  breast, 

Wben  his  engaging  aspect  won 

Each  Yłsiter  be  lookM  upon; 

Bat  beauty  tbe  most  exqni8ite 

Was,  iu  oor  tender  prosełyte, 

Tbe  least  his  ąualities  among. 

For  all  forgot  his  feathery  pride 

And  every  outward  chann  beside 

The  moment  tbat  they  heard  his  tongne, 

With  Tarions  righteous  graces  SWd, 

By  thegood  sisterhood  instiUM, 

Th'  iUostrious  bird  his  speech  began, 

At  erery  turn  allusions  new, 

Conceptions  fine,  and  doctrines  tnie, 

In  streams  of  hon«fy'd  language  ran. 

Bot  what  was  singulariy  new, 

In  this  uncommon  gift  of  speech. 

And  scarce  will  be  repnted  tnie, 

Not  any  whilst  they  heard  him  preach 

Did  ever  feel  (his  powers  were  such) 

Ecclestastic  lethargy, 

From  soporific  sanctity; 

What  orator  can  boast  as  much } 

Much  was  he  prais*d  and  much  caress^d, 

Whilst  be,  &miHaris*d  to  faroe, 

Conviłic'd  'twas  only  a  merę  name. 

His  head  on  his  projected  breast 

With  priestly  gentleness  recrm*d. 

And  always  modestly  express'd 

The  inward  triumph  of  his  mind. 

When  be  had  iitter'd  to  the  crowd 

His  treasar'd  scientific  storę, 

He  mnitter^d  something  not  aloud. 

And  snnk  in  cadence  morę  and  morę, 

Ti  U,  with  an  aspect  sanctified, 

At  last  in  silence  down  he  sate. 

And  lóft  his  andience  edified 

On  what  had  pass'd  to  nimiuate. 

These  eloqueDt  harangues  would  Aow 

With  cboice  of  sweetest  pbmses  frftught, 

£xcept  a  trifling  word  or  so, 

Wbich  accłdentaUy  he  caught, 

Of  acandal,  at  the  grate  below, 

Or  some  smali  syllable  of  hastę, 

Which  gentle  nuns  will,  by  tbeby« 

At  one  anotber  sometimes  cast, 

When  nonę  but  holy  ears  are  nigh. 

Thus  Iiv>d  in  this  delightfiil  cage, 
As  saint,  as  master,  or  as  si^, 
Good  £sther  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  móre 
Than  of  veiPd  Hebes  half  a  score, 
As  any  cloyster'd  monk  as  fot, 
As  reverend  too  in  holy  state, 
Łeam'd  as  an  abbe  town-approv'd. 
And  fiłir  as  youths  by  brides  caress'd> 
For  loTely  he  was  always  lo?*d,. 
Perfam*d,  well-bred,  in  fashion  dressM ; 
In  short,  had  he  not  hapless  rovM 
To  aee  the  werłd,  completely  bless'd. 

Bat  soon  the  fatal  moments  came 
Of  CTer-moumfol  roemory, 
DestmctiTe  to  our  hero's  feme. 
Yoyage  of  crimes  and  misery, 
Of  sad  remorse,  aml  endless  shame! 
Would  foresight  tn  a  former  age 
Had  tom  it  from  th'  historie  page! 
Ab !  what  a  dangerous  good  at  best 


Is  the  possession  of  renowti  f 
Obscurity  is  sooner  blest, 
From  his  nad  fate  it  wiU  be  shown; 
Too  much  saccess  and  brilliant  parts 
Have  often  ruio'd  rirtuous  bearts. 

Thy  talents,  Ver-Vert,  and  thy  name^ 
To  these  lone  walls  were  not  confln^d; 
As  far  as  Nants  the  voice  of  iame 
ProcI»im*d  th'  endowments  of  thy  mind. 
At  Nants,  'tis  known,  the  Yisitation 
Of  reverend  siscers  bas  a  ibid, 
Who  there,  as  eisewhere  througb  the  nation^ 
Know  first  whate'er  by  Famę  is  told. 
With  other  news,  each  holy  damę, 
This  parrofs  merit  baving  heard, 
Had  lungings  to  behold  the  bird. 
A  lay-maid*s  wish  is  like  a  flame; 
But,  when  a  nun  bas  soch  desire, 
'Tis  fifty  times  a  fieroer  fire. 
Their  curious  bearts  already  bom'd, 
Their  thoughts  to  distant  Neyers  flew^  • 
And  many  a  holy  head  was  tum'd, 
The  feather'd  prodigy  to  view. 
Immediately  upon  the  fspot 
To  the  good  abbess  of  the  place ' 
A  female  secretary  wrote, 
Beseeching  ber  to  have  tbe  grace 
To  Nants,  by  water  down  the  Loire, 
To  send  the  bird  so  fifim'd  for  sense, 
That  all  the  (einale  Nantine  choir 
Might  hear  and  see  his  exoelleDce. 

Tbe  letter  goes :  all  question,  when 
The  bearer  will  return  again? 
'Twill  be  eleren  days  at  least, 
An  Bt^e  to  any  female  breast ! 
They  send  each  day  fi-esfa  invitation, 
DepriT'd  of  sleep  through  expectatioa. 

Howe*er  at  length  to  Nevers  came 
Tbis  letter  of  importance  great. 
At  onee  the  conVent's  in  a  flame, 
And  the  whole  chapter^s  summon*d  straigbt. 
*'  Lose  Yer-Yert?  Heaven!  send  rather  deatbl 
What  comfort  will  with  us  be  left, 
These  solitary  towers  beneath, 
Wben  of  tbe  darling  bird  bereft  ?>' 
Thns  spoke  the  nuns  of  blooming  years, 
Whose  bearts,  fatigu*d  with  holy  leisorey 
Preferr^d  to  penance  and  to  teara 
Soft  sentiments  of  harmiess  pleasure. 
In  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  least, 
So  close  confiD*d,  might  fairly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  caress'dy 
Since  there  no  other  parrot  came 
FledgM  or  unfledg'd  to  cheer  their  nest. 
Yet  'twas  th'  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  soperiorj  sate 
Rulers  in  senatorial  state, 
Whose  bearts  resisted  passion's  flames, 
7*hat,  for  a  fbrtnighfs  space  or  so, 
Their  dear  disciple  straight  shoiild  go; 
Tbr,  prudenoe  overweighing  love, 
Th'  iniatuated  state  decreed 
A  stobborn  negative  might  prore 
Tbe  cause  of  mutual  ^hate,  and  breed 
For  ever  after  much  bad  blood 
'Twixt  theirs  and  Nants*9  sisterhood.  • 

Soon  as  the  ladies,  in  conclusion, 
O'  th'  upper  house  the  bill  had  passM, 
The  commons  were  in  great  confusion; 
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Are  natWes  of  tbcse  holy  pUees, 

As  Ver-Vert  witnessM  erery  daj. 

No  haman  parrot  of  the  court 

Was  fondled  half  so  much  as  be; 

In  indolence  genteel,  and  sport. 

His  hours  roli'd  on  deliirbŁfuUv : 

Bach  rhamber  Łhat  be  fancied  best 

Was  his  the  dormitory  tound, 

And,  where  at  eve  be  chose  to  rest, 

Ilonour*d,  tbrice  bonour'd,  was  the  grouDd, 

And  much  the  lucky  nun  was  bless'd ! 

But  nights  he  very  seidom  passM, 

With  those  whom  yeara  and  prudence  ble88'd9 

,  The  plain  noat  room  was  morę  bis  taste 
Of  some  young  damsel  not  professM  ; 
This  nicety  at  board  and  bed 
Show'd  he  was  nobly  born  and  bred. 
Whcrn  tbe  young  femalc  anchorite, 
Whom  al  I  the  rcst  with  envy  view'd, 
Had  fix'd  him  for  tbe  coming  night, 
Perch'd  on  ber  Agnus  box  he  stood, 
Silnąt  in  undisturbM  repose 
Till  Yenus'  waming-star  arose: 
And  when  at  morn  tbe  ptous  maid 
Her  toilette'8  mysteries  display^d, 
He  Aneely  taw  whate*er  was  done; 

'  I  say  the  toilette,  for  rve  read. 
But  speak  it  io  a  lower  tonę, 

*   lliat  virgins,  in  a  cloyster  bred, 
Their  looks  and  languishings  review 
In  mirrors  to  thcir  eyes  as  true 
As  those,  that  scrre  to  show  the  faces 
Of  dames  wbo  flaunt  in  gcms  and  laces. 
For,  as  in  city  or  at  court 
Some  certain  taste  or  modę  preraiU^ 
There  is  among  the  godly  sort 
A  taste  in  putting  on  their  vaUs; 
There  is  an  art  to  fold  with  grnce, 
Round  a  young  yestaPs  blooming  face, 
Plain  crape  or  otber  simple  stuft', 
With  happy  negłigence  enougb. 
Oflen  the  8portive  Lores  in  swarms, 
Which  to  the  monasteries  repait, 
Spread  o'er  the  holy  fillets  charms 
And  tie  them  with  a  killing  air; 
In  short,  tbe  nuns  are  never  seen 
In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 
£re  at  the  looking-glass  they'Te  been^ 
To  steal  a  decent  glance  or  so. 
This  eofUy  whisper'd,  fr^ends  between^ 
Farther  digression  we  adjoum. 
And  to  our  bero  now  return. 
Safe  in  this  nnmolested  scenę 
Ver-Vert,  amidst  a  life  of  bliss, 
Unrivall'd  rei^'d  on  every  part; 
Her  sligbted  sparrows  took  amiss 
This  change  in  sister  Thecla*8  hcart; 
Four  finches  through  merę  ragę  expir'd 
At  his  advancement  mortified, 
And  two  Orimalkins  late  admir^d, 
With  envy  languish^d,  droop'd  and  died. 
In  days  like  thcse  of  joy  and  Iove, 
Who  wonld  have  thought  such  tender  cares 
To  form  his  youthibl  mind,  should  prove, 
Through  Fortune*6  spite,  destructive  snares? 
Orthat  anadYcrse  time  shoutd  come 
When  this  same  idol  of  tbeir  heaits 
Shouid  stand  the  mark,  by  cnxu\  doom^ 
Of  burrour'8  most  envenom'd  darta? 
£ttt  %top,  my  Muie,  forbid  Xq  flow 


Tbe  tean  arising  from  the  tight; 
Of  sucfa  an  unexpected  woe, 
Too  bitter  fruit,  alas  1  to  grow 
From  the  soft  root  of  dear  deltghtl 
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lir  snch  a  scbool,  a  bird  of  sense 
Would  soon  acquire,  it  is  confes8'd, 
Tbe  gift  of  copious  eloquence; 
For,  saye  bis  meal^and  hours  of  res^ 
His  tongue  was  always  occupied: 
And  no  good  treatise  could  excel, 
In  pbrases  ready  cut  and  dried. 
His  doctrines  about  living  well. 
He  was  not  like  those  pan-ots  rud« 
Whom  daiigling  in  a  public  cage 
Tbe  common  manners  of  the  age 
Have  render'd  conversably  l«wd; 
Who,  doctor'd  by  the  worldly  tribe^ 
With  firail  coiicupisretice  cndued, 
Each  buman  vanity  describe. 
Our  Ver-Vert  was  a  saint  in  graiii« 
A  soul  with  innocency  fraught, 
Who  never  utter'd  word  profane, 
Who  nerer  had  immodest  thought. 
But  in  the  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  mystic  colloąuy  he  knew. 
And  many  a  text  io  holy  writ 
With  prayent  and  coUects  not  a  few ; 
Could  psalm s  and  canticles  repeai 
And  benedkile  complete; 
He  couid  petitłon  Heaven  for  grace 
With  sanctimonious  voice  and  eyes. 
And  at  a  proper  tinie  and  place 
Religiousiy  8oliłoquise. 
Each  help  he  had  in  tliis  leam^d  college 
Th9t  could  conduce  to  sacn^d  koowledge. 
For  many  virgins  had  retrcated 
^  Through  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Who,  word  for  word,  by  rotę  repeated 
Eacb  Chństmas  carol,  new  and  okL 
From  frequent  lessons  every  day 
The  scholar  grew  as  leam'd  as  they; 
Their  yery  tonę  of  speaking  too 
In  pious  drawlings  be  express'd, 
The  same  religious  sighs  he  drew 
Deep  beaving  from  the  godly  breast. 
And  languid  notes  in  which  these^doTas 
MournfuUy  chant  their  mystic  lores. 
Id  short,  tbe  bird  perfonn'd  bis  part 
Id  all  tbe  psalmodising  art. 

Such  merit  could  not  be  coufin'd 
Within  a  cloyster'8  oarrow  bound, 
But  flew,  for  Famę  is  swift  as  wind, 
The  neighbouring  territories  round; 
Through  Nerers'  town  from  morn  to  night^ 
Scarce  any  otber  talk  was  Leard, 
But  of  discourses  exquis?te 
Betwixt  the  nuns  and  Indian  bird: 
And  e*cn  from  Moulins  numbers  came 
To  witness  to  the  truŁh  of  Famę. 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour^s  boasted  glory, 
Whilst  all  that  came  wenę  told  his  story^ 
Perch*d  proud  upon  his  favourite  staiK^ 
S  ster  Melania's  ivory  band, 
Who  pointod  out  e^cb  eKcelleBoe 
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Qf  mind  or  body  be  postessM, 

His  sweet  mild  temper,  poli8h*d  senae^ 

And  Tarious  colours  od  his  breast, 

Whea  his  engaging  aspect  woa 

Each  Yisiter  be  look*d  upon; 

Bat  beaoty  tbe  most  exquisite 

Was,  iu  our  tender  prosełyte, 

Tbe  least  his  qualitie8  amoog. 

For  all  Ibi^ot  bis  feathery  pride 

And  every  outward  cbarm  beside 

Tbe  moment  tbat  they  beard  his  tongne. 

With  Tarious  rigbteous  graces  6irdy 

By  tbegood  sisterhood  instili^d, 

Th'  illustrious  bird  his  speech  began, 

At  erery  turn  allusions  new, 

Conceptions  fine,  and  doctńnes  tnie, 

In  streams  of  boney'd  language  ran. 

Bot  what  was  singulariy  new, 

In  this  uncommon  gift  of  speech. 

And  scarce  will  be  reputed  true. 

Kot  any  whilst  they  faeard  him  preach 

Did  ever  feel  (his  powers  were  sucb) 

Ecclesiastic  lethargy, 

From  soporific  sanctity; 

What  orator  can  boast  as  mach? 

Mach  was  he  prais*d  and  much  caress^dy 

Whilst  he,  fismiliarisM  to  foroe, 

ConYinc'd  'twas  only  a  merę  name. 

His  bead  on  his  projected  breast 

With  priestly  gentleness  reclin'dy 

And  always  modestly  expre8s*d 

The  inward  triumph  of  his  mind. 

When  be  had  utter'd  to  the  crowd 

His  treasar'd  scienUdc  storę, 

He  mutter^d  something  not  aloud, 

And  sank  in  cadence  morę  and  morę, 

Till,  with  an  aspect  sanctified, 

At  last  in  silence  down  he  sate^ 

And  1^  his  aadience  edifled 

On  what  had  pass'd  to  ruminate. 

These  etoąnent  barangaes  would  flow 

With  choice  of  sweetest  phrasea  firaugbt» 

£xcept  a  trifling  word  or  so, 

Which  accidentally  he  caught, 

Of  acandal,  at  tbe  grate  bełow, 

Or  some  smali  syllabłe  of  hastę, 

Which  gentle  nuns  will,  by  tbe  by, 

At  one  another  sometimes  cast, 

When  nonę  but  holy  ears  are  nig'b. 

Thus  liv'd  in  this  delightful  cage, 
As  saint,  as  master,  or  as  si^, 
Good  latber  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  morę 
Than  of  TeiPd  Hebes  half  a  score, 
As  any  cloy8ter'd  monk  as  fot, 
As  reverend  too  in  holy  state, 
ŁeamM  as  an  abbe  town>approv'd. 
And  fair  as  youths  by  brides  caress^d* 
For  loyely  he  was  always  lo?'d^ 
Perfum'd,  wdl-bred,  in  fashion  dressM ; 
In  sbort,  had  he  not  bapless  rovM 
To  see  the  world,  completely  bless^d. 

But  soon  the  fatal  nioments  came 
Of  eTer-mouniftil  memory, 
OestmctiTe  to  our  hero's  fome. 
YoyHge  of  crimes  and  misery , 
Of  sad  remone,  and  endless  shame! 
Would  fbiesight  in  a  former  age 
Had  tom  it  from  th'  historie  page! 
Ab !  what  a  dangerous  good  at  best 


Is  the  possession  of  renowft ! 
Obscurity  is  sooner  blest, 
From  his  nad  fate  it  will  be  shown; 
Too  much  success  and  briUiant  parts 
Have  often  niiQ'd  virtuous  hearts. 

Thy  talents,  Ver-Vert,  and  thy  name. 
To  these  lone  walls  were  not  confln*d; 
As  far  as  Nants  the  voice  of  famę 
Procl»im'd  th'  endowments  of  thy  mind. 
At  Nants,  'tis  known,  the  Yisitation 
Of  reverend  sisters  bas  a  fold, 
Who  there,  as  elsewhere  throagb  tbe  nation^ 
Know  first  whate'er  by  Famę  is  told. 
With  other  news,  each  holy  damę, 
This  parrofs  merit  baving  beard, 
Had  longiogs  to  behold  the  bird. 
A  lay-maid*s  wish  is  like  a  flame; 
But,  when  a  nun  bas  such  desire, 
'Tis  fiity  times  a  fiercer  fire. 
Tbeir  cuńous  hearts  already  bam'dy 
Tbcir  thoughts  to  distant  Nevers  flew,  • 
And  many  a  holy  head  was  turn*dy 
The  feather^d  prodigy  to  yiew. 
Immediately  upon  the  spot 
To  the  good  abbess  of  the  place ' 
A  female  secretary  wrote, 
Beseeching  ber  to  haye  the  grace 
To  Nants,  by  water  down  tbe  Loire, 
To  send  the  bird  so  fiim*d  for  sense, 
That  all  the  female  Nantine  choir 
Might  hear  and  see  bis  exoellence. 

Tbe  letter  gues :  all  ąuestion,  whea 
The  bearer  will  return  again? 
'Twill  be  eleren  days  at  teast, 
An  a^  to  any  female  breast ! 
They  send  each  day  fi-esb  invłtation, 
Depriv'd  of  sleep  through  expectatioa. 

Howe'er  at  length  to  Nevers  came 
Tbis  letter  of  importance  great. 
At  onre  tbe  conVent's  in  a  flame, 
And  the  whole  chapter's  8ummon*d  straigbt. 
"  Lose  Yer-Yert?  Heaven!  send  rather  deatbl 
What  comfort  will  with  us  be  left, 
These  solitary  towers  beneath, 
When  of  tbe  darling  bird  bereft  ?»' 
Thas  spoke  the  nuns  of  blooming  yeare, 
Whose  hearts,  fiitigu^d  with  holy  leisurey 
Preferr^d  to  penanoe  and  to  teari 
Soft  sentiments  of  harmless  pleasure. 
In  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  least, 
So  close  confln*d,  might  foirly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  care88'd, 
Since  there  no  other  parrot  came 
Fledg*d  or  unfledg'd  to  cheer  their  nest. 
Yet  'twas  tb'  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  superior^  sate 
Rulers  in  senatorial  state, 
Whose  hearts  resisted  passion*s  fłames* 
That,  for  a  fortnight'8  space  or  so, 
Their  dear  disciple  stratght  should  go; 
Fbr,  pmdence  overweighing  love, 
Th'  infatuated  state  decreed 
A  stubborn  negative  might  prore 
The  cause  of  mutual  'hate,  and  breed 
For  ever  after  much  bad  blood 
>Twixt  theira  and  Nants*s  sisterhood. . 

Soon  as  tbe  ladies,  in  conclusion, 
O'  th'  upper  house  the  bill  had  passM, 
The  commons  were  in  great  confusion; 
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Are  natites  of  tbese  holy  places, 

As  Ver-Vert  witnessM  crery  day. 

No  buman  parrot  of  Łhc  court 

Was  fondled  half  so  much  a.s  be; 

In  indolence  genteel,  and  sport. 

His  hours  rolPd  on  deliffhtfuliy : 

Bach  rhamber  that  be  fancied  best 

Was  bis  the  dormitory  tound, 

And,  wbere  at  eve  be  cbose  to  rest, 

Ilonour*d,  tbrtce  bonourM,  was  the  ground. 

And  much  the  lucky  nun  was  bless'd ! 

But  nights  he  very  neldom  passM, 

With  those  whom  years  and  pnidence  ble8t'd9 

,  The  plain  neat  room  wsls  morę  his  taste 
Of  some  young  damsel  not  professM  ; 
Tbis  nicety  at  board  and  bed 
Show*d  be  was  nobly  boro  and  bred. 
Wben  the  young  femalc  anchorite, 
Whom  all  the  rest  with  en\'y  view'd, 
Had  fixM  bim  for  the  coming  night, 
Perch*d  on  ber  Agnus  box  be  stood, 
Silnąt  in  undisturbM  repose 
Till  Yenus'  waming-star  arose: 
And  wben  at  morn  the  pious  maid 
Her  toiiette's  mysteries  display *d, 
He  Aneely  saw  wbate'er  was  dooe; 

'  I  say  the  toitette,  for  rve  read. 
But  speak  it  in  a  lower  tonę, 

*   lliat  yirgins,  in  a  cloystor  bred, 
Their  looks  and  languishings  review 
In  mirrors  to  their  eyes  as  tnie 
As  those,  that  serre  to  show  the  faces 
Of  dames  who  flaunt  in  gcms  and  laces. 
For,  as  in  city  or  at  court 
Some  certain  taste  or  modę  preraiU^ 
There  is  among  the  godly  sort 
A  taste  in  putting  on  their  vails; 
There  is  an  art  to  fold  with  grace, 
Round  a  young  TcstaPs  blooming  face, 
Plain  crape  or  otber  simple  stuif, 
With  happy  negligence  enough. 
Oftcn  the  sportiye  Loves  in  swarms, 
Which  to  the  monasteries  repair, 
Spread  o'er  the  boly  fillets  charms 
And  tie  them  with  a  killing  air; 
Id  short,  the  nuns  are  nerer  seen 
In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 
£re  at  the  looking-glass  they've  been. 
To  steal  a  decent  glance  or  so. 
Tbis  sofUy  wbisper'd,  fr^ends  betweeny 
Farther  digression  we  adjourn. 
And  to  our  bero  now  return. 
Safe  in  this  unmolested  scenę 
Ver-Vert,  amidst  a  life  of  bliss, 
Unrivail*d  rei^'d  on  every  part; 
Her  slighted  sparrows  took  amiss 
This  change  in  sister  Thecla'8  bcart; 
Four  finches  through  merę  ragę  expir*d' 
At  his  advancement  mortified. 
And  two  Orimalkins  late  admir^d, 
With  envy  languishM,  droop'd  and  died. 
In  days  like  tbese  of  joy  and  ]ove, 
Who  would  have  thought  such  tender  cares 
To  form  his  youthftil  mind,  should  prove, 
Through  Fortune*s  spite,  de8tructive  snares? 
Or  that  an-advcrse  time  shoutd  come 
Wben  this  same  idol  of  tbeir  heaits 
Should  stand  the  mark,  by  cruul  doom^ 
Of  hurrour's  most  envenom*d  darts? 
£ttt  %Łop,  my  Mute,  forbid  Xq  flow 


The  tears  arising  from  the  tiglitr 
Of  sucb  an  unexpected  woe, 
Too  bitter  fruit,  alas !  to  grow 
From  the  soft  root  of  dear  deligbtl 
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lir  such  a  scbool,  a  bird  of  sense 
Would  soou  acquire,  it  is  confess'd, 
The  gift  of  copious  eIoquence; 
For,  save  his  mealsand  hours  of  resi^ 
His  tongue  was  always  occupied: 
And  no  good  treatise  could  excel, 
In  pbrases  ready  cut  aiHl  dried. 
His  doctrines  about  living  well. 
He  was  not  like  those  panx>ts  ruda 
Whom  daiigling  in  a  public  cage 
The  commun  manners  of  the  age 
HaTe  reiider'd  couversably  Icwd ; 
Who,  doctor'd  by  the  worldly  tribe, 
With  frail  concupisretice  ondued, 
Each  human  vanity  dcscribe. 
Our  Ver>Vert  was  a  saint  in  grain, 
A  soul  with  innocency  fraught, 
Who  never  utter^d  word  profane, 
Who  nerer  had  immodest  thought. 
But  in  the  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  my  Stic  colloąuy  be  knew. 
And  many  a  text  in  boly  writ 
With  prayers  and  collects  not  a  few^ 
Could  psalms  and  canticles  repeat 
And  benedidle  complete; 
He  could  petition  Heaven  for  grace 
With  sanctimonious  voice  and  eyesp 
And  at  a  proper  tinic  and  place 
Reiigiousiy  soliloąuise. 
Each  help  he  had  in  tliis  leam^d  college 
That  could  conduce  to  ^acnd  koowlodge. 
For  many  yirgins  had  retroated 
^  Through  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Who,  word  for  word,  by  rotę  repeated 
Eacb  Chcistmas  carol,  new  and  old. 
From  frequent  lessons  every  day 
The  scholar  grew  as  leam'd  as  they; 
Tbeir  very  tonę  of  speaking  too 
In  pious  drawlings  he  express*d, 
The  same  religious  sighs  he  drew 
Deep  heaving  from  the  godly  breast. 
And  languid  notes  in  which  thescdoyas 
Mournfully  chant  tbeir  mystic  lores. 
In  short,  the  bird  perform'd  his  part 
In  all  the  paalmodising  art, 

Such  merit  could  not  be  coufin'd 
Within  a  cloyster'8  narrow  boimd, 
But  flew,  for  Famę  is  swift  as  wind, 
The  neigbbouring  territories  round; 
Through  Nerers'  town  from  morn  to  nigHt. 
Scarce  any  otber  talk  was  Leard, 
But  of  discourses  exquisrte 
Betwist  the  nuns  and  Indian  bird: 
And  eVn  from  Moulins  numt>er8  cama 
To  włtness  to  the  truth  of  Famę. 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour^s  boasted  glory, 
Whilst  all  that  camc  wenę  told  his  story^ 
Perch*d  proud  upon  bis  fa%'oarite  staii4» 
S  ster  Melania's  i?ory  band, 
Who  poiatod  out  eacb  eKcellenoe 
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Qf  mind  or  body  be  postessM, 

Hit  sweet  mild  temper,  polishM  sense* 

And  Tarious  coloars  on  hit  breast, 

"Wben  his  engaging  aspect  won 

Each  Yisiter  be  look*d  upoo; 

Bat  beauty  the  most  exqui8ite 

Was,  iu  our  tender  prosely  te, 

The  least  bis  ąualities  amoog. 

For  aU  Ibi^ot  his  feathery  pride 

And  every  outward  charm  beside 

The  moment  tbat  they  heard  his  tongne. 

With  Tarious  righteous  graces  fiird. 

By  tbegood  sisterhood  instiird, 

Th'  illustrious  bird  his  speech  began, 

At  erery  turn  allusioos  new, 

Conceptions  fine,  and  docUines  true, 

In  streams  of  honey'd  language  ran* 

Bnt  what  was  singulariy  new, 

In  this  uncommon  gift  of  speech, 

And  scarce  will  be  reputed  true. 

Not  any  whilst  they  heard  him  preach 

Did  ever  feel  (his  powers  were  such) 

Ecdesiastic  lethargy, 

From  soporific  sanctity; 

What  orator  can  boast  as  much? 

Much  was  he  prał8*d  and  much  caress^d^ 

Whilst  he,  &miliaris*d  to  foroe, 

ConYiiic'd  'twas  only  a  merę  name. 

His  head  on  his  projected  breast 

With  priestly  gentłeness  reclinM, 

And  always  modestly  expre6s*d 

The  inward  triumph  of  his  mind. 

When  be  had  utter'd  to  the  crowd 

His  treasorM  scientidc  storę, 

He  mutter^d  something  not  aloud, 

And  snnk  in  cadence  morę  and  morę, 

Till,  with  an  aspect  sanctified, 

At  last  in  silence  down  he  sate. 

And  1^  his  andience  edified 

On  what  had  pass'd  to  niminate. 

These  eloqaent  harangaes  would  Aow 

With  choice  of  sweetest  pbraset  fraught, 

£xcept  a  trifling  word  or  so, 

Which  accidentally  he  caught, 

Of  scandal,  at  the  grate  bełow, 

Or  some  smali  syllabłe  of  hasto, 

Which  gentle  nuns  will,  by  the  by, 

At  one  anoŁher  sometimes  cast, 

When  nonę  hut  holy  ears  are  iiigfa. 

Thus  liv>d  in  this  delightful  cage, 
As  aaint,  as  mastor,  or  as  sagę, 
Good  father  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  móre 
Than  of  veiPd  Hebes  balf  a  score, 
As  any  cloyster'd  monk  as  fat, 
As  reverend  too  in  holy  stato, 
Leam'd  as  an  abbe  town*approv'd. 
And  fair  as  youths  by  brides  caressM, 
For  lorely  he  was  always  lo?'dy 
PerfumM,  well-bred,  in  fashion  dressM  j 
In  short,  had  he  not  hapless  rovM 
To  see  the  werld,  completely  bless^d. 

But  soon  the  fatal  nioments  came 
Of  eyer-moumful  memory, 
DestmctiTe  to  our  hero's  fsime. 
YoyHge  of  crimes  and  misery, 
Of  sad  remorse,  aod  endless  shame! 
Would  fbresight  in  a  former  age 
Ii  ad  tom  it  froni  th'  historie  page! 
Ab !  what  a  dangerous  good  at  best 


Is  the  possession  of  renowft ! 
Obscurity  is  sooner  blest, 
From  his  siad  fate  it  will  be  shown; 
Too  much  sucoess  and  briUiant  parts 
Have  often  ruio'd  rirtuous  hearts. 

Thy  talents,  Ver-Vert,  and  thy  name^ 
To  these  looe  walls  were  not  confln*d; 
As  far  as  Nants  the  voice  of  iame 
Proclaim*d  th'  endowments  of  thy  mind. 
At  Nants,  'tis  known,  the  Yisitation 
Of  reverend  siscers  bas  a  fold, 
Who  there,  as  elsewhere  throngh  the  nation, 
Know  first  whate^er  by  Famę  is  told. 
With  other  news,  each  holy  damę, 
This  parrofs  merit  hanng  heard, 
Had  lungings  to  behold  the  bird. 
A  lay-maid*s  wish  is  like  a  flame; 
But,  when  a  nun  has  such  desire, 
'Tis  fifty  times  a  fiercer  fire. 
Their  cuńous  hearts  already  bnm'd, 
Tlieir  thoughts  to  distant  Neyers  flew,  • 
And  many  a  holy  head  was  tum'd, 
The  feather'd  prodigy  to  yiew. 
Immediately  upon  the  8pot 
To  the  good  abbess  of  the  place  ■ 
A  female  secretary  wrote, 
Beseeching  ber  to  ha^e  the  grace 
To  Nants,  by  water  down  the  Loirey 
To  send  the  bird  so  fifim*d  for  sense, 
That  all  the  iemale  Nantine  choir 
Might  hear  and  see  his  exoellence. 

The  letter  goes :  all  ąuestion,  when 
The  bearer  will  return  again? 
Twill  be  ele?en  days  at  least, 
An  afl^e  to  any  female  breast ! 
They  send  each  day  fi^esh  invitation, 
Depriv'd  of  sleep  Uirough  expeetation« 

Howe'er  at  length  to  Nerers  came     > 
This  letter  of  importance  great. 
At  onee  the  convent's  in  a  flame. 
And  the  whole  chapter^s  summon*d  straigbt. 
*'  Lose  Yer-Yert?  Heaven!  send  rather  deatbl 
What  comfort  will  with  us  be  left, 
These  solitary  towers  beneath, 
When  of  the  darling  bird  bereft  ?>' 
Thus  spoke  the  nuns  of  blooming  years, 
Whose  hearts,  fiitigu*d  with  holy  leisurey 
Prefen^d  to  penanoe  and  to  teara 
Soft  sentiments  of  harmless  pleasure. 
In  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  least, 
So  close  confin*d,  might  fairly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  cares8'd» 
Since  there  no  other  parrot  came 
Fledg'd  or  unfledg^d  to  cheer  their  nest. 
Yet  'twas  th'  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  superior,  sate 
Ruters  in  senatorial  state, 
Whose  hearts  resisted  passion's  flames, 
That,  for  a  fortoighfs  space  or  so, 
Their  dear  disciple  stratght  shoiild  go; 
Fbr,  prudence  ovcrweighing  love, 
Th'  infatuated  state  decreed 
A  stubborn  negative  might  prore 
Tbe  cause  of  mutual  hate,  and  breed 
For  ever  after  much  bad  blood 
'Twixt  theirs  and  Nantg^s  sisterhood.. 

Soon  as  the  ladies,  in  conclusion, 
O'  th'  upper  house  the  bill  had  pas8'd9 
The  commons  were  in  great  confusion; 
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Are  natWes  of  tbese  holy  placet, 

As  Ver-Vert  witnessM  every  daj. 

No  human  parrot  of  thc  court 

Was  fondłed  half  so  much  as  be; 

In  indolence  genteel,  and  sport, 

His  hours  roli'd  on  deltghtfuliy : 

Each  rbainbcr  tłiat  be  fancied  best 

Was  his  tbe  dormitory  round, 

And,  where  at  eve  be  cbose  to  rest, 

Honour'd,  thricc  honour'd,  was  tbe  grouDd, 

And  much  tbe  lucky  nun  was  blessM ! 

Bat  nigbts  be  very  seldom  pass^d, 

Witb  those  whom  years  and  prudence  blessM, 

,  Tłie  plain  ncat  room  was  morę  bis  taste 
Of  some  yoang  damsel  not  profe88*d; 
Tbis  nicety  at  board  and  bed 
Show*d  be  was  nobly  bom  and  bred. 
<Wben  tbe  young  female  anchorite, 
Whom  all  tbe  rest  witb  envy  yiew^d, 
Had  fix'd  bim  for  tbe  coming  nigbt, 
Peit:h'd  on  ber  Agnus  box  be  atood, 
Sil"nt  in  undisturi>'d  repose 
Till  Yenos'  waming-star  arose: 
And  wben  at  morn  tbe  pious  maid 
Her  toilette's  mysteries  displayM, 
He  Aneely  saw  wbate*er  was  done; 

'  I  say  tbe  toilette,  for  l\e  read, 
But  speak  it  in  a  lower  tonę, 

*   That  yirgins,  in  a  cloyster  bred, 
Thctr  looks  and  languishings  review 
In  mirrors  to  their  eyes  as  true 
As  those,  that  seiTe  to  show  tbe  faces 
Of  dames  wbo  flaunt  in  gcms  and  laces. 
For,  as  in  city  or  at  court 
Some  certain  taste  or  modę  preyaiU^ 
There  is  amon?  tbe  godly  sort 
A  taste  in  putting  on  their  vails; 
Tbcre  is  on  ait  to  fold  with  grace, 
Round  a  young  restaPs  bloominl^  fieure, 
Plain  crape  or  other  simple  stuif, 
Witb  happy  negligence  enough. 
Often  tbe  sporti^e  Lores  in  swarms, 
Which  to  tbe  monasteries  repair, 
Spread  o'er  tbe  boly  fillets  cliarms 
And  tie  them  witb  a  killing  air; 
In  sbort,  tbe  nuns  are  never  seea 
In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 
£re  at  tbe  looking-głass  tbey've  been^ 
To  steal  a  decent  glance  or  so. 
Tbis  softly  wbisperM,  fr^ends  betweeny 
Fartber  digression  we  adjourn, 
And  to  our  bero  now  return. 
Safe  in  tbis  unmolested  scenę 
Ver-Vert,  amidst  a  life  of  bliss, 
Unrivaird  rci^n'd  on  every  part; 
Her  sligbted  sparrowstook  amiss 
This  cbange  in  sister  Thecla*8  bcart; 
Four  fincbes  tbrough  mcre  ragę  expir*d' 
At  his  advancement  mortified, 
And  two  Grimalkins  late  admir'd, 
Witb  envy  languisb*d,  droopM  and  died. 
In  days  like  tbcse  of  joy  and  Iove, 
Wbo  would  bave  thought  sucb  tender  cares 
To  form  his  youthftil  mind,  should  proTe, 
Tbrough  Fortune*s  spite,  destnictive  snares  ? 
Orthat  anadver8e  time  should  come 
Wheu  tbis  same  idol  of  their  bearts 
Should  stand  the  mark,  by  ciuel  doom,, 
Of  borrour'8  most  envenom*d  darts? 
JSut  ftop^  my  Muse,  forbid  to  flow 


Tbe  tean  arising  from  the  tig1it>. 
Of  stich  an  unexpected  woe, 
Too  bitter  fruit,  alas !  to  grow 
From  tbe  soft  root  of  dear  delighti 
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lir  snch  a  scbool,  a  bird  of  sense 
Would  soon  acąuire,  it  is  coufess^d^ 
Tbe  giftof  copious  eloquence; 
For,  8ave  bis  mealff  and  hours  of  ret^ 
His  tongue  was  always  occupied: 
And  no  good  treatisc  could  exoel, 
In  pbrases  rcady  cut  and  dried. 
His  doctrines  about  living  well. 
He  was  not  like  those  parrots  ruda 
Whom  dangling  in  a  public  cage 
Tbe  common  manners  of  tbe  age 
Have  reiider'd  conversably  lewd; 
Wbo,  doctor'd  by  the  worłdly  tribe^ 
With  frail  coucupisceuce  rnduedy 
Each  buman  vanity  dcscribe. 
Our  Ver-Vert  was  a  saint  in  graiii* 
A  soul  with  innocency  iraugbt, 
Who  neyer  utter*d  word  profane, 
Wbo  nerer  had  immodest  thought. 
But  in  the  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  mystic  colloąuy  be  knew. 
And  many  a  iext  in  holy  writ 
With  prayersand  coUects  nota  few; 
Could  psalm s  and  canticles  repeat 
And  benedkile  complete; 
He  could  petition  Heayen  for  grace 
Witb  sanctimonious  voice  and  eyes, 
And  at  a  proper  tinie  and  place 
Religiousty  soliloąuise. 
F.ach  help  be  had  in  tliis  leamM  college 
That  could  conduce  to  racn-d  knowledge. 
For  many  yirgins  had  retrcated 
Tbrough  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Wbo,  word  for  word,  by  rotę  repeated 
Eacb  Chcistmas  carol,  new  and  okL 
From  frequent  lessons  every  day 
The  scholar  grew  as  leamM  as  they; 
Their  very  tonę  of  speaking  too 
In  pious  drawlings  he  express*d, 
Tbe  same  religious  sigbs  he  drew 
Deep  heaving  from  the  godly  breast. 
And  languid  notes  in  which  these<doT6t 
Mournfully  chant  tlieir  mystic  love9. 
In  short,  the  bird  perfonn'd  his  part 
In  all  tbe  psalmodising  art. 

Sucb  merit  could  not  be  coufin*d 
Within  a  cloyster'8  narrow  bound. 
But  flew,  for  Famę  is  swift  as  wiud, 
The  neigbbouring  territories  round; 
Tbrough  Nerers'  town  from  morn  to  nighfti 
Scarce  any  other  talk  was  Leard, 
But  of  discourses  exquisrte 
Betwixt  the  nuns  and  Indian  Inrd: 
And  e*on  from  Moulins  numbers  canoe 
To  witness  to  the  truth  of  Famę. 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour^s  boasted  glory, 
WhiUt  all  that  came  were  told  his  story, 
Perch'd  proud  upon  his  fat^ourite  staiMi^ 
S  ster  Meiania's  i?ory  band, 
Who  pointod  out  eacb  aKcellenoe 
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if  mind  or  body  be  posiessM, 

Ut  sweet  mild  temper,  polish*d  sense^ 

lOd  rarious  oolours  on  hit  breast, 

IThen  bis  engaipng  aspect  woa 

lacb  viiiter  be  lookM  upon; 

ut  beauty  tbe  most  exqaisite 

ITas,  iu  oar  tender  proeelyte, 

"be  leut  bis  qualitłe8  among, 

br  all  forgot  his  feathery  pride 

ind  every  outward  cbarm  beside 

1ie  moment  that  they  beard  his  tonguA* 

ITith  Tarious  righteous  graces  fill^dy 

y  tbegood  sisterbood  insttird, 

V  illustrious  binl  bis  speech  began, 

Lt  erery  torn  allusions  new, 

loDceptions  fine,  and  doctrines  true, 

D  ftreams  of  boney'd  language  ran* 

kit  what  was  singulariy  new, 

atbis  unoommon  gift  of  speech, 

Lod  scarce  will  be  reputed  true, 

tot  any  whiist  they  beard  bim  preach 

)id  ever  feel  (his  po  wers  were  such) 

2cdesiastic  lethargy, 

Vom  soporific  sanctity; 

l^hat  orator  can  boast  as  much? 

fuch  was  be  prai8*d  and  much  caress^d, 

IThilst  he,  fiuniliaris'd  to  iame, 

^mriiic'd  'twas  only  a  merę  name, 

lis  head  on  his  projected  breast 

?iŁh  priesUy  gentleness  recHn'd» 

Jid  ałways  modeatly  expre8S*d 

lie  inward  triumpb  of  his  miód. 

IThen  be  bad  atter'd  to  the  orowd 

lis  Łreasur^d  scie&tific  storę, 

ie  muttei^d  sometliing  not  aloud, 

Lod  Mink  in  cadence  morę  and  morę, 

Hll,  with  an  aspect  sanctified, 

lt  last  in  silence  down  be  sate, 

bd  ieft  bis  audience  edified 

)d  what  bad  passM  to  rumiiiate. 

'bese  eloqaeot  harangues  would  Aow 

^ith  choice  of  sweetest  pbrases  firaugbt, 

iicept  a  triAing  word  or  so, 

Vhich  accidentaliy  be  caught, 

)f  scaodal,  at  the  grate  bełow, 

h  some  smali  syllable  of  hastę, 

Hiich  gentle  nuns  will,  by  tbebyi 

Lt  oneanother  sometimes  cast, 

?hen  nonę  but  holy  ears  are  nigh. 

Tbus  li?'d  in  this  deligbtful  cage, 
ki  saint,  as  master,  or  as  sagę, 
feod  fiitber  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  móre 
"han  of  veiPd  Hebes  half  a  score, 
LS  any  cloyster^d  monk  as  fot, 
LS  rererend  too  in  holy  state, 
Ara'd  as  ao  abbe  town-approT*d, 
ind  fair  as  youths  by  brides  caress^dy 
W  loTely  be  was  alwajrs  lovM,. 
MimM,  welł-bred,  in  fashion  dress'd  j 
B  short,  bad  be  not  bapless  rovM 
*o  lee  the  werid,  completciy  bles8*d. 

But  soon  the  fotal  moments  came 
^f  ever-moumfiil  memory, 
)estnictive  to  our  hero'8  feme. 
^oyage  of  crimes  and  misery, 
>f  sad  remorse,  and  endless  shame! 
Vduld  focesight  in  a  former  age 
lad  tom  it  from  th'  historie  page ! 
ib !  wbat  a  dangerous  good  at  beat 


Is  the  possession  of  renowti ! 
Obscurity  is  sooner  blest, 
From  his  sad  fate  it  will  be  shown; 
Too  much  Bucoess  and  bńUiant  parts 
Have  often  ruio'd  virtuous  hearts. 

Thy  talents,  Ver-Vert,  aud  thy  name^ 
To  these  lone  walls  were  not  confln'd; 
As  far  as  Nants  the  voice  of  Iame 
Proclaim'd  th'  endowments  of  thy  roind. 
At  Nants,  'tis  known,  the  Yisitation 
Of  rererend  siscers  has  a  ibid, 
Who  there,  as  elsewhere  through  the  nation^ 
Know  first  whate^er  by  Famę  is  tołd. 
With  other  news,  each  holy  damę, 
This  parrot*s  merit  having  beard, 
Had  lungings  to  bebold  the  bird. 
A  lay-maid*s  wish  is  like  a  flame; 
But,  when  a  nun  has  such  desire, 
'Tis  fifty  times  a  fiercer  fire. 
Their  curious  hearts  aJready  bnm'd, 
Their  thoughts  to  distant  Neyers  flew,  • 
And  many  a  holy  head  was  tum^d,- 
Tbe  feather'd  prodigy  to  view. 
Immediately  upon  the  spot 
To  the  good  abbess  of  the  place  - 
A  female  secretary  wrote, 
Beseeching  ber  to  have  the  grace 
To  Nants,  by  water  down  tbe  Loircy 
To  send  tbe  bird  so  fom*d  for  sense, 
That  all  the  fetnale  Nantine  choir 
Might  bear  and  see  his  excel lence. 

Tbe  letter  goes :  all  question,  when 
The  bearer  will  return  again? 
'Twill  be  eleren  days  at  least, 
An  age  to  any  female  breast ! 
They  send  each  day  fi^sh  invitation, 
Depriv'd  of  sleep  through  expectation« 

Howe'er  at  lengtb  to  Nerers  came 
This  letter  of  importance  great. 
At  once  tbe  convent'8  in  a  flame. 
And  the  wbole  chapter's  summon*d  straight. 
"  T/)se  Ver-Vert?  Heaven!  send  rather  deatbl 
What  comfort  will  with  us  be  Ieft, 
These  solitary  towers  beneath, 
When  of  the  darling  bird  bereft  V* 
Thus  spoke  tbe  nuns  of  blooming  years, 
Whose  hearts,  fatigu*d  with  holy  leisurey 
Preferr^d  to  penance  and  to  tears 
Soft  sentiments  of  barmless  pleasure. 
In  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  least, 
So  close  confin'd,  might  fairly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  caressM, 
Since  there  no  other  parrot  came 
Fledg*d  or  unfledg'd  to  cheer  their  nest. 
Yet  'twas  th'  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  superiorj  sate 
Rulers  in  senatorial  state, 
Whose  hearts  resisted  passion^s  flames, 
That,  for  a  fortnighfs  space  or  so, 
Their  dear  disciple  straight  should  go; 
Fbr,  prudence  overweigbing  Iove, 
Th'  in&tuated  state  decreed 
A  stubborn  negative  might  prore 
Tbe  cause  of  mutual  'hate,  and  breed 
For  erer  after  much  bad  blood 
'Twixt  theira  and  Nantg^s  sisterbood. . 

.Soon  as  the  ladies,  in  conclusion, 
O*  th'  upper  house  the  bill  had  pasa'd, 
The  commons  were  in  great  confusion  ^ 
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Young  Sermphina  cty*d  in  haate, 
'<  Ah !  what  a  sacrifice  they  make ! 
And  is  it  trueconsent  they  giTe^ 
Fate  from  us  notbing  morę  can  take; 
HoW,  Ver-Vert  leave  us,  and  we  live!'* 
AnoŁher,though  reputed  sagę, 
Grew  pałę  at  what  she  heani  them  say^ 
No  council  could  her  grtef  assuage, 
She  trembled,  wept,  and  8woon'd  away. 
Ali  mourn'd  departing  Ver-Vert*s  fote, 
Presaging,  from  I  know  not  whaC, 
This  tour  would  prove  unfortunate. 
In  honid  dreams  the  night  they  spent, 
The  morn  redoubted  horroars  sent. 
Too  vain  regret!  the  mouniful  hoar 
Already  's  come,  within  their  view 
The  boat-is  waiting  at  the  sbore, 
The  Fates  commaod  to  bid  adieu, ' 
And  to  his  abseoce,  for  a  whiie, 
Their  throbbing  bosoms  reconcile. 
Already  every  sister  pinM 
Łike  the  soft  turtle  of  the  gTove> 
To  grief  before-hand  8elf-resign*d 
For  the  lone  hours  of  widow^d  Iove. 
What  tender  kisses  were  bestow*d 
On  Ver-Vert  learing  this  abode! 
What  briny  streams  of  sorrow  flow*d! 
The  nearcr  his  departure  drew 
.They  doted  on  him  morę  and  morę. 
And  found  each  moment  genius  n»w 
And  beauties  never  seen  before. 
At  length  he  leayes  their  wishful  eye8» 
Love  with  him  from  the  convent  flies. 
*'  Ah !  go,  my  child;  my  dearest,  haste> 
Wbere  honour  calls  thee  from  my  arms; 
But,  O!  return,  thy  exile  past. 
For  ever  tnie,  and  AiU  of  charms! 
IVf  ay  Zephyrs  with  their  airy  plumei 
Waft.  thee  securely  on  thy  way ! 
Whilst  I,  amidst  tbese  dreary  tombfl^ 
In  anguish  waste  the  tardy  day, 
Aod  sadly,  solitary  mourn 
Uncomforted  till  thy  return. 
O  Vcr-Vert,  dearest  soul !  adieu  j 
And,  whiłst  thy  joumey  happy  prove8y 
Nlay  all,  thy  beauteous  form  who  view, 
Th  ink  thee  the  eldest  of  the  Love8!» 
Such  were  the  words  and  partiug  scena 
Of  one  young  latelywveiled  iair, 
Who  oft,  to  dissipate  chagrin, 
In  bed  madę  many  a  ferrent  prayer^ 
Leamt  from  the  manuel  of  Raciiie; 
Aud  who  with  all  her  heart,  no  doubt, 
Would,  for  sweet  Ver-Vert*8  company, 
Kavc  left  the  holy  monastery, 
Aud  foUowM  him  the  worłd  throughout. 

But  now  the  droll  is  put  on  board« 
At  present  rirtuous  and  sincere. 
And  modest  too  in  deed  and  word: 
O !  may  his  bosom  erery  where. 
By  prudence  guarded,  still  retaiu 
That  worth,  and  bring  it  home  agaia ! 
Be  that  however,  as  it  may, 
The  boat'8  already  on  its  way; 
The  noise  of  wave8  beneath  the  prow 
Re-erhoes  in  the  air  above^ 
The  Zephyrs  favourably  blow, 
Ą|id  N«verB  baekwatd  weaw  to  move. 
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Iir  the  same  passage-boat,  that  bort 

This  bird  of  holiness  lirom  sbore, 

There  happen'd  the  same  time  to  sul 

Two  nymphs  of  oonstitutioo  finait, 

A  nurse  loquaciou8,  two  gaacoons, 

A  Tagrant  monk,  and  three  dragooni, 

Wbich,  for  a  youth  of  piety. 

Was  wofthipful  society ! 

Ver-Vert,  uopractis*d  in  their  ways^ 

As  folks  in  foretgn  countries  do,     . 

Stood  silently  in  fixM  amaze; 

Their  thoughts  and  language  both  were  new^ 

The  style  hedid  not  understaod ; 

It  was  not,  like  the  Scriptares,  phrasM 

In  dialect  of  holy  land, 

With  sacred  easteni  ftgarea  rais'd; 

Nor  that,  in  which  the  ▼estal  band 

Of  nuns  their  Maker  pray*d  and  praii^; 

But  fuli  of,  what  the  bird  sarpri8'd. 

Big  wprds  not  over  Christiaai8*d; 

For  the  dragoons,  a  wordy  race. 

Not  burtheuM  with  religious  grace, 

Spoke  fluently  the  sutlet^s  tongue, 

Saint  Bacchus  onły  they  ador'd, 

To  whom  libations  oft  they  pour^d 

For  pastime  as  they  saiPd  along; 

The  gascoons  aod  the  female  three 

Corivers*d  in  idioms  wbich  belong 

To  Venus*s  great  mystery; 

On  t'  other  hand  the  sailora  swore, 

Curs'd  and  bla8pbem*d  each  beavenly  powMi 

Whose  Yoices,  not  in  fiowera  of  ipeecfa. 

But  words  sonorous,  usM  to  deał, 

Roundly  articulated  each. 

Nor  lost  the  smalLest,  syUable. 

In  this  variety  of  sound 

And  unintelligible  prate, 

Ver-Vert,  surprisM  at  all  around. 

Sad,  sileat,  and  embarrassM  safe; 

He  fearM  his  ignorance  to  betray. 

And  knew  not  wliat  to  think  or  say. 

The  monk,  to^satisfy  the  crowd, 
Who  loDgM  to  hear  his  thoughts  alood^ 
To  talk  tbe  peasiTe  stranger  pres^; 
The  girls  in  wurds  too  debonnair, 
Ułius*d  at  penance,  or  in  prayer, 
The  nielancholy  bird  caress*d: 
Hcre  by  the  sex  he  loT^d  addreasHI 
The  Parrot  (wbiist  his  look  beaign 
Wjtł)  usual  light  religious  glisters) 
In  sacred  sighs  and  nunnery  whine 
Answers,  *•  God  save  you,  holy  sister* !*•' 
At  this  **God  8ave  you,"  we'U  suppoee^ 
An  unirersal  laugh  arose: 
In  rtdicule  the  words  aloud 
Were'echo'd  through  the  noity  crowd. 
Tbus  mock'd,  abashM  the  novice  stoo<^ 
And  inly  chew^d  the  mental  cud. 
He  found  wh«t  he  had  said  was  wnmg^ 
And  saw  'twas  needful  to  endeavour 
To  speak  the  language  of  tbe  throng^ 
If  e'er  be  hop'd  to  gain  their  fiivour: 
His  heart,  by  naturę,  fond  of  praise, 
Which  hod  been  nourisbM  all  his  dajyą. 
1'ill  theu,  with  fiattery*B  inoeuse  fuli. 
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Now  conUl,  alas!  laiUin  no  more 
Of  oonstancy  tbe  modetf  power 
Against  th'  a«aulti  of  ridicole; 
Herę  first>  by  sour  impatienee  ciow^d, 
VeiwVeit  bis  ionocency  kMt 
From  tbeoce  he  pooiM  uDgratefti]  curset ' 
Against  tbe  nans  his  former  nunes, 
Wbo  ne^er  bad  a^ornM  bis  miad, 
Careless  ofliterary  merit, 
Witb  laogiiage  copious  and  reiin*d, 
Replete  with  elegance  and  spirit 
T*  acquire  tbis  great  accompUsbment 
Each  earnest  facu]ty  be  bent. 
And  thoogb  bis  pnident  tongue  lay  stil^ 
His  soul  of  tbinktng  had  its  filL 
But  fint  tbe  bird  resoWd^  io  pe«» 
AU  tbe  old  gev-^w8  to  forget 
Whłch  bitberto  composM  bis  creed^ 
That  new  ideas  might  succeed. 
In  two  days  by  striet  computation^ 
AU  fonner  knowledge  be  expełlVl; 
So  mucb  Łłie  present  conrersatioR 
Tbe  coDTent  dialęct  ezceU*d. 
Thifi  first  step  made^  within  a  trice, 
Tbe  truty  docile  animid 
(Yonng  mindstoo  soon  are  skUl^d  in  Yice !} 
In  ribaldry  was  cierical,    . 
And  ąuickly  learn*d  to  curse  and  swear» 
As  fiut  as  an  old  deyil  would  chatter, 
Boond  down  by  chains  of  mystic  prayerj^ 
Beneath  ą  pot  of  holy  water. 
His  practioe  cootradicted  plain 
A  niaxiin  wbicb  old  books  maintain, 
Hiat  nonę  to  beinous  crimes  can  leap 
At  first,  but  progresa  step  by  step; 
For  be  at  onoe  without  degree 
Was  doctor  in  iniąuity. 
^    He  leamt  by  beart  tbe  alpbabet 
>    Of  watermen,  tbe  Loire  along^ 
And  wben,  in  any  stonny  fit, 
An  oatb  eacap^d  a  sailor^s  tóngue; 
Ver-Vert,  empbaticaUy  pUiio, 
Re-ecbo^d  "  Damn  yoo"  baek  agaia. 
On  tbis,  applauded  by  tbe  crew, 
Prondly  content  with  wbat  had  pasty 
SoUcitous  be  daily  grew, 
The  sbameful  bonour  to  pnrsne 
Of  pleasing  their  comipled  taste; 
And,  soon  dęgrading  to  thair  bent. 
His  generouk  organ  of  discoai8% 
Became  profenely  eloqnent. 
Ab !  wby  should  U-d  ezamples  force 
A  yontbfiil  beart,  bom  free  from  evłls, 
From  HeaTen's  allegiance  to  tbe  Dev]Ps? 
Ye  nympbs  of  Neyers'  convent  chaste, 
Wbat  <tid  you  in  your  cloł8ter'd  cells, 
Wh«Te  pensive  Melancboly  dwells, 
Whiłstthese  unlucky  moments  pas8'd? 
In  that  sad  interval,  no  doubt, 
Ninę  days  you  spent  in  prayers  .devout^ 
Petitiooing  kind  Heaven  to  gire 
A  hai^y  joumey  home  agaią 
To  tbe  most  tbnokless  soul  alive, 
WbOy  qnite  regwdless  of  your  pain, 
Abroad  engag'd  in  pleasnres  new, 
Spent  not  a  single  tbougbt  on  you* 
Tbe  yawning  band  of  Tediousness 
The  CDUTent  round  besieg^d  eaeh  gate; 
And  ^leen,  in  fuiciful  distresi^ 


Sate  snUen  at  the  gloomy  grate; 

Nay,  whai  tbe  sex  shuns  every  whcre, 

Słlence  benelf  came  almost  tbere. 

Ab!  cease  your  tows,  for  Ver-Vert*s grown 

Unworthy  of  your  lavish  Iove8 ; 

Ver-Vert  no  looger  will  be  known 

By  beart  as  spotless  as  the  dove*s. 

By  Ufmper  softer  than  the  down, 

By  fervency  of  soul  in  prayer; 

Oh!  musttbe  Muse  the  truth  duclare? 

A  yery  wretched  profligatey 

A  scoifer  of  his  ancieiu  home, 

Blasphemer  of  your  huly  state, 

And  loose  apostatę  he's  become ; 

What  you  such  care  and  labour  cost, 

Among  the  winds  and  wa^es  is  lo2»t. 

Then,  fair-ones,  fondly  boast  no  morę 

His  science  and  his  docile  soul, 

Oenius  is  yain,  and  leaming'&  storę, 

If  yirtue  goverHS  not  the  whole. 

Forget  him  quite;  tbe  sbameful  wretch 

Uis  beart  bas  tainted  with  poUution, 

And  given  up  all  tliose  powers  of  speech 

And  mighty  parts  to  prostitution. 

But  now  to  Nants,  the  boafs  last  station, 
Dur  bero  and  his  friends  draw  nigh, 
Where  througb  impatient  expectation 
The  boty  sisters  almost  die : 
For  their  desires  the  rising  Snu 
Begins  bis  daily  course  too  late ; 
Too  slow  his  ficry  coursers  run. 
To  gain  at  eve  the  western  gate. 
The  flatterer  Hope,  in  this  suspensę^ 
For  ever  artful  to  deceire, 
Promis*d  a  prodigy  to  g4ve 
Of  genius,  dignity,  and  sense; 
A  parrot  bighŁy-bom  and  bred, 
Possess'd  of  noble  sentiments, 
Persuasive  tongue,  discemiog  head; 
In  short  with  all  accomplisbments: 
But  O!  I  mention  it  with  pain, 
These  expectations  all  were  vain! 

At  length  the  YCKsel  reaches  land, 
Where  an  old  solemn  si&ter  ^ato,^ 
Commissiou'd  by  the  sacred  band 
Th'  arrival  of  the  bird  to  wait; 
Wbo,  on  that  errand  daily  sent, 
Ere  sińce  the  first  epistle  went, 
At  first  approach  of  rising  day 
Her  wandering  eyes  impatient  cast, 
Which  seem'd,  aiong  tbe  wateiy  wąsie. 
To  waft  our  bero  on  his  way. 
The  sly  biitl  had  no  sooner  seen 
The  nun,  near  wbom  he  disembarkM, 
But  straight  he  knew  her  by  thę  mit  n 
And  eyes  with  holy  prudery  mark'd, 
By  the  wbite  gloves  and  languid  toue,. 
The  yeil,  and  linsey-woolsey  yesŁ, 
And,  wbat  would  have  sufiicM  alone,. 
Tbe  little  cross  upon  her  breast. 
He  sbudder^d  at  tb*  approaching  «vil. 
And,  soldieiwlike,  we  may  conclude, 
Sincerdy  wish^d  her  at  the  deyil; 
Preferring  much  the  brotberhood 
Of  the  d^agoons  who  spuke  out  plain» 
Whose  dialecl  be  understood, 
Than  to  return  to  learu  agaiii 
Prayers  stufi^d  with  many  a  holy  notioot 
And  ceremonials  of  de\oŁion: . 
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But  the  yex'd  droll,  by  fbrce,  i^as  finted 

To  be  conducted  wbere  be  bated. 

The  carefal  carrier  held  ber  prize 

In  spite  of  all  bis  rueful  cries; 

Tboagh  mucb  he  bit  ber,  by  the  way^ 

Upon  ber  arms,  ber  neck,  and  face. 

And  in  his  anger,  as  they  say, 

Would  not  haye  scrupled  any  plaoe. 

At  last  howe'er,  with  much  ado, 

She  brought  him  safe  to  sacred  ground; 

Ver-Vert*8  announc'd :  the  nimour  flew 

Swift  as  the  wind  the  conyent  round. 

The  beli  proclaims  the  welcome  mora; 

Straight  frora  the  choir  each  sister  springs. 

And  to  the  common  parlour's  borne 

On  ezpectation*s  eager  wings. 

All  crowd  this  wonder  to  behold 

With  longings  truły  female  fir'd ; 

Kay,  e'en  the  feeble  and  the  old 

With  youth's  warm  tbonghts  are  re-insptrM  ; 

Wbilst  each^  regardless  of  her  years, 

For  speed  forgcts  the  load  she  bears; 

And  mother  Agncs,  near  fourscore, 

Now  ruos,  who  never  ran  before. 
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'A(r  length  expo8*d  to  public  yiew. 

His  figurę  was  by  all  admir^d; 

CbarmM  with  a  sight  so  fair  and  new, 

Their  eager  eyes  were  never  tir*d ; 

Their  taste  beyond  dispute  was  true ; 

JPor  though  the  rogue  had  iiwerv'd  firom  duty, 

He  had  not  lost  one  jot  of  beauty. 

And  the  camp  mień  and  rakisb  stare 

Improv'd  it  with  an  easy  air. 

Wby,  Heaven,  sbould  charms  attractive  glow, 

Brilliant  around  a  son  of  sin? 

Kather  deformity  sbould  show 

The  badness  of  the  heart  within. 

To  praise  his  looks  and  lovely  feather 

Our  sisters  babbled  sq  tog^ther, 

IJnheard,  it  would  bare  been  no  wonder, 

If  Heaven  had  roUM  its  loudest  thunder: 

Mean  while  unmov'd  th'  apostatę  bird 

Deign'd  not  to  speak  one  pious'  word. 

But,  like  a  lusty  Carmelite, 

Roll*d  his  lascivious  eyes  about. 

This  gaye  oftence:  so  lewd  a  sight 

Was  shocking  to  the  band  devout. 

Next,  when  the  mother  abbess  came, 

With  an  authoritatire  look, 

The  featherM  libei-tine  to  blame, 

Contemptuously  his  taił  he  shuok; 

And,  not  maturely  haying  weigbM 

The  borrour  o^the  words  he  said, 

Ileply>dy  in  military  phrase, 

*'  Wbat  damnM  fbols  nuns  are  now-a-da3rB!'' 

Our  history  notes,  that  on  the  way 

Tbese  words  he  'd  heard  the  saiłors  say« 

At  this,  with  looks  demure,  anotber, 

The  boty  sisterbood  among, 

(Willing  to  make  him  hołd  his  tongue), 

Cry*d,  <<Fie!  forsbame,  my  dearest  brotber!** 

For  thanks  this  dearest  brotber  swore. 

And  U8'd,  sagaciously  enough. 

One  lytlable  that  riumes  to  morę. 


*Gainst  wbicb  few  lemate  ean  are  proof. 

*<  Jesu!  goodmotber,''  she  ezdaim^d^ 

"  This  is  some  wicked  witch,  tit  elear; 

And  not  the  bird  of  Neyers  fam*d. 

To  friends  of  our  religion  deari" 

Herę,  sutler-like,  be  cry^d  aloud, 

**  The  devil  seize  this  noisy  crowdl'* 

By  turns  each  sister  did  essay 

To  curb  the  feather^  grenadier; 

And  each  as  fast  was  sent  away 

With  somethingbuzzing  in  ber  ear; 

For,  laughing  at  the  younger  tribe, 

He  mimickM  their  loquacioQS  ragę; 

And,  still  morę  fj*eely  to  describe 

The  duli  grimace  of  scolding  age, 

He  ridiculM  the  dying  closes 

Of  precepts  snuffled  tbrough  tbeir  aosa^ 

But,  what  was  wbrsethan  all  tbe  resk. 

By  tbese  duli  sermons  much  oppre8s*dy 

And  with  unyented  choler  swelling, 

He  thunder*d  out  each  borrid  woid, 

The  very  tars  in  noise  e^oelling, 

Which  on  the  river  he  had  heard; 

Cursing  and  swearing  all  along, 

Iiiyoking  erery  power  of  Heli, 

Whilst  b's  redundant  fn>m  hia  tongue. 

And  fs  empbatically  felL 

The  sense  of  what  they  heard  him  speak 

The  younger  sisters  could  not  tell; 

For  they  belieyM  bis  language  Greek: 

Next  he  came  out  with  '*  blood  \  and  zoonds ! 

Damnation,— brimstone, — ^fire, — and  thnnder!* 

The  grate,  at  tbese  terrific  aounds 

Trembling,  is  almost  split  aaunder; 

And  the  good  nuns  in  speechless  fiight, 

Crossing  their  throbbing  bosoms,  lly 

Each  to  her  celi  remote  Irom  Ught, 

Thinking  the  day  of  jndgment  nigh* 

Wide  opening  her  sepulobral  jaws. 

One  ancient  sister  whines,  **  What  cńl 

Have  we  designed,  good  Heayen,  that  diawi 

Upon  us  this  incamate  deriU 

By  what  incentiye  is  he  moy'd 

So  like  the  damn'd  below  to  swear? 

Is  tłiis  that  Ver-Vert  so  approv*dł 

Are  tbese  his  iaculties  so  rare  } 

But  let  us  without  farther  pain 

Send  back  the  profligate  agaia,*' 

*'  Mother  of  God !"  anotber  cries, 

**  What  horrours  are  before  our  eyes! 

In  Neyers'  consecrated  dome 

Is  this  the  language  yestals  speak? 

Is  all  their  youth  taught  thus  at  home? 

Home  with  the  hatefiil  beretic ! 

For,  if  he  entcrs,  we  shali  dwell 

lu  league  with  all  tbe  fiends  of  Heli." 
In  fine,  his  freedom  Yer-Yert  losŁ; 

And  twas  resoWd,  without  delay. 

To  send  tbe  wretch  cag^d-up  away. 

This  end  our  pilgrim  wish'd  the  most: 

Howe'er,  in  form,  he  's  cited  first, 

Arraign*d,  detestable  declaf'd, 

Conricted  by  the  court,  accarst. 

And  irom  eacKcharity  debarr'd. 

Por  hayiog  wickedly  assaiPd 

The  yirtue  of  tbe  sister*s  yeił'd. 

All  sign  tbe  sentence,  yet  bemoan 

The  object  jt's  inflicted  on; 

For  pity  'tis,  ere  fulł-age  UecoMr 
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To  flnd^epnyttf  so  fbu!; 

Or  that,  bcneath  such  beauteoos  plumet, 

A  debauchiee's  corrupted  soal, 

Tlie  pagau  manner^  of  a  Turk, 

Aod  tonguc  of  infidcl,  should  lurk. 

In  short  his  old  conductresg  borę 

The  banished  culprit  to  the  port ; 

Bot  iD  retulmJng,  as  before, 

He  never  bit  oiir  sister  for  *t ; 

For  joyfblly  be  Icft  the  shore, 

And  ia  a  Ult^boat  borne  retnm'd, 

Where  Nevers*  nunt  his  absence  moom*d. 

Such  was  the  Iliad  of  his  woes  I 
Bat,  ah !  włiat  unexpectcd  mourning, 
What  clamour  alid  despair  arose, 
Whcii,  to  his  for.ner  friends  returnin.iTy 
He  8hock*d  tbem  with  a  repetition 
Of  his  late  Terbal  acquisition! 
What  could  th'  afflicŁed  sisters  do? 
With  eyes  in  tears,  and  hearts  in  troubI<*, 
Ninę  Tenerable  nuns,  for  woe 
£ach  in  a  Teil  funereal  double, 
Into  the  seat  of  judgment  go, 
Who,  in  their  wrinkled  fronts,  resembled 
Ninę  Ages  in  a  court  assembled. 
Therewithout  hopes  of  happy  ending, 
I)epriv*d  of  all  to  plead  his  cause 
On  whom  there  was  the  least  depending, 
Poor  Ver-Vert  sate,  unskillM  in  laws, 
Chain'd  to  his  cage',  in  open  court. 
And  stnpp'd  of  glory  and  support. 
To  oondemnation  they  .proceed : 
Two  Sibyls  sentence  him  to  bleed; 
*Twas  Totrd  by  two  sisters  morę. 
Not  8o  religiously  inhuman. 
To  aend  him  to  that  Indian  shore, 
Unknown  to  any  Christian  woman, 
That  conscience  might  his  bosom  gore. 
And  yield  him  up  a  prey  to  dcath, 
Wherv  first,  with  Brachmen,  he  drew  breath. 
But  the  ńve  others  all  according 
In  lesser  pnnishments  awarding, 
For  penance,  two  long  months  oonclode 
That  he  should  pass  in  absŁlnence, 
Three  morę  in  dismal  solitude. 
And  four  in  speechless  penitence; 
During  which  seasoń  they  preclude  . 
Bi«ouit8  aiiH  fhiits,  the  toilette*s  treasures, 
Alcores  and  walks,  those  conTent-pleasures. 
Nor  was  this  all ;  for,  to  complete 
His  miserable  situation, 
They  gare  him,  ih  his  sad  retreat. 
For  gaoler,  guard,  and  conversation| 
A  stale  lay-sistcr,  or  much  rather 
An  ołd  veird  ape,  all  skin  and  bonę, 
Or,  corer'd  o*er  with  wrinkled  leather, 
A  walking  female  skeleton, 
An  object  proper  to  fali*n  glory. 
To  ery  aloud,  memento  mon. 
Spite  of  this  dragon*8  watchiul  soul, 
Tlie  younger  nuns  would  often  go, 
With  looks  of  pity  to  condole; 
Which  e'en  in  exite  soften'd  woe. 
Nay  some,  from  moming  prayers  retuming, 
With  nuts  and  candied  almonds  came; 
But  to  a  wretch  in  prison  mouming 
Weeds  and  ambrosia  were  the  same. 
Taught  by  misfortune'8  sound  tnition, 
Cloth'd  with^disgmce,  and  stnng  with  patn» 
Or  ficfc  of  that  old  fcaie-crow  Tision* 


The  bird  became  in  pure  contritioa 
Acquainted  with  himself  again: 
Forgetting  his  belov*d  dragoons. 
And  quite  according  with  the  nunt 
In  one  continued  unison 
Of  air,  of  manners,  and  of  tonę; 
No  sleek  prebendal  pricst  could  be 
Morę  thoroughiy  devout  than  he. 
When  this  conversion  was  related, 
The  grey  diran  at  once  awarded 
His  banishment  should  be  abated, 
And  farther  vengeancequite  discarded. 
There  the  blest  day  of  his  recall 
Is  annually  a  festiyal, 
Whose  silken  rooroents,  wbite  and  even, 
Spun  by  the  hands  of  smiling  Tjove, 
Whiist  all  th*  attendant  Fates  approye. 
To  soft  delights  are  ever  given. 

How  short 's  the  datę  of  human  pleasure ! 
How  faise  of  happiness  the  meahure! 
The  dormitory,  strew'd  with  flowrrs, 
Short  prayer,  rejoicing,  song,  and  feast, 
Sweet  tumult,  fireedom,  thoughtlcss  hpurs, 
Their  amiable  zeał  expre88'd. 
And  Dot  a  single  sign  of  sorrow 
The  woes  predicted  of  to  morrow. 
But,  O !  what  fiiyours  misapplied 
Our  holy  sistcrhood  bestow^d ! 
From  abstinence's  sfaałlow  tide 
Into  a  stream  that  overflow'd 
With  sweets,  so  long  debarr*d  firom  tasting, 
Poor  Ver-Vert  too  ąbmptly  hnsting 
(His  skin  with  sugar  being  wadded, 
With  liquid  fires  his  entrails  bum^d,) 
ficbeld  at  once  his  roses  fadcd. 
And  to  funereal  cypress  turn*d. 
The  nuns  endeayour'd,  but  in  rain. 
His  fleeting  spirit  to  detain; 
But  sweet  excess  had  hasten'd  fate ; 
And,  whiist  around  the  fair-ones  cry'd, 
Of  love  a  victim  fortunate 
In  pleasure*s  downy  breast  he  dicd. 
His  dying  words  their  bosom s  fir'd. 
And  will  for  ever  be  admir*d. 
Yenns  her«elf  his  eye-lids  clos'd. 
And  in  Elysium  plac'd  bis  shade, 
Where  bero  parrots  safe  repos*d 
In  almond-g^ves  that  never  fade, 
Near  him,  whose  fate  and  fluent  tongue, 
Corinna'8  lover  wept  and  suog. 

What  tongue  suffićiently  can  tell 
Ifow  ni  uch  bemoanM  our  bero  fell  I 
The  nun,  whose  office  'twas,  invited 
The  bearers  to  the  illustrious  dead; 
And  letters  circular  indited, 
In  which  this  mournful  tale  I  read. 
But,  to  transmit  his  image  down 
To  generations  yet  unknown, 
A  painter,  who  each  beauty  knew. 
His  portraiture  from  naturę  drew; 
And  many  a  band,  guided  by  Love, 
0'er  the  strctchM  sampler*s  canvass  plain^ 
In  broidery's  Yarious  colours  strove 
To  raise  his  form  to  life  again; 
Whiist  Grief,  t'  assist  each  artist,  came 
And  painted  tears  around  the  frame. 
All  rites  funereal  they  bestow*d, 
Which  erst  to  birds  of  high  renov7a 
The  band  of  Heltcon  allow'd, 
When  from  the  body  life  was  flowiv 
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Beneatli  a  Terdant  myrtle^s  tliade, 
Whicb  o*er  ihe  mauiioleum  spread, 
A  smali  sarcophagus  was  laid, 
To  keep  the  ashes  of  the  dead. 
Od  porphyry  grav'd  in  characters 
Of  gotd,  witb  sculpturVi  garłands  grac*d, 
Th«se  linesj  exciŁing  Pity's  teare, 
Onr  convent  Artemisias  placM, 

•*  Ye  novioe  nuns,  who  to  this  grove  repair. 

To  chat  by  utealth,  unawM  by  Age^s  frown; 

Your  tongues  one  moment,  if  you  can,  ibrbear, 
Till  tbe  sad  tale  of  our  afflictiou*8  known, 
ir  tłs  too  much  that  organ  to  restrain, 

Use  it  to  speak  what  angaish  death  imparts: 
One  Ime  this  cause  for  sorrow  will  explain; 

Hera  Ver-Vert  lies^  and  here  lie  all  our  beart<. 

Tis  said  howerer  (to  punue 
My  story  but  a  word  or  two) 
The  soul  of  Ver-Vert  is  not  pent 
MTithin  th*  aforesaid  monument, 
But,  by  permission  of  the  Fates, 
Come  hoły  sister  animatr-s; 
And  wll,  in  transmigration,  run 
f  rom  time  to  time,  from  nun  to  nuo, 
Transmitting  to  all  ages  hence 
|q  tbem  hii-  deathless  eloąuence. 


TH£  E8TIMATE  OF  UFE, 

IM  THREB  PARTS. 

PART    I. 

mełfomsne;  or,  the  mełamcboły. 

^-—Reason  thus  with  life; 

If  I  do  lose  tbee,  I  do  lose  a  thing, 

That  nonę  but  foołs  would  weep. 

Sbaksp.  Meas.  lor  Meas. 

Offipbihg  of  folly  and  of  noise, 
Tantastic  tratn  of  airy  joys, 
CeasP)  cease  your  yain  delusire  lorę, 
And  teropt  my  serious  thoughts  no  morę, 
Ye  horrid  forms,  ye  gloomy  throng, 
Who  hear  the  bird  of  midnight*s  song, 
Thon  too,  Despair,  pale  spectre,  come» 
From  tlie  self-munfrer^s  haunted  tomb, 
While  sad  Melpomenę  relates, 
How  we^  afflicted  by  the  fiiŁcs. 

What*8  all  this  wishM-for  empire,  life? 
A  scenę  of  roi8*ry,  care,  and  strife ; 
And  make  the  most,  that  *8  all  we  tiave 
Betwiict  tbe  cradle  and  the  grare. 
The  being  is  not  worth  the  charge: 
Behold  the  estimate  at  large, 
Our  youth  is  silly,  idłe,  vain; 
Onr  age  is  fiill  of  care  and  pain; 
From  wealth  accrues  anxiety; 
Contempt  and  want  from  poverty ; 
What  trouble  business  bas  in  storę ! 
How  idlenoss  fatigues  us  morę; 
To  reason,  th'  ignorant  are  blind; 
The  leamed*s  eyes  are  too  refin'd; 
Each  wit  deems  every  wit  his  foc, 
Eacb  fool  is  naturally  so; 
And  every  rank  and  every  station 
Meet  justly  witb  disapprul^atiop.  * 


Say,  man,  is  tbis  the  boasied  stete, 

Where  ali  is  pleaiant,  all  is  great? 

Alas!  another  face  you 'U  see,  ^ 

Take  oif  the  veil  of  yanity. 

Is  aught  in  pleasure,  aught  in  pow*r, 

Has  wisdom  any  gift  in  storę. 

To  make  tbee  stay  a  single  hour  ? 

Tell  me,  ye  youthfui,  who  appTOf« 
Th'  intoxicating  sweets  of  loTe, 
What  endless  namełess  tbrobs  arise, 
What  heart^felt  anguish  and  what  sighi» 
When  jeaiousy  bas  gnaw'd  the  root, 
Whence  loTe's  uaited  branches  sbuotł 
Or  grant  that  Hymen  lights  his  toreb, 
To  lead  you  to  tbe  ouptial  poreh, 
Behold  !  the  Ioi|gM-for  rapture  o*eri        * 
Desire  begins  to  lose  its  pow*r, 
Then  cold  indifference  takes  place, 
Fruition  alters  quite  the  case; 
And  what  before  was  ecstasy* 
Is  tfcarcely  now  civility. 
Your  children  bring-  a  second  care; 
If  childless  then  you  want  ao  heir; 
So  that  in  both  ąiike  you  find 
The  same  perplesity  of  mind. 

Do  pow'r  or  weaJth  morę  comfort  owa? 
Behold  yon  pageaut  on  a  throne, 
Where  silken  swarms  of  flattery 
Ob8equious  wait  his  asking  eye. 
But  vicw  within  bis  tortur'd  breast. 
No  morę  the  downy  seat  of  rest, 
Suspicion  casts  ber  poisonM  dart. 
And  guilt,  that  scorpion,  itings  bis  beact. 

Will  knowledge  giye  us  hacpiness? 
In  that,  alas!  we  knowthere*a  less, 
For  every  pang  of  mental  woe 
Springs  ftt>m  the  fiiculty  to  know. 

Hark!  atlhe  death-betok^niug  kneU 
Of  yonder  dolefiil  paasiug-bell, 
Perhaps  a  friend,  a  £ither's  dead, 

?T  the  lov*d  pautner  of  thy  bed  \ 
erhaps  thy  oniy  son  lies  there, 
Breathless  upon  the  sable  bier ! 
Say,  what  can  ease  the  present  grief, 
Can  former  joys  afford  relief? 
Those  former  joys  remember^d  still, 
The  morę  augment  the  recent  ill. 
And  where  you  seek  for  comfort,  gala 
Additional  increase  of  pain. 

What  woes  from  mortał  ills  accrae! 
And  what  from  natuial  ensue! 
Dicease  and  casuaity  atteud 
Our  footsteps  to  theJoumey*8  end; 
Tbe  cold  catarrh,  tbe  gont  and  stonc^ 
The  dropsy,  jaundice,  jomYl  in  one, 
The  raging  fever's  inward  beat, 
The  pale  consumption's  iatal  sweat. 
And  thousand  morę  distempers  roanif 
To  drag  us  to  th'  etemal  borne. 
And  when  solution  sets  us  free 
From  prison  of  mortality, 
The  soul  dilated  joins  in  air. 
To  go,  alas !  we  know  not  where. 
And  the  poor  body  will  become 
A  clod  within  a  lonely  tomb. 
Reflection  sad !  such  bodiea  musi 
Return,  and  mingle  with  the  dost  \ 
But  neither  sense  nor  beauty  bava 
Defentive  charau  agaiaut  the  §»¥«» 
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Kor  ▼irtQe*8  shielil,  mor  wiidom^  lorę. 
Kor  tnie  reIiKion's  sacred  pow'r; 
For  as  that  cłiarQel*s  earth  you  śee, 
K^a,  ikiy  EudOcia,  you  will  be. 


PART  IL 

CAIŁIOPB;  OR,  THB  CHEERFUŁ. 

iDter  cuncta  iegefi,  et  percuoctabere  doctos, 
fiua  ratione  quea8  traducere  leniter  leyum. 

Hor. lib.  Lep.  18. 

Grim  Superstitioiiy  hence  avay 
To  native  night,  and  leare  the  day, 
Nor  let  thy  hellish  brood  appear, 
Begot  on  ignorance  and  Fear. 
Come,  gentle  Mirtb,  aud  Gaiety, 
Sweet  daughter  of  Society ; 
Wbilst  fair  Calliope  purbues 
Fli^łits  wortby  of  the  chcerful  Muse* 

O  life,  tbou  great  essential  good, 
Where  erery  blessing*9  noderstood! 
Where  Plenty,  Freedoin,  Pleasure  meet. 
To  make  cacb  fleeting  moment  Bweet; 
Where  morał  Lo^e  and  Inoooence, 
The  balm  of  sweet  Content  dispense; 
Where  Peace  expands  her  tnrtle  wingii. 
And  Hope  a  constant  requtem  sings; 
With  easy  thought  my  breast  inspire, 
To  thee  I  tune  the  sprtghtly  lyre. 
From  Heav*a  this  emanation  flowsi 
To  Hca?*n  again  the  w'and'rcr  goes: 
Aw\  whiUt  employ'd  beneath  on  Earth, 
Itft  boon  attendants,  Easeand  Mirth, 
Join*d  with  the  social  Virtues  Łhree, 
And  their  calm  parent  Charity, 
Conduct  it  to  the  sacred  plains 
Where  happiness  terrestrial  reigns. 
*Tis  Disoontent  atone  destroys 
The  banrestof  our  ripeningjoys; 
Re8olve  to  be  exempt  from  woe« 
*Your  resotutlon  keeps  you  so. 
WhaŁe*er  it  needfiil  man  receiyes, 
Kay  morę  superAuous  Naturę  g^res, 
Indulgent  parent,  source  of  bliss, 
Profuse  of  |[oodne88  to  exce8s ! 
For  thee  *ti8,man,  the  Zephyr  blows. 
For  thee  the  purple  Tintage  flows, 
Each  flow*r  itś  Tarious  hue  displays, 
The  lark  esalty  her  vemal  łays, 
To  riew  yon  a^ure  raalt  is  thine. 
And  my  Rudocia's  form  divine. 

Hark !  bow  the  renoyating  Spring 
Jnyites  the  feather^d  choir  tosing, 
Spontaneoufl  mirth  and  raptnre  glow 
On  eyery  shmb,  and  every  boagh  j 
Their  little  airs  a  lesnon  give, 
They  tpach  us  mortals  how  to  liTe, 
And  well  adrise  ns,  whilst  we  can. 
To  Bpend  in  joy  the  vital  span. 
Ye  gay  and  youthfiil,  all  advance 
Together  knit  in  festiye  dance, 
See  bloomiiig  Hebe  ieads  the  way, 
For  youth  is  Nattire's  boliday. 
If  dire  Mi»fortune  sbould  employ 
Her  dartto  wound  the  timely  joy, 
Solicit  Bacchus  with  your  pray'r. 
Ko  eartbly  goblin  darci  come  neari 


Care  puto  an  easier  aspect  on, 
Pale  Anger  smooths  her  Łhreafning  frown, 
Mirth  comes  inMelaBchoły*8  stead, 
And  Discontent  conoeałs  ber  head. 
The  thoughts  on  vagrant  pinions  fly. 
And  mount  exulting  to  the  sky ; 
Thence  with  enniptur'd  views  look  dowa 
On  golden  empires  all  their  own. 

Or  let,  when  Fancy  spreads  her  laila, 
Lov«  waft  you  on  with  easier  gales, 
Wfiere  in  the  soal-bewitching  gróres^ 
Euphrosyne,  sweot  goddess,  royesj 
TU  rapturc  all,  His  ecstacy! 
An  eartbly  iminortality ! 
This  all  the  ancient  bards  employ*d9 
Twas  all  the  ancient  gods  ei\żoy*d, 
W  ho  often  from  the  realms  above 
Came  down  on  Earth  t'  indulge  in  lorę. 

StiU  there'8  one  greater  bliss  in  siore, 
'Tis  virtuou8  Friendship*8  social  hour, 
When  goodness  from  tbę  heart  sincere, 
Pours  Ibrth  Compa8sion*s  balmy  tcar,*'   * 
For  from  those  tcars  such  transports  Śow, 
As  nonę  but  friends  and  angels  know. 

BlessM  state  !  wliere  every  thing  conspircs 
To  fili  the  breast  with  heay*nly  firci! 
Where  for  a  whiie  the  soul  must  rOBm^ 
To  preconc(ńve  the  state  to  oojie. 
And  when  through  iife  the  jouniey'8  past, 
Without  repining  or  distaste, 
Again  the  spirit  will  repair. 
To  breathe  a  morę  celesciai  air. 
And  reap,  where  blessed  beings  glow,' 
Completion  of  the  joys  below. 


PART  III. 


TBRP8ICRORB;  OR,  THE  MODERATB. 

liin  i'  ayoBof  Ti  X«JWV  «• 

Hom.  od.  o. 

Haec  satis  est  orare  JoTem,  qui  donat  et  aufert; 
Det  vitam,  det  opesj  eBquum  mt  antmum  ipse 
paiabo. 

Hor.  lib,  i.  ep.  18. 

Drscbrd,  Astrasa,  from  above, 
Where  Jove*s  celestial  daughters  roTe, 
And  deign  onee  morę  to  bring  with  thee 
Thy  earth-deserting  fismily, 
Calm  Temperance,  and  Patience  mild. 
Sweet  Contemplation'8  heayenly  c^ild« 
Refląction  firm,  and  Fancy  free, 
Reiigion  pure,  and  Probity, 
Whilst  all  the  Ht*liconian  throng 
Shall  join  Terpsichore  in  song. 

£re  man,  great  Reason*8  lord,  was  madę, 
Or  the  vorld's  first  foundations  laid, 
As  high  i|i  their  divine  a|>odeJł, 
Consulting  sat  the  mighty  gods, 
Jove  on  the  cbkos  looking  down, 
Spoke  thus  from  his  imperial  throne: 
"  Ye  deities  and  potentates, 
Aerial  powVs,  and  heav'nly  states, 
Lo,  in  that  gioomy  place  below, 
Where  darkuess  rcigns  and  discord  now, 
There  a  new  worki  sball  grace  the  skies. 
And  a  new  creatore  form'd  ariae. 
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Who  shall  partakc  of  our  perfbctionsi 
And  liye  and  act  by  our  directions^ 
(For  tbe  chief  bliss  of  any  station 
1s  nought  without  communication) 
Let  therefore  every  godbead  gWe 
What  this  new  being  should  redeiye ; 
But  care  important  must  be  had, 
To  Diingle  well  of  good  and  bad, 
Tbat,  by  tb'  allaying  mixture,  he 
May  not  approach  to  deity.** 

The  80vereign  tpake,  tbe  gods  agree^ 
And  each  began  in  his  degree : 
Behind  tbe  throne  of  Jove  there  stood 
Two  yessels  of  celestial  wood, 
Containing  just  two  eqnal  measures ; 
One  fiłPd  with  pain,  and  one  with  pleasures  j 
The  gods  drew  out  from  both  of  these. 
And  mix*d  'em  with  their  essences, 
(Which  essences  are  beav*n]y  stili^         ' 
When  undi8turb'd  by  nat^ral  Ul, 
And  oian  to  morał  good  is  prone^ 
Let  but  tbe  morał  pow'r8  alone, 
And  not  pervert'em  by  tuition, 
Or  coi\jure  'em  by  superstition) 
Hence  dian  parta kes  an  equal  share 
Of  pleasiug  tboughts  and  gloomy  care. 
And  Pain  and  Pleasure  e^er  shall  be, 
As  Plato  '  says,  in  company. 
Reoeive  tbe  one,  and  soon  the  other 
Will  folio  w  to  rejoin  his  brother. 
Those  who  with  pious  pain  pursue 
G^m  Virtue  by  ber  sacred  clue, 
Will  surely  find  the  mental  treasur* 
Of  Yirtuei  only  real  pleasure: 
Fóllow  the  pleasurable  road, 
That  fatal  Siren  reclcons  good, 
'Twill  lead  thee  to  the  gloomy  celi, 
Where  Pain  and  Melancbo^  dwelL 
Health  is  the  child  of  Abstinence, 
Disease,  of  a  luxurious  sense; 
Despair,  that  bellish  fiend,  proceeds 
From  loosen'd  tboughts,  and  impious  deeds; 
And  the  sweet  offspring  of  Content, 
Flows  from  the  mind's  calm  govemment 
•Thuft,  man,  thy  state  is  free  from  woe^ 
If  thou  would'st  choose  to  make  it  so. 
Murmur  not  then  at  Hcaven'8  decree, 
The  gods  have  given  thee  liberty. 
And  plac*d  within  thy  conscious  breait, 
Reason,  as  an  unerring  test. 
And  sbouldst  thou  fix  on  misery, 
The  fault  is  not  in  them,  but  thee. 

^  8«B  tbe  Phcdo  of  Platom 


E  PITjś  Pff 

IN  THB  CHAMCEŁ  Or  8T.  BIASOARR^g  CHUftOI, 

ŁBICB8TEB. 

Hic  jacet 
Suod  mori  potuit 

BEHRICI  GIŁBERTI  COOPER 

Infantis  desideratissimi 

Filii  nato  maximi 

JOSANNIS  eiŁBERTI  COOPER 

De  Tbui^^aton,  in  agro  Nottinghamieasi, 

EX  susANM^  uxoris  ejus: 

Natus  25  Julii,  denatus  26,  1749. 

Atavis  esset  editus  aiitiquis: 

Nulla  alia  in  re  claniit, 

Nec  potuit: 

Flosculus  enim  in  ipsa  quoque  dalcis  ctatol^ 

Prima  gemma  pulłulaturus, 

.    Parcarum  hcu  parc^re  nesciarum 

Fatali  afSatu  contactus 

Exaruit. 

MflBStus  itaqiie  et  maerens  pater 

Chańssimi  infiintuli  sui  memoria 

Hoc  etsi  inane  munus 

Amoris  monumentam 

Collocavit. 
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TRANSLATION. 

Beneath  doth  lie 

OF  HENRY  GILBERT  COOPER 

AU  that  conlddie: 

Tbe  prettiest,  sweetest,  dearest  baba 

That  ever  dropt  inco  a  grare. 

This  lovely  boy. 

His  dad's  first  joy. 

Was  son  of  'Squire  JoHir, 

And  Sue  bis  wife,  who  led  their  life, 

At  town  calPd  Tburgaton. 

Descended  from  an  ancient  linę, 

This  charming  child  began  to  shine 

ThekSthof  July: 

And  that  was  all  that  he  coold  boast: 

For  suddenly  his  life  was  lost 

The  26Ui,  good  truły  ! 

This  floweret  pretty,  tbough  young  yet  witty, 

Just  openiug  from  the  bud, 

A  blighting  blast  from  angry  Fate, 

Who  knows  not  how  to  spare  the  great, 

NippM  up  his  vital  blood: 
The  sorrowing  father  cry*d,  and  said, 
**  Alas !  my  only  child  is  dead ! 
His  memory  PU  adore: 
Tbough  Tain,  a  monument  I  Ml  raise. 
To  show  my  love,  and  sound  his  prais^ 
TUI  time  shall  be  bo  morę.** 
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TOBIAS  SMOLLETT,  M.D. 
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LIFE  OF  TOBIAS  SMOLLETT,  M,D- 


BT  MR.  CHAŁMERS. 


±nn  gfrandfkther  of  our  poet  was  sir  James  Smollett  of  Bdnhill,  a  member  of  the 
Scotch  parliamenty  and  one  of  the  commissioners  for  flaming  the  treaty  ot  union.  He 
teanied  Jane,  daughter  of  sir  Aulay  Macauley,  bart.  of  Ardincaple,  by  whom  he  had 
four  soDs  and  two  daughters.  The  fourth  son,  Archibald,  married»  without  asking  his  fk- 
ther^s  consent,  Barbara  Cunningham,  daughter  of  Mr.  Cunningham  of  Giibertfield,  in  the 
neighbonrfaood  of  Glasgow.  His  father,  however,  allowed  him  an  income  of  about 
/300  a  year.  He  unfortunately  died,  after  the  bi^h  of  two  sons  and  a  daughter^  wbo 
with  their  mother  were  left  dependent  on  the  grandfather,  and  we  do  not  find  that  he 
neglected  them.  Tobias,  the  snbject  of  this  memoir,  and  the  yonngest  of  these  childien, 
was  bora  in  the  house  of  Daląuhura,  near  Renton,  in  the  parish  of  Cardro8s»  ui  1721, 
and  christened  Tobias  George :  but  this  latter  name  he  does  not  appear  to  have  nsed. 

The  sceneiy  amidst  which  he  passed  his  early  years,  and  cultivated  the  Muses,  he 
has  described,  in  Humphrey  Clinker,  with  picturesque  enthusiasm.  He  was  first  instructed 
Sn  classical  learning  at  the  school  of  Dumbarton,  by  Mr.  John  Loye,  one  of  the  ahlest 
flchoolmasters.of  tiiat  country,  and  to  whom  Mr.  Chalmers  has  done  ample  justice  in  his 
life  of  Ruddiman.  • 

While  at  this  school,  Smollett  exhibited  symptoms  of  what  morę  or  less  predominated 
through  life,  a  disposition  to  prove  his  superiority  of  understandmg  at  the  expense  of 
those  wfaose  weaknesses  and  failings  he  thought  he  could  tura  into  ridicule  with  impuuity. 
The  verses  which  he  wrote  at  this  early  age  were  principally  satires  on  such  of  his  schooł* 
iellows  as  happened  to  displease  him.  He  wrote  aiso  a  poem  to  the  memory  of  the  ce« 
lebrated  Wailace,  whose  praises  he  found  in  the  story-books  and  ballads  of  every  cot* 
tage.  From  Dumbarton  he  was  removed  to  Glasgow,  where,  aftcr  some  hesitation,  he 
deterrained  in  favour  of  the  study  of  mediclne,  and,  accordmg  to  the  usual  practice, 
was  bound  apprentice  to  Mr.  John  Gordon,  then  a  surgeou  and  afterwards  a  physician 
of  considerable  eminence,  whom  he  was  unjustly  accused  of  ridiculing  uader  the  name 
ęf  Potioo,  in  his  Bovel  of  Roderick  Random. 
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From  his  medical  studies,  which  fae  cultivated  with  assiduity,  he  was  occaskmaUy 
duced  by  a  genenil  iove  of  polite  literaturę,  and  seemed  inconsciously  to  storę  liis  mind 
with  that  fund  of  extensive,  though  perhaps  not  profound  knowiedge,  which  enabled 
him  afterwards  to  execute  so  many  works  in  yaiioiis  branches.  His  satirical  dispoation 
also  foUowed  him  to  Glasgow,  by  which  he  madę  a  few  admirers,  and  many  enemie^. 
Dr.  Moore  has  related,  with  suitable  grayjty,  that  he  once  threw  a  snowball  witfa  sach 
dextenty  that  it  gave  both  a  blow  and  a  repartee.  But  suchfroUcs  were  probabLy  not  ńtr 
quent,  and  his  time  was  in  generał  moie  profitably  or  at  least  morę  seriously  em^rfoyed. 
Befoie  he  had  reacbed  his  eighteenth  year,  he  began  to  feel  the  ambition  of  a  dramatic 
poet,  and  wrote  the  tiagedy  of  the  Regicide,  whidi  is  aow  reprinted  among  his  poema. 
It  was  considered  as  an  extraordinary  production  for  a  person  of  his  years,  but  we  do 
not  lead  it  as  originally  composed,  nor  was  it  madę  public  until  nearly  ten  years  after. 

On  the  death  of  hb  grandfather,  who  had  hitherto  supported  him  in  his  studies,  but 
left  no  permanent  provision  for  the  conpletion  of  them,  he  removed  to  London,  in 
que8t  of  employment  in  the  army  or  navy,  and  strengthened  hffi  hopes  by  carrying  his 
tragedy  with  him.  The  latter,  however,  was  in  all  respects  an  unfortunate  speculatioii. 
After  being  amused  and  cajoled  by  a|l  the  common  and  uncommon  tńcks  of  the  the- 
atrical  managers,  for  nearly  ten  years,  he  was  under  the  neoessity  of  sending  it  to  the 
press  in  yindication  of  his  own  importunities,  and  the  opinions  of  his  friends.  His  pre- 
face  may  yet  be  read  witli  advantage  by  the  candidates  for  stage  fiivour^  altboug^ 
modern,  managers  are  said  to  be  less  fastidious  than  their  predecessois^  and  from  the  b'- 
berality  of  their  admissions  leare  it  somewhat  doubtful  whether  they  Iiave  not  lost  the 
privilege  of  rejection.  In  this  preface^  SmoUett  was  not  sparing  of  his  indignation,  but 
he  reserved  morę  substantial  revenge  for  a  morę  favourable  opportunity. 

In  the  mean  time,  in  the  year  IJ-^l,  he  procured  the  situation  of  surg«on's  matę  on 
board  a  ship  of  the  linę,  and  sailed  on  the  uufortunate  expedition  to  Carthagena,  which 
he  described  in  his  Roderick  Random,  and  afterwardsmore  historically  ina  Compeodium 
of Voyagespublished in  seven Yolumes,  12mo,  mlj 56.  Theissue  of  thatesptditioncould 
not  be  morę  humiliating  to  SmpUett  than  hb  own  situation,so  averse  to  the  di^Kisitioo  of 
a  young  man  of  hb  taste  and  vivacity.  He  accordingly  ąuitted  the  service,  while  hb  Aip 
was  in  the  West  Indies,  and  resided  for  some  time  in  Jamaica,  but  in  what  capacity  or 
how  supported,  hb  biographers  have  not  ihformed  us.  Herę,  howeyer,  he  first  becane 
acąuaintcd  with  the  lady  whom  he  afterwards  married. 

In  17 ^f  be  returued  to  London,  and  having  heard  many  exaggerated  accounts  of  the 
seyerities  practised  in  suppressing  the  rebellion  in  Scotland,  he  gave  vent  to  hu  feelingy 
and  love  for  hb  country,  in  a  beautiful  and  spirited  poem,  entitled  the  Tears  of  Scotland* 
The  subject  was  doubtless  attractive  as  a  poet,  but  as  he  had  been  bred  a  Whig,  he  was 
ratłier  inconsbtent  in  hb  principles,  and  certainl^  very  unfortunate  in  his  predictions« 
Hb  firiends  wbhed  him  to  suppress  this  piece  as  having  a  tcndency  to  o&end  the  Whigs 
on  whose  patronage  he  had  some  reliance,  and  altłiough  hb  enthusiasm  was  at  {nesent 
rather  too  warm  for  advice,  and  he  had  from  this  time  declared  war  against  the  Whig« 
ministers  under  George  IL  yet  it  does  not  appear  that  it  was  pubhshed  with  his  name 
for  many  years  after. 

In  17^6  he  first  presented  himself  to  the  public  as  the  author  of  Adyioe,  a  satiie,  im 
which*  he  endeavoured  to  excile  indignation  against  certain  public  characters,  byaccun-i 
tions  which  a  man  of  delicacy  would  dbdain  to  bring  forward  under  any  circumstancea^ 
and  which  are  generally  brought  forward  under  the  very  worst.    What  thb  prodoctioii 
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coatribirted  to  hb  famę,  we  are  not  told.    His  friends,  howeTer,  were  alarmed  and  dis-* 
gusted,  and  his  enemiesprobably  increased. 

Abóut  this  time  he  wrote  (for  Covent-Garden  theatre)  an  opera  called  Alceste,  which 
wasiiever  acted  or  pnnted^  owing,  it  is  said,  to  a  dispute  between  theauthor  and  the  ma- 
nager. Sir  Jolm  Hawkins,  who,  in  all  hiswritings  trusts  too  much  to  his  memory,  informs 
us,  tliat  Handel  set  thb  opera  to  musie,  and,  that  his  labour  might  not  be  iost,  after- 
wards  adapted  the  airs  to  I)ryden*s  second  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day.  But  Handel  com- 
posed  that  ode  in  17^9,  according  to  Dr.  Bumey's  morę  accnrate  and  scientific  history 
of  musie,  In  1747  our  author  publtshed  Reproof,  a  satire,  as  a  second  part  to  Advice, 
and  consisting  of  the  same  materials,  with  the  addition  of  some  severe  lincs  on  Rich,  the 
manager  of  Covent-Garden  theatre,  with  whom  he  had  justquarrelled. 

In  the  same  year,  he  married  miss  Ann  Łascelles»  the  lady  whom  he  had  courted  in 
Jamaica,  and  with  whom  he  had  tlie  promise  of  three  thousand  pounds.  Of  this  sura, 
howeyer,  he  obtained  but  a  smali  part,  and  that  after  a  yery  expensivc  law-suit.  As  he 
had,  upon  his  marriage,  hired  a  genteel  house,  and  livcd  in  a  morę  hospitable  style  than 
the  possession  of  the  whole  of  his  wife*s  fortunę  could  have  supported,  he  was  again 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  his  pen,  and  produced,  in  17^8,  The  Adventures  of  Rode- 
rick  Random,  in  two  volumes,  1 2mo.  This  was  the  most  successful  of  all  his  writings,  and 
perhaps  the  most  popular  novel  of  the  age.  This  it  owed,  partly  to  the  notion  that  it 
was  in  many  respects  a  history  of  his  own  life,  and  partly  to  its  intrinsic  merit,  as  a  de- 
lineation  of  real  life,  manners  and  characters,  given  with  a  force  of  humour  to  which  the 
public  had  not  been  accustomed.  If,  indeed,  we  consider  its  morał  tendency,  there  are 
few  productioDS  morę  unfit  for  perusal ;  yet  such  were  his  opinions  of  public  deoency 
that  he  seriously  fancied  he  was  writing  to  humour  tlie  taste,  and  correct  the  morals  of 
the  age.  That  it  contains  a  history  of  his  own  hfe  was  probably  a  surmise  artfully  cir- 
culated  to  excite  curiosity,  but  that  real  characters  are  depicted  was  much  morę  obviou8* 
Independent  of  those  whom  he  introduced  out  of  revenge,  as  Lacy  and  Garrick  for  re- 
jecting  his  tragedy,  there  are  traits  of  many  other  persons  morc  or  less  disguised,  in  the 
introduction  of  which  he  was  incited  merely  by  the  recoUection  of  foibles  which  deseryed 
to  be  exposed.  £very  man  who  draws  diaracters,  whether  to  complete  the  fable  of  a  ao- 
vel,  or  to  illustrate  an  essay,  will  be  insensibly  attracted  by  what  he  bas  seen  in  real  life, 
and  real  life  was  Smollctfs  object  m  all  his  novels.  His  oniy  monster  is  Count  Fathom^ 
but  he  deals  in  nonę  of  those  perfect  beiugs  who  are  the  heroes  of  the  morę  modem 
novels. 

In  1749,  his  tragedy,  Tlie  Regicide,  as  already  noticed,  was  published,  vefy  much- to 
hts  emolument,  but  certainly  without  any  injury  to  the  judgment  of  the  managera  who 
had  rejected  it.  £xtiaordinary  as  it  might  have  appeared,  if  published  as  he  wrote  it 
at  the  age  of  eighteen,  it  seemed  no  prodigy  in  one  of  morę  advanced  years,  who  had 
adopted  every  improvement  which  liis  critical  friends  could  suggest.  The  preface  bas 
been  mentioned  as  containing  his  complaints  of  dclay  and  evasion,  and  he  had  now  morę 
efTectually  vented  his  ragę  on  lord  Ly ttleton  and  M r.  Garrick  in  Roderick  Random* 
With  Garrick,  however,  he  lived  to  be  reconciled  in  a  manner  which  did  credit  to  t|ieir 
respectiie  feelings. 

In  1/50,  he  took  a  trip  to  Paris,  where  he  renewed  his  acquaintance  with  Dr.  Moore^ 
one  of  his  biographers,  who  informs  us  that  he  indulged  the  common  English  prejudioes 
against  the  French  nation,  and  never  attained  the  language  so  pe^fectly  as  to  be  abłe  t0 
tiiłx  faniiliarly  with  the  inhabitants.    His  stay  here  was  not  long,  foi:  in  175.1  he  pub- 
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lished  hł5  8econdmostpopularnov<ei,PeregnneP]ckle,infourvoIunies,  I^mo.wliicli  wnsre- 
ceiv€d  with  grcat  Hvidity.  In  the  second  edition\  whicb  was  called  forwithin  a  few  tiidiitlH» 
he  speaks,  with  morę  craft  tban  truth,  of  cettain  booksellers  and  others  who  mtsrepie- 
sented  the  work  and  caliimniated  the  author.  He  could  not,  however,  oonceal,  and  hu 
biogra(>bers  faave  told  the  sharaeless  tale  for  him,  that,  ^<  be  receiTed  a  handsotnć  i^wanf' 
for  inserting  the  profligate  memoirs  of  lady  Vane.  It  is  only  wonderful  that  after  this  be 
could  "  flatter  himself  thathe  had  expunged  evcry  adventure,  phrase,  and  msuinatkni,  that 
could  be  construed,  by  the  most  delicate  readers,  into  a  tresf^wi  upon  the  niles  of  deco- 
rum." In  this  work,  as  in  Roderick  Random,  he  indulged  his  unhappy  propensity  to 
persona!  satire  and  reven.fi;e  by  introducing  living  cHaracters.  He  again  endeavoared  to 
degrade  lliose  of  Garrick  and  Quin,  who,  it  is  said,  liad  etpressed  a  morę  unfavourabte 
opinion  of  the  Regicide  than  even  Garrick ;  and  was  yet  teore  Unpardonable  in  hoMiDg 
up  Dr.  Akenside  to  ridicule. 

Smollett  had  hitherto  derived  his  chief  stipport  from  his  pen,  but  after  the  publicatioil 
of  Peregrine  Piekle,  he  appears  to  have  had  a  design  of  resuming  bis  medical  profeasioB, 
and  annouiiced  himself  as  havjng  obtained  the  degree  of  doctor,  but  from  what  anher- 
•ity  bas  not  been  dis€Overed.  In  this  character,  however,  he  endea^oured  to  begin 
practice  at  Bath,  and  publisbed  a  tract  on  The  Extemal  Use  of  Water.  In  this,  his  object 
was  to  prove  that  pure  water>  both  for  warm  and  cold  bathing,  may  be  preferred  to  vmet» 
impregnated  with  minerals,  except  m  certain  cases  where  the  vapour  bath  is  reąuiate. 
He  enters  also  into  a  vindication  of  the  plan  of  Mr.  Cleland,  a  surgeon  at  Bath,  for  reme- 
dying  the  inconveniencies  reiating  to  the  baths  at  that  place.  Whatever  was  thoaght  of 
this  pamphiet,  he  failed  in  his  principał  object :  hfe  had,  indeećl,  obtained  considerable 
faroe,  as  his  own  complaints,  and  the  contemporary  joumals  plainly  evince ;  but  it  was  not 
of  that  kind  which  usually  leads  to  medical  practice. 

Disappointed  in  this  design,  he  determined  to  devote  himself  eutirely  to  literary  no* 
dertakings,  for  many  of  which  he  was  undoubtedly  better  qualifie<l  by  leaming  and  ge- 
nius  than  most  of  the  authors  by  profession  in  his  day.  He  nów  fixed  hb  residenoe  at 
Chelsea,  on  an  establishment  of  which  he  bas  given  the  public  a  very  just  pictare  in  hb 
novel  of  Humphrey  Clinker.  If  the  picture  be  at  the  same  time  rather  fiattering,  it 
•must  be  recoilected  that  it  was  Smolletfs  peculiar  niisfortune  to  make  enemies  in  ererr 
step  of  bis  progress,  and  to  be  obliged  to  say  those  handsome  thiugs  of  himself  whidi 
no  other  man  would  say  for  him.  Dr.  Moore,  however,  assures  us  that  his  raode  of 
living  at  Chelsea  was  genteel  and  bospitable,  without  bcbg  cxtravagant,  and  tliat  what 
he  says  of  his  liberaiity  is  not  over-charged. 

His  first  publication,  in  this  retirement,  if  it  may  be  so  called,  was  the  AdTentures  of 
Ferdinand  Count  Fatbom,  in  1753.  This  novel,  in  the  popular  ópinion,  lias  been 
reckoned  greatly  inferior  to  his  former  productions,  but  mcrely,  as  I  conceive,  because 
it  is  unlike  them.  There  is  such  a  perpetual  flow  of  sentiment  and  expression  m  this 
production,  as  must  give  a  very  high  idea  of  the  fertiJity  of  his  mind ;  but  in  the  dcline- 
atioii  of  characters  he  departs  too  much  from  real  life,  and  many  of  his  incidents  an 
highly  improbable.  Mr.  Cumberland,  in  Ihe  Memoirs  of  his  own  Life,  lately  publisbed, 
takes  credit  to  himself  for  the  character  of  Abraham  Adams,  and  of  Sheva  m  his  co^ 
mcdy  of  the  Jew,  which  are,  however,  correct  transcripts  of  Smolletfs  Je  w.  It  would 
not  have  greatly  lessened  the  merit  of  his  benevolent  yiews  towards  that  depresaed  na- 
tion,  had  Mr.  Cumberland  frankly  madę  this  acknowled:^ement. 

In  1755,  Smollett  pnbłished  by  subscription,  a  tranblation  of  Don  Quixote,  in  two 
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el^snt  quftrto  volumes.  It  is  unaecessary  to  say  roucli  on  a  tnuislation  which  has  so 
loog  supeneded  cvery  othcr.  But  sincc  the  appearaiice  of  lord  Woodłiouselee's  adni- 
labJe  £88ay  on  the  Principles  of  Translation,  a  new  edition  of  that  by  Jarvis  has  becn 
published,  and  will  8erve  to  prove  what  his  lordship  has  advanced,  that  SmoIlett's^^» 
merely  an  improTed  edition  of  that  forgotten  woik.  Let  not  this,  however,  detract 
greatly  from  SmoHetf  s  merit  Wńting  as  he  did  for  bread,  dispatch  was  not  ocly-liis 
primary  óbject,  as  lord  Woodhouselee  has  obsenred,  but  dispatch  was  probably  reqnirod 
of  him.  He  has  excelled  Jarvis  while  he  availed  himself  of  his  labours,  and  such  was* 
Ilia  strong  sense  of  ridicule^  and  ample  fund  of  humour,  that  could  he  have  fixed  opon  a 
proper  subject,  and  found  the  reguisite  leisure,  it  is  not.  too  much  to  suppose  tliat-  he 
might  have  been  the  rival  of  Cervantes  himself. 

AAer  the  pubhcation  of  this  translation,  he  visited  his  relations  in  Scothuid^  and  on  his 
return  to  England,  was  engaged  to  undertake  the  management  of  the  Critical  Review, 
which  was  begun  in  1756,  in  depeudence,  as  has  been  a^rted,  upon  the  patronage  of 
the  Toiies  andtłie  high  church  party.  It  does  not  appear,  however,  tliat  any  extraor- 
dinary  aid  came  from  those  qnarter8,  and  the  modę  in  which  it  was  long  conducted 
prores,  that  the  success  of  the  Monthly  Review  was  tłie  only  object;  or,  if  that  conld 
ttot  be  mMedf  the  hope  that  the  public  mi^t  support  two  publications  of  the  kind. 

To  this  task,  Smollett  brought  many  uecessary  qualifications:  a  considerable  portion 
of  generał  knowledge,  a  just  taste  in  works  of  criticism,  and  a  style  flowing,  easy,  and 
popular.  He  had  also  much  acąuaintance  with  the  literary  history  of  his  times,  and 
eoold  translate  with  readiness  from  some  of  the  modem  languages.  But  on  the  other 
hand,  it  was  his  misfortune  here,  as  in  eyery  staige  of  his  life,  that  the  fisdr  display  of  his 
taknts,'  and  perhaps  the  genuine  sentiments  of  his  heart»  were  perverted  by  the  preju- 
dices  of  fiiendship,  or  by  the  morę  inexcusable  impulses  of  jealousy,  reTenge,  and  ali 
that  enters  into  the  composition  of  an  irritable>  temper.  He  had  already  sulfered  by 
proToking  unnecessary  animosity,  and  was  now  in  a  situation  where  it  would  have  been 
impossible  to  escape  mvidioas  imputatton,  had  he  practised  the  utmost  candour  and 
moderation.  How  much  morę  dangerous  such  a  situation  to  one  who  was  always  too 
regardless  of  past  experience,  and  who  seems  to  have  gladly  embraced  the  opportunity, 
which  secrecy  aiforded,  of  dealing  his  blows  around  without  discrimination  and  witbout 
meity.  It  is  painful  to  read  in  the  early  volumes  of  this  Reriew,  the  continual  per- 
aonal  abuse  he  levelled  at  his  rival,  Mr.  Oriffiths,  who  very  rarely  took  any  notice  of  it: 
and  tiie  many  vulgar  and  coarse  sarcasms  he  diręcted  against  every  author  who  pre- 
anmed  to  doubt  the  infaliibility  of  his  opinion.  It  is  no  less  painful  to  contemplate  the 
aelf-sufiiciency  displayed  on  every  occasion  where  he  can  introduce  his  own  character 
aod  works. 

'-  Among  others  whom  he  pro^oked  to  retaliate  were  the  noted  political  quack,  Dr. 
Shebbeare,  Churchill  the  poet,  apd  Oramger'.  But  the  cootest  in  which  he  was 
iiivolved  withiulmiral  Knowles  terminated  in  a  morę  honourable  manner.  That  officcr 
tbought  proper  to  prosecute  the  printer  of  the  Critical  Review  (the  late  Mr.  Hamiltdn) 
for  a  paragrapb  in  the  Revięw  reflecting  on  his  character,  declaring  at  the  same  thne 
that  hi»  only  object  was  to  discover  the  author,  and  if  he  proved  to  be  a  gentleman,  to 
obfatn  the  satisiaction  of  a  gentleman  fiom  him.  Smollett,  by  applying  to  persons 
Aequainted  with  Knowles,  endeayoured  to  ayert  the  prosecution;  but  finding  that  im- 

'  See  the  Liv<s  of  ChurthiU  amd  Graioger  in  Vol.  :nV.  of  this  coUoctiom.     C 
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possiUe,  the  nontfBt  tentcnee  was  afaout  to  be  pnuKHmotd  againsit  ńnt  priater,  hm 
foitb'  in  open  court,  amł  avowed  bimself  the  autlior.    After  Uiift  ępmlfii  aotiwiy 
yet,  io  Knowles*  opinion,  did  not  coiutitote  him  a  gmtlemoH,  fa£  mm  profieonfeeiU 
s^t^at^d  to  pay  £100,  and  be  imprisoned  for  (lirae  mooths. 
'  Soon  after  the  commeneęment  of  the  Review,  he  published,  bat  wiAoiit  Ub  omney  tht 
Compendium  of  Voyage8,a]readynot]ced,  m  seven  ▼óltimes,  12mo.  a  woik  notnahiiMrty 
successful,  and  which  bas  not  sińce  been  reprioted.    This  was  a  species  of  eonipUatioB, 
Lowewer,  for  which  he  was  well  qiialified.    He  knew  how  to  retrench  sapaiihutiea,  and 
to  bring  forw^  the  most  pleasing  parts  of  the  oamtńre  in  an  degaat  ftylę, 
drawing  charactersy  when  they  fell  m  his  way,  he  discovered  nmch  judgOMot 
precision. 

In  1757  be  attempted  the  stage  a  seoond  time,  by  a  comedy,  or  ratfaer  (arce,  entitled 
The  Reprisal,  or  The  Tai«  of  OM  Engiand,  which  Oarrick,  uotwithsiaiidiiig  thck 
former  animosity,  acoepted,  and  produced  upon  the  stage,  where  it  had  a  tempoiaiy 
success.  Davie8,  in  his  life  of  Garrick,  gives  an  account  of  the  nianagei^s  behańcMir  m 
this  occasion,  which  reflects  mudi  honour  on  him,  and  so  touched  Smołletfs  fiselii^ 
that  he  embraced  every  opportunity  of  doing  jostice  to  the  merita  of  that  fminfni 
actor,  and  of  conyiudng  hun  '^  that  his  gratitude  was  as  wamt  as  any  otber  of  Im 
passions/' 

Notwithstanding  his  numerous  engagements,  he  produced  a  woik  in  1758,  wlikh  11  • 

an  extraordinary  instance  of  literary  industry.    This  was  his  Complete  Histoiy  of 

Eogland,  from  the  earliest  Tunes  to  the  Tfeaty  of  Aix-la-ChapeUe,  in  17489  published 

in  four  quarto  volumes\    This  he  is  said  to  have  composed  and  finisbed  ibr  tbe  fnm 

in  the  short  space  of  fonrteen  months.    It  was  immediately  after  repiinted  in  octafw, 

in  weekly  numbers,  of  which  an  impression  of  ten  thoiuaad  was  bougbt  up  with  avidity»  • 

'  It  would  be  superfluous  to  dweil  long  on  tbe  merits  of  a  wock  so  well  luaown,  and 

undoubtedły  entitled  to  hi^  praise  as  a  compiiation,  but  beyood  this  his  waimcat  ad* 

mirers  cannót  jadiciously  extend  their  encomiums.    Although  ii  may  be  allowed  ta 

excel  the  histories  of  Carte  or  Outhrie,  and  on  accmiaC  of  its  bittvity,  to  be  picfenUa 

to  Rapin,  and  far  morę  to  his  continuator  Tindal,  yet  it  i$  impoaiiMe  to  place  it  on  a 

level  with  the  histories  of  Hume,  Robertson,  GUbbon,  ar  Henry*     In  tbe  Criłical 

Review  it  was  higbly  pnused^  as  might  be  expacted,  bot  with  an  aflwialion  of  c«iidoiir 

and  moderation  wfaich  Smollett  could  not  long  preserve.    In  tbe  Review  for  Seftemkm 

1758,  we  faave  a  piece  of  querulous  declamatioo,.  which  is  hit  morę  fiilly  characterirtie 

of  tlie  man  and  oi  the  autfaor.    It  is  here  extnioted  as  a  generał  spednwii  of  the  » 

dignation  which  he  felt  against  any  seribus  attack,  and  it  may  8erve  to  ezj^aś  tha 

relative  position  in  wJiich  he  stood  with  his  contemporaries.    The  cause  of  the  fcUawi^ 

efiiision  was  a  pamphlet  pubhshed  by  the  rcT.  T*  Comber,  in  wluch  he  oeasmas  the 

characters  Smollett  had  givea  of  king  William  and  queen  Maiy,  &p. 

Smolletfs  answer  begins  tfaus-^ 

<<  Tell  me  your  company,  and  Tli  desciibe  your  manaers,  b  a  pto^erbial  apolhcpi 
among  our  neighbours ;  and  the  maxim  will  generally  bold  food ;  but  we  lyprebend 
the  adage  might  be  morę  justly  turaed  to  this^puipose,  Namę  your  cnemiea,  aed  lU 
guc:$s  your  character.  If  the  Complete  History  of  Engteid  were  to  be  jwifed  in  tUi 
manner,  we  hnagine  the  autbor  wouU  g^adly  subnat  to  tha  datęmiiliati«ii  of  tha 

*  Three  ouly  were  published  at  thif  tjine,  and  tbe  fourth  was  afterwards  giren  gratU  to  tłie  pnr- 
•hasers  of  the  former.  •  C 
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pttUk.    Lei  «8  tfaea  see  wfao  are  tbe  professed  enemies  of  tbat  producłioo:  thc  «age, 
tfce  pfttriot,  the  s^date  Dr.  Shebbeare:  tfae  serene  Griffitłis  and  bis  ^pouse,  proprietort 
rad  directon  of  tbe  MonlliJy  Rev]ew:  tbe  pro^MUid,  the  caadid,  tbe  modest  Dr.  HiU  e 
Hm  wke,  tbe  leanied,  and  tbe  tempenite  Thomas  Comber,  A.B.  whose  perfonuaoce 
w«  «R  at  pteieDt  to  consider.    This  b  indeed  a  formidable  §^rottp  of  adversar]es,  cnougb 
to  daont  tbe  beart.  of  any  yoang  adventurer  in  tbe  werłd  of  ktters;  but  the  author  of 
tbe  Complete  History  of  England  bas  been  kmg  familiar  witb  such  seas  of  troable.    Tbe 
amault^  bowerer,  wbicb  be  bas  snstamed  from  some  of  tbose  beroes,  was  not  altof etbe^ 
impff0voked.    Sbebbeare  bad  been  cbmtised  in  tbe^Critical  Re?iew,  for  his  insoleiit  and 
aeditious  appeals  to  tbe  pobłic.    He  took  it  for  graated,  tiiat  tbe  lash  was  eserciaed  by 
tfae  author  of  tbe  Complete  History  of  Englaud :  (berefore  beattacked  tbat  performance 
tootb  and  nail.    He  decfaued  tbat  there  was  neitber  grammar,  meaniag,  composition^  or« 
leflection,  eitber  in  tbe  pbm  or  tiie  execution  of  tbe  Work  itself«    Griffitbs  was  enraged 
against  tbe  same  gentlemim,  becaose  be  was  supposed  to  bave  set  vip  tbe  Critical  Review» 
k  c^ypositkm  to  tbe  Mootbly,  of  wbicb  be  (Grifiiths)  was  propńetor;  accordingly  be 
cmployed  an  obscure  gmb,  wbo  wrote  in  his  garret,  to  bespatter  tbe  History  of  Eogland. 
Hill,  lor  tbese  ten  years,  bas,  by  tums,  piaised  and  abosed-  Dr.  Smollett,  whem  be  did 
not  know,  witbout  being  abłe  to  vanqutsb  tbat  siknt  contempt,  in  wbioh  tbis  gentleman 
eter  hełd  him  and  all  bis  productions:  jŃąned  at  tbis  iadiifereDoe  and  diedain,  tbe  said 
Hill  bas,  IB  a  weekly  paper,  tbrown  oat  some  dirty  iasbrnations  against  the  audior  of  the 
Complete  History  of  England.    We  camiot  raafc  tbe  proprietors  of  It       n^  and  otlier 
bistories,  among  tbe  personal  enemies  of  Dr.  Smollett;  becaoae  they  were  actuated  by 
tbe  dictates  of  self-interest,  to  deciy  bis  performance.    Tbis,  however,  they  have  pur- 
saed  in  tbe  most  sordid,  illifoeral,  and  ridiculous  manner:  they  have  cafoalled:  they  ba^e 
sfamdered:  they  bave  vilified:  they  bave  pr^udioed,  misrepreseiited,  and  used  undue  in- 
floence  among  their  oorrespondents  in  diffisrent  paits  of  the  kiiigdom :  tliey  ba^e  spueed 
lEeitber  calumny  nor  expense,  to  piejudiee  tbe  antbor  and  bis  work:  they  haye  bad  the 
cfironteiy  to  inainuate  in  a  public  adverti8ement  tbat  be  was  no  better  tban  an  inaccurate 
pingiaiy  from  Rj^Mn:  and  they  haye  bad  tbe  folly  to  declare,  tbat  Rapin's  book  was  the 
iBoet  vahudde  performance,  jnst  immedjately  aller  they  bad  taxed  Dr.  Smollett  witb 
bamig,  by  a  spedous  plan,  aoticipated  tbe  j«Ri^ment  <tf  the  public.    Finally,  finding  all 
tbeir  endeayonis  bad  proyed  aboitive,  we  bave  reason  to  belieye  they  liired  the  pen  of 
the  rey.  Thomas  Comber,  of  York,  A.  B«  to  atigmatioe  and  blacken  the  characfer  of  the 
work  wbicb  bas  been  to  tbem  soch  a  souroe  of  damage  and  yexation.    Aecordingly,  tbis 
tbeir  cbaB^mm  bas  eanied  bis  wages  wkb  sorprising  eagemess  and  resolution :  be  bas 
daabed  tbroiigb  thick  and  diin,  without  fear  of  repulse;  witbout  dread  of  reputatton. 
Indeed  be  writBSwitb  a  degiee  of  acrimony  tbat  seeoB  to  be  personal;  perbaps,  if  tlie 
tratb  Witt  known,  be  wonid  be  foimd  one  of  thoae  obseure  authors,  wbo  have  occasion- 
ally  leceiyed  correctkm  in  sobm  number  of  tbe  Clitical  Review,  and  looks  upon  Dr. 
SmoUett  as  tfae  administrator  of  tbat  correcticm ;  bat  this  we  oniy  mentbn  as  a  conjec- 
tme."—- Tbe  eoocludb^  paragn^b  of  (ftis  netiew  of  Comber^s  paiiiphiet,  is  not  less  clia* 
HMsteństic  of  SoMlIetf  s  temper,  and  styie,  when  be  wished  to  be  thought  above  all 
peMy  flaseittaieals. 

fombrr  ^'yeiy  modestly  lays^  be  bopes  be  bas  kept  within  the  bounds  of  good 
bitMUng^  aad  amployed  nonę  of  tbat  ytrałeBOe  which  the  Critical  Reviewers  have  eser- 

<  M09t  of  the  DMne«  in  this  passie  are  printed  ooly  with  the  initial  and  finał  leUera,  exrept  tbat  of 
BapiB,  which  foUowt.    Tbis  R— o  may  meaa  Robertion,  whoM  first  history  was  then  ia  the  prass.    C. 
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cised  agauist  the  most  re$pectabk  characiers.  One  can  hardly  refrain  firom  UmgUąg 
when  łie  reads  tłiis  declaration.*  Mr.  Comber  may  always  be  assured,  that  it  k  not  hk 
his  power  to  excite  the  indignation  of  the  Critical  Reyiewers:  tbere  are  some  objects  too 
contemptible  to  excite  resentment.  We  should  be  glad,  howeYer,  to  know  wbat  thoae 
most  respectable  charactcrs  are,  that  we  have  treated  with  indecency.  Those  mo$t  rt$peei' 
abie  personagcs  are  Drs.  Sbebbeare  and  tiill^  Oriffiths  and  his  spoose;  a  gioup,  to  whidi 
the  rev.  Mr.  Comber  will  make  a  very  proper  addition.  We  think  we  see  this  fonnid- 
able  band,  forgetting  the  distinctions  of  party,  sitting  m  close  divan^  animated  with 
double  pots,  encoaraged  with  double  pay,  by  the  right  worshipiul  the  proprietors  of 

R n,  to  renew  their  attadis  against  the  Complete  History  of  England.     We  shall 

proj>hecy,  however,  that  the  author  of  that  work  will  never  deign  to  take  aoy  pofalic 
hotice  of  what  may  be  advanced  against  faim  by  wiiters  of  their  dass.  He  coiwideiB 
them  as  little  inconsiderable  curs  barking  at  the  Moon.  NeYertheleas,  in  order  to  whet 
their  spleen,  we  will  inform  the  rev.  Mr.  Comber,  that  notwithstandmg  the  uocomaoo 
arts,  and  great  expense,  with  which  his  honest  employers  have  puffed^  and  advertised 
his  pamphlet,  the  Complete  History  of  England  continues  to  liae  in  the  estimation  of 
the  public ;  and  that  above  ten  thousand  numbers  of  the  woik  are  weekly  pmdiąaed  bj 
the  subjects  of  Great  Britain,besides  those  that  are  sold  in  Irdand  and  the  phntatioiis."— 

During  his  confinement  in  the  King's  Bench  for  the  libel  on  admind  Knowles,  he 
timused  himself  in  writing  the  Adyentures  of  Sir  Launcelot  GreaveSy  a  aort  of  tJD^iik 
Quixote.  This  he  gave  in  detached  parts  in  the  Britlsh  Magazine,  one  of  thoae  period!- 
cal  works  in  which  he  was  induced  to  engage  by  the  consi^eration  of  a  r^nlar  supply. 
This  novel  was  afterwards  publbhed  in  two  voIumes,  12mo;  but  had  not  the  popukuily 
of  bis  former  works  of  th;it  kind,  and  as  a  composition,  whether  in  point  of  fiible,  cha* 
racter,  or  humour,  is  indeed  far  inferior  to  any  of  them. 

The  success  of  his  History  encouraged  him  to  write  a  cbotinuation  of  it,  fioni  1748  to 
1764.  The  Yolume  for  17^5,  his  biographer  aeems  not  to  have  known,  was  written  by 
Ciuthrie  duriug  Smolletfs  absence  on  the  continent  By  the  History  and  CoatiDiiatkNi 
he  is  said  to  hav«  cleared  >C9000.  He  is  also  sapposed  to  haTe  writtea  the  accounts  of 
France,  Itily,  and  Germany  for  the  Universal  History,  when  published  in  octavo  TofaiflML 
A  writer  of  the  Gentleman's  Magazme  states,  that  he  received  fifteen  hundred  guineas 
for  preparing  a  new  edition  of  the  same  History,  but  this.  must  be  a  mistake,  as  he 
dead  some  years  before  that  edition  was  undertaken. 

When  lord  Butę  was  promóted  to  the  office  of  first  minister,  SmoUett^s  pen  was 
gaged  to  support  him  against  the  popular  clamour  excited  by  Wilket  and  his 
With  this  view  our  author  commenced  a  weekly  paper,  called  The  Briton,  which  was  an- 
swered  by  Wilkes  in  his  morę  celebrated  North  Britain.  Had  this  been  a  oontest  of  ar- 
gument, wit,  or  even  merę  personal  and  political  recrimination,  SmoUett  wonld  faave 
had  little  to  fear  from  the  talents  of  Wilkes ;  but  the  public  mind,  inflamed  by  eieiy 
śpecies  of  misrepresentation,  was  on  the  side  of  Wilkes,  and  the  Briton  was  disooitfinned, 
when  lord  Butę,  its  supposed  patron,  could  no  looger  keep  his  seat  Before  this  short 
contest,  Smollett  had  lived  on  terms  of  intimacy  with  Wilkes,  who,  haring  00  łfcnSyn^iff 
that  were  not  absolotely  necessary  to  serve  a  temporary  interest,  probably  did  not  tbiak 
the  worse  of  Smollett  for  givmg  him  an  opportunity  to  tiiumph  orer  the  anlhor  tif  tfac 
Complete  Hbtory  of  England.     Smollett,  howeyer,  was  not  diaposed  to  view  the  ontlo 

4  Comber^s  pamphlet  was  reyiewed  in  the  Monthly  in  September,  and  Smollett  could  not  bave  ^^ 
h  when  be  wrote  this.    C 
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With  this  complacenćy.     He  expected  a  reward  for  his  senrices,  and  tras  disappointed/ 
umJ  his  chagrin  od  this  occasion  he  soon  took  an  opportunity  to  expre$s. 
'   Aboitt  tlie  years  i76'3  and  1764  we  6od  bis  name  to  a  translation  of  Voltaire*s  works, 
and  to  a  compilation  eutitled  The  Present  State  of  all  Nations,  in  eight  Yolumes,  8vo. 
Wfiat  he  contribttted,  besides  his  name,  to  eithdr  of  these  undertakings  cannot  oow  be  as- 
certained.    The  translation  of  Yoltaire  is  in  all  respects  beneath  his  talents. 

In  tfae  month  of  June  I763f  he  went  abroad,  partly  onaccount  of  liishealth,  and 
paitly  to  relieve  his  and  Mrs.  SmoUetfs  grief  for  tlie  loss  of  their  only  chitd,  an  amiabie 
young  lady  who  dicd  in  ber  fifteenth  year.  He  pursued  his  journey  through  France  and' 
Italy  about  two  years,  and  soon  after  his  return  in  17O6,  gave  the  public  tłie  result  of 
his  observations,  in  two  Yolbmes,  8vo.  entitled,  Tnivels  throngh  France  and  Italy.  This* 
work,  altliough  it  attalned  no  high  degree  of  popularity,  was  read  with  sympathetic 
interest)  as  exhibiting  a  melanchody  picture  of  the  author*s  mind,  '*  traduced"  as  he  in* 
forms  ns,  '*  by  malice,  persecuted  by  iaction,  and  overwbelmed  by  the  sense  of  domestic 
calamity."  On  this  acćount,  the  natural  and  artifidal  objects  which  make  traveUing 
delightftil,  had  no  other  effect  on  him  than  to  excite  his  spleen,  which  he  has  odeń  in- 
dulged  in  reprcsentations  and  opinions  unworthy  of  his  taste. .  These,  however,  are  not 
nnmiKed  with  observations  of  auother  kind,  acute,  just,  and  usefuL  <  It  is  remarkabłe- 
tbat  in  a  subscquent  piiblication  (Humphrey  Clinker)  he  makes  his  principal  cliaracter, 
Matthew  Bramble,  describe  what  he  saw.^ui  England  in  the  same  unvaried  language  of 
spleen  and  ill-humour. 

Soon  after  his  arrival  from  the  continent,  his  health  still  decaying,  he  undertook  a 
journey  to  Scotland,  and  renewed  his  attachment  to  his  relations  and  friends.  During^ 
thb  journey,  Dr.  Moore  informs  us,  that  *'  lie  was  greatly  torraented  with  rheumatic 
pains,  and  afilicted  besides  with  an  ulcer  on  his  arm  which  had  been  neglected  on  its 
first  appearance.  These  disorders  confined  him  much  to  his  chamber,  but  did  not  pre- 
▼ent  bis  conTersation  from  being  highly  entertaining,  when  the  misery  of  which  they 
wer«.product]ve,  permitted  him  to  aśsociate  with  his  friends.*'  From  Scotland  he  went 
to  Bath,  and  about  the  beginniug  of  IJiy^  had  recovered  hu  health  and  spirits  in  a  Tery 
considerable  degree. 

His  next  production,  which  appeared  in  1769,  proved  that  he  had  not  forgotten  the 
neglect  with  which  he  was  treated  by  that  rainistry,  in  whose  favour  he  wrote  the  Bri- 
ton.  This  was  entitled  the  Adventures  of  an  Atom.  Under  fictitious  names,  of  Japa-' 
nese  structure,  be  reviews  the  conduct  of  the  eminent  politiciaiis  who  had  conducted 
or  opposed  the  measures  of  govemment  from  the  year  1754,  and  retracts  the  opinion  he 
had  given  of  some  of  these  statesmen  in  his  history,  particularly  of  the  earl  of  Chatham 
and  lord  Butę.  His  biographer  allows  that  many  of  the  characters  are  grossly  misre- 
presented,  for  which  no  other  reason  can  be  assi^ed  than  his  own  disappointmeut.  The 
whole  ptoTes,  what  hąs  often  been  seen  suice  his  time,  that  the  measnres  which  are  nght 
and  proper  when  a  reward  is  in  view,  are  wroug  and  abominabla  when  that  reward  is 
withfaeld. 

The  publlcation  of  this  work,  while  it  prodaimed  that  his  sincerity  as  a  political  writec 
was  not  much  to  be  depended  on,  afforded  another  uistance  of  that  unpnidence  which 
his  biographer  has  ingeuionsly  carried  over  to  the  account  of  independence.  His  liealth 
again  requiring  the  genial  iufluences  of  a  milder  climate,  the  expense  of  which  he  was 
imable  to  bear,  his  iriends  solicited  the  veiy  persons  whom  he  had  just  satyrizeil,  to 
•btam  for  him  the  oifice  of  consul  at  Mice^  Naples,  or  L^hom.    Dr.  Moore  informs  \ui 
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Witb  raore  acrimony  tban  tnitfa,  "  tłiet  these  applieolioiis  were  fhulkfli.    Dr. 
had  never  spanidkd  ministers ;  he  couM  oot  enchire  tke  insoleiiee  of  ofiee,  or 
to  cułtivate  the  fHvouF  of  any  penon  Dierely  oa  tccount  of  Ub  power :  aad  beśdes  h# 
was  a  ntan  of  genius/' 

He  set  out,  howąwsr,  for  łtsdy  easly  ki  1770,  witk  a  debilitatech  body,  sod  «  ound 
probably  irritated  by  hts  i«e«Bt  disuppointraefit)  but  nod  wHJiout  nudi  of  tbe  eaae 
wbicb  argues  firuuiess,  «iiic«  dwiiif  tlńi  jomuef  he  <oiUd  so  pkaaantiy  di?<it  kb  aor- 
tows  by  wńting  Tbe  EnpeditioB  ci  Hunphrey  Okiktt.  This  iiovel,  if  it  mt^  be  so 
oalkd*  for  ife  bas  no  reguhur  fiible,  ia  poiot  of  geaume  humoar,  knowiedge  of  life  aad 
manners,  aod  debnealkn  of  character,  is  inferior  only  to  Ihs  Rodeńck  Random  and 
Wregrine  Piekle.  It  h»  aksady  been  noticed  that  Matthew  Biambley  tbe  {Nriydpal 
eharacter,  diaplays  tbe  <;yiiacał  temper  and  bumane  feelings  of  tbe  autbor  ob  bis  tour 
en  tbe  contineot;  and  it  may  how  be  added  that  he  bas  given  anotber  sketcb  c£  htn- 
aelf  m  tbe  cbaracter  of  Serie  in  the  first  Yolume.  Tbts  accooot  of  tbe  iągratitude  of 
Pauncefbrd  to  SnioUett  is  striotly  f rae ;  aod  as  hb  biograpbers  seem  n^aoąuaiiited  with 
tbe  circiunBtances,  tbe  foliowing  may  not  be  unhłteresting,  wbicb  was  rebited  to  me  l^ 
tbe  hite  intimate  fnend  of  Suolłetty  Mr.  Hamilton,  tbe  printer  and  proprietor  of  tbe 
Ciiticai  Hevlew. 

*<  Paanceford  was  a  John  € 1>  wbo  was  fed  by  Smollett  wben  be  bad  aot 

bread  to  eat>  nor  clothes  to  cover  biai.  He  wa«  taken  out  to  India  as  piiirate  secretaiy 
to  a  celebraled  goYernor-general,  and  as  essayist;  and  after  only  tbree-years^iacDoe, 
fetumed  wilhforty  thousand  poiiuds.  Frooi  India  he  sent  several  letters  to  Smollett^ 
pro^sing  that  he  was  coming  over  to  lay  bis  fortunę  at  the  feet  of  bis  benefactor.  But 
on  his  arTivał,  he  treated  Smollett,  Hamilton,  aad  others,  wbo  bad  befriended  bim, 
with  tbe  most  uagrateful  contempt.  The  person  wbo  taught  hun  tbe  art  of  essayiag 
becarae  reduced  in  circuawtances,  and  is  now  (1792)  or  lately  was  collector  of  tbe 
toll  on  carts  at  Holbom  Ban.  C-— ~-l  never  paid  him,  or  any  person  to  wbom  be  was 
bidebted.  He  died  in  two  or  tbree  years  after  at  hk  bouse  near  Hounslow,  univemłly 
despisf  d«  At  tbe  reąuest  of  Smollett,  Mn  Haipilton  employed  him  to  write  in  tbe 
Critical  Review,  which,  with  Smolletfs  charity,  was  all  his  support,  previoasly  to 
departuro  for  India/' 

Sucb  kindness  and  such  ingratitude  ougfat  not  to  be  concealed,  but  it  is  Icas 
tary  to  poiuŁ  out  tbe  very  fliittering  accoiint  he  bas  given  of  his  bospitality  and  pa- 
Ironage  of  inferior  auihors,  while  he  reddied  at  Chelsea.  While  fiill  credit,  bowerer, 
ii  given  for  tbea^.yirtues,  it  cannot  be  a  disfespectiul  wiab^that  be  bad  found  anotber 
]^fiegyri$t  than  bimself*  Tfaere  b  na  instance  of  any  man  of  Dr.  Smolktt^s  lank  in 
the  łłterary  worid  takiag  so  many  opportunities  to  aound  hb  ows  praiaes,  and  that 
without  any  of  tlie  disgnises  which  are  employed  by  men  wbo  wbb  to  aoąuire  a  iacti- 
lioua  cbaracter.  At  thb  time,  perhaps,  be  was  desiroaa  of  reeoveiiog  tbe  reputation 
which  enTy  and  malke  bad  suppieaaed  or  dai^ened,  and  aiigbt  nat  be  wifboot  bopes 
that  as  he  was  now  approachiog  tbe  close  of  life,  hb  enemies  would  relent,  and  admit 
bb.evldeBce. 

.  In  the  neighboorbood  of  Leghorn,  he  lingered  tfaroagb  tbe  summer  of  177 1»  id  tbe 
fuli  pofisession  of  hb  faculties,  and  died  en  tbe  91st  of  October,  ia  tbe  51st  year  ef 
Ju»  age.  Dr«  Armstrong,  wbo  vbiled  bim  at  Legbem,  boaaured  bb  lemaias  witb  a 
Łatm  mscription,  ekgantly  noticiag  hb  geaius  and  vaftues^  and  seiieiely  seieotiDg  oa 
tbe  ^/  tuBc»»  in  whicb  hardly  any  litentiy  ment  bal  sackaf  wa«  ia  the  mast  ftbeas 
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Ibtife  imtof  Itteiłcd  any  onoorsi^enMnt  from  the  ftiock  MmceamóA  of  Britaln.*'  Iń 
tbe  jt«r  1774,  a  edonm  was  eitcted  to  his  memoiy  od  tbe  banks  of  tbe  Leveii,  near 
Hw  koasa  k  wbkh  he  was  bom^  Tha  JMcriplioB  on  this  was  the  jomt  prodactionof 
htń  Kanies^  yrofessor  Georga  Skvaat,  aad  John  Ramsay,  ^«  and  was  reyised  by 
]>r.  Mbasso.  11  is  ełegaac,  aActing  and  modest 
Dr»  Moons^s  opiami  of  fa»  personal  dharacter  is  tfaos  given : 
**  The  pcrsdii  of  Smottett  was  stont  and  well  profortioned^  his  emmteiiance  engsf^^ 
iag,  his  maaner  resenred,  with  a  oertain  air  of  dignity  that  seemed  to  indicate  that  ht 
was  llol  iiiacoMcioatf  of  his  ownpoweis.  He  was  of  a  diąmition  so  humane  and  ge<- 
■arous,  Ihat  be  was  eter  ready  to  serre  the  nnfortanate,  and  on  some  occasioos  to  assist 
Aettk  beyomi  what  his  drcumstances  could  jostify.  Though  few  contd  penetrate  wtth 
morę  acuteness  into  charactery  yet  nonę  was  morę  apt  to  oTerłook  miseonduct  wken  at- 
landed  with  DiisfMaDe. 

*'  He  lifed  in  asi  hespitable  manner,  bnt  be  despised  that  hospitaKty  which  is  fonaded 
mt  oBisBtatioii,  which  entertains  only  tbose  whose  situatioH  m  lift  flatters  the  vaoity  of 
the  eiilertaineo  or  snch  as  cm  make  retums  of  the  same  kind,  that  hospitality  which 
kecps  a  debto  and  creditor  aooodnt  of  dinners.  Smollett  intited  to  hb  plain  bat  plen* 
tilbi  tahk  the  persons  whose  charaeters  he  estcemed,  in  whose  canversation'  he  de- 
i^tedy  and  many  for  nó  otber  reason  thmi  becanse  they  stood  m  need  of  his  coon* 
taamsce  artd  ptotedson. 

*'  At  B0tk^  was  morę  abhonient  to  his  naturę  than  pertness  or  ktniskin,  few  thiogs 
«ovM  fiendtr  hhn  moie  indignant  than  a  cołd  reception:  to  this  however  he  imagined 
he  had  sometimes  beea  ezpbsed  on  his  ap^ieation  in  fatonr  of  otheis :  fbr  himself  be 
aerer  madę  aii  apj^kalien  tib  any  goeat  man  in  łns  Kfe. 

*^  Wne  fiom  9am^,  Smołlett  kwd  a  coBlńderable  shans  of  pride^  and  gteat.seasibiłity : 
his  passions  wele  easily  moted^  and  teo  hnpetnoas  whcn  ronsed :  he  cooid  not  eon* 
oeal  hb  eenIcBipt  of  felly^  hb  dctestation  c^  frand,  nor  refraid  from  prochdming  hb 
iadignatieft  againsl  eveły  instanoe  of  c^ipiresskm. 

'*  Tboaf^  SaMlIett  poss^ssed  a  ▼crsatilily  of  style  fai  writingi  which  he  couM  accom- 
Bodaite  te  ereiy  ćharaetery  he  had  b»  soppleness  in  hb  conduct  Hb  leaming^  dili* 
gence,  and  natural  acuteness  would  have  rendered  him  eminent  in  the  science  of  medi* 
mtttf  had  he  p«rse¥ered  in  that  profession ;  Mher  patts  of  hb  character  Werę  iii- 
aoited  for  aHgmeating  hb  practise.  He  eeuhł  neiiher  stoop  lo  ia^MMe  on  cradality ,  nor 
hnmeur  capiice. 

<<  He  w)is  4tf  mi  mttfepid,  independent,  nN^mdent  dbposbion,  eąually  meapable  of 
dkoail  aad  adolatm^  mid  morę  dfep^aed  to  coUsnlte  the  aeq«aintaiiee  of  those  he  coiild 
aarfe^  than  of  those  whd  cotiłd  stne  lim.  What  wonder  that  a  man  of  hb  eharacter 
wa»ttot»  what  b  eaUcd,  suecessAil  in  Ufo  V' 

How  far  thb  character  agrees  with  the  fects  dltailefl  in  tfab  mirtfatife,  and  whkh  Mt 
pńneipattj  takeo  from  Dr.  Moore,  4iajr  be  fiow  safeły  kft  to  the  deteralinatien  of  the 
seadcr. 

As  an  author,  Dr«  Smrilett  b  nmvetsałly  allowed  the  prabe  of  otiginal  gemtis  dis- 
played  with  aa  easa  awl  variety  whieh  are  raiely  fonnd.  Yet  tfab  chUracter  belon^i 
daeffy  tofab  noveIs.  In  oon%et  ddmaatiott  of  life  and  amnaers,  and  mdiawing  cks- 
ncters  ef  the  humosone  dam,  he  hM  fbw  ei|Mdsb  Bat  when  Ab  prabe  i»  bestpwed, 
cTet7cń)icwhaiFahMswbatbiaetriM9«itm*lMifW^  Iba  iniersst  ef  aeia(f 
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and  dccency,  inust  surely  stop.    It  can  be  of  no  use  to  anałyze  eacfa  mdiridiiil  tcea^f 

iucklenty  or  character  in  works  wbicfa,  after  all,  must  be  pronounced  uofitto  be  read. 

But  if  tiie  morals  of  tbe  reader  were  in  no  danger,  his  taste  can  hardly  escape  being 
iusulted  or  perverted.  Smolletl's  humour  b  of  so  Iow  a  cast,  and  his  praetical  jokc* 
so  frequently  end  in  what  is  vulgar,  mean,  and  filt^iy,  that  it  would  be  iapomble  to 
acqnire  a  relish  for  thcm^  without  injury  done  to  tbe  cbaster  feelings,  and  to  the  jnst 
respect  due  to  genuine  wit.  No  novel  writcr  seeras  to  take  morę  ddight  in  assembhng 
iinages  and  incidents  that  are  gross  and  disgusting :  'nor  has  he  scrapled  to  introduce, 
with  morę  than  slight  notice,  those  vices  which  are  not  fit  even  to  be  named.  If  thii 
be  a  just  representation  of  his  most  favourite  noTels,  it  is  in  vain  to  oppoae  it  by  point- 
ing  out  passagcs  which  do  credit  to  his  genius,  and  morę  vain  to  attempt  to  pio^  thit 
vir2ue  aud  taste  are  not  directly  injured  by  sucłi  producUous^ 

As  a  historian,  Smolletfs  reputation  has  certainly  not  been  preserred.  Wbeo  be  pob- 
lisbed  his  History,  somethikig  of  the  kind  was  wauted,  and  it  was  execttted  in  a  mamer 
not  unworthy  of  his  taleuts.  But  the  writings  of  Hume,  Robertson,  and  Gibbon  bafe 
introduced  a  taste  for  a  higher  species  of  historical  composition :  and^  if  I  am  not  tnaar 
taken,  tliere  has  been  no  complete  edition  of  SmoUett^s  History,  but  that  wfaidi  be  pnb- 
lishcd.  Had  he  been  allowed  the  proper  time  for  revbion  and  reflection,  it  canaot  be 
doubted  that  he  might  have  produced  a  wOrk  deserving  of  morę  lasting  famę.  Hb 
History,  even  as  we  have  it,  when  we  advert  to  the  short  time  be  took  for  ita  <xN0ple- 
tion;  b  a  very  extrdordinary  eftort^  and  instead  of  blaming  him  for  occasionalły  foI« 
lowing  hb  authorities  too  0ervile]y,  the  wonder  ought  to  be  that  he  found  leisure  tO 
depart  from  them  so  frequently,  and  to  assign  reasons,  which  are  not  those  of  a  super- 
ficiąl  thinker.  It  is  impossible,  howerer,  to  quit  tlib  subject  without  adverting  to  the 
modę  of  publication  which  dispersed  the  work  among  a  class  of  persons,  the  purcfaasera 
of  sixpenny  numbers^  whom  Smollett  too  easily  took  for  the  leamed  and  disceming  part 
of  the  public.  Tfais  fallacious  encouragement  afforded  fuel  to  bb  irritable  temper, 
by  incitmg  him,  not  only  to  tlie  arts  of  puffing,  by  which  the  literary  cbaracter  is 
degraded,  but  to  those  vttlgar  and  spleneticrecriminatbns  of  which  a  specimen  bas  htea 
gWtu,  and  which  must  have  lowered  him  yet  morę  in  the  opinion  of  the  emiaeiit  cha- 
racters  of  hb  day. 

Smollett  was  not  succcssful  m  his  chramatic  attempts.  Those  who  jadged  from  tiie 
ease  and  vivacity  of  hb  pictures  of  life  and  manners  in  hb  noveby  no  doubt  thonght 
tliemselyes  justified  in  encouraging  him  in  thb  species  of  composition.  But  all  expe- 
rience  shows  that  the  talents  necessary  for  the  prose  epic>  and  those  lor  the  regiilar 
drama,  are  essentially  difierent,  and  have  jptely  met  in  one  man.  Fielding,  t  novelBt 
greatly  superior,  and  who  after  the  trials  of  morę  than  half  a  centuiy,  may  be  pró« 
nounced  iniinitable,  was  yet  foiled  in  hb  dramktic  attempts,  although  he  letumed  to 
the  charge  with  firesh  courage  ańd  skill. 

As  a  poet,  in  which  cbaracter  only  Smollett  b  here  introdaced,  although  hb  pieoei 
are  few,  they  must  be  allowed  to  confer  a  Tery  high  rank.  It  is,  indeed,  greatly  to 
be  lamentcd  that  he  did  not  cultivate  lib  poetical  talents  morę  frequentiy  and  morę 
extenśively.  The  Tears  of  Scotland  and  the  Ode  to  Independence^  particulariy  tbe 
hitter,  are  equal  to  the  bighest  efforts  in  the  pathetic  and  sublim^.  In  the  Ode  to  In- 
dependence  there  is  evideD|ly  the  inspiiation  of  real  genius,  free  from  all  aitifidal  aid, 
or  meretrictous  ornament.    It  may  be  questioBed  whether  there  are  many  oompositioBs 
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in  onr  languajsie  whicb  morę  forcibly  chann  by  all  the  eucbantments  of  taste,  expres- 
sioDj  and  sentunent.  Some  obsenrations  on  this  ode,  and  usually  prhited  with  it,  are 
tbe  prodaction  of  professor  Richardson.  It  may  be  neceasary  to  add  that  this  ode 
was  left  in  manuscript  by  Smollett,  and  publisbed  at  Glasgow  and  London  in  1773. 

Advice  and  Reproof  have  already  been  noticed,  and  are  morę  remarkable  for  their 
•atirical  aim,  than  for  poetićal  beauties.  His  songs  and'  other  smali  pieces  were  in- 
troduced  principally  in  his  novels  and  in  the  Repriaal.  To  oor  regret  we  may  add 
Home  degree  of  surprise,  that  one  who  could  write  so  well  should  write  so  little  in  a 
department  which  generally  confers  a  mnch  higher  degree  of  famę  than  he  could  eipect 
from  most  of  his  other  prodactions, 

The  original  works  of  Smollett  were  publisbed  by  the  London  proprietors  in  1797, 
in  eight  voiumes,  8vo.  To  this  edition  Dr.  Moore  was  engtiged  to  fumiah  a  life.  An- 
other  life  about  the  same  time  was  publisbed  at  Edinburgh  by  Dr.  Anderson.  I  ha^e 
UTailed  myself  of  both,  -as  far  as  regards  matters  of  iact.  If  I  have  not  been  able  to 
join  in  their  opioion  of  Dr.  Smollett,  it  is  some  excuae  that  I  ha^e  been  indebted  t« 
tbem  for  the  prindpal  reasons  which  have  induced  me  to  diflfer. 
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A  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 


WHATEYER  raluctance  I  Iuive  to  trouUe 
the  public  mth  a  deuil  of  tbe  mortificm- 
tioBs  1  Kmw  MifiKrad,  m  my  Atteapto  to  briajr  Ihe 
Aosainy  performance  oa  tbe  stage,  1  thiak  i t  a  daty 
ncombent  upon  me,  todeclare  my  rfeaaoaa  for  pre- 
eeoting  it  in  thi»  extiaeniiiiary  manner;  aii4,  if  tbe 
caplBnatioB  sball  be  foand  aiŁher  tediouaor  tiifluig, 
I  h«ipe  tbe  caiMJid  reader  viU  obarge  my  łapperti* 
memce  upon  tbese  wbo  droYe  me  to  tbe  neceaaity 
of  making  sucb  aa  inefiectual  appeal. 

Besides,  I  flatter  mysalf,  that  a  fair  repnetenta- 
lioD  of  tho  uaa^  1  bave  met  with  will  be  as  a 
Wacon»  to  caution  other  ineaperifnced  autbors 
againat  the  ionnoerity  of  mniia^en,  to  wbtch  tbey 
BDigbt  oUierwise  beeome  egregious  dupea;  aod, 
after  a  csjoliog  dream  of  good  fortunę,  wake  in 
aii  the  aggravatioo  of  diBappoiatment. 

Ałtboiigfai  I  ełaim  no  merit  from  haviDg  finiSbed 
«  tragedy  at  tha  age  of  eightean,  I  caimoi  help 
tbinking  nyself  entitled  to  lome  sbam  of  indul* 
fenca  for  the  humility»  iuduitry,  and  palience  1 
luMra  caertfld  during  a  period  of  ten  year«,  id 
vhioh  tfaifi  anfortiiDate  paoduction  balib  been  ex- 
poaed  totbecensureof  cńticsofaUd^pnet;  aofl 
in  oome^ucBoe  of  thatr  seYenł  opinioa%  aJtered» 
aod  (1  hopc)  asMndedy  timcs  wkboat  nnmher. 

Had  Bome  of  those  who  were  pleased  W  oaU 
my  friendd  bean.al  aaypains  to  de- 
tha  charaoter^  Mid  told  oie  ingenuowily 


what  I  had  to  e«peet  i«  tbo  capacHy  of  aa  aatbor« 
when  I  first  profleaied  myseU'  of  that  Teaerabler 
fraternity,  I  should,  in  all  probability,  hav« 
spared  myself  the  ineredible  labour  and  cbagrin  i 
bave  »iQce  ondergone:  but,  aa  early  as  the  year 
1739,  my  play  was  taken  into  the  prptactios  of 
one  of  tliose  little  feUows  who  ara  sometimea 
called  grcat  men ;  aud,  Uke  other  orphaoi,  aąc- 
lecŁed  accordin^ly. 

Stang  with  resentment,  which  I  mistook  for 
contempt,  I  resolved  to  puaiah  this  barbarous  io- 
diffeff«Dc«,  and  actually  discardad  my  patron ; 
consoling  myself  with  the  barren  praiae  of  a  fow 
auociates,  MPho,  in  the  most  indeiatigahla  maanar^ 
eraployed  their  time  and  influence  in  oollecting 
fpom  all  qoaitere  obserrations  on  my  piece,  which, 
in  conseqaence  of  those  soggestions,  put  on  a  naw 
appearance  almost  erery  day»  oatil  my  occasiooa 
called  me  out  of  the  kingdooi* 

Soon  ailer  my  feturin  I  aod  laj  prodactio» 
were  introdoced  to  a  lato  patontoe,  of  courteoaa 
memory,  who  (rest  hia  aaul!)  found  tneaas  to 
amuse  me  a  whole  seaton,  and  tfaeu  declared  i$ 
impracticable  to  biing  itce  till  nest  year;  adńa* 
ing  BM  to  malm  my  ai^licatioa  morę  early  in 
tbe  winter*  that  we  migbt  bave  time  to  conaerl 
suob  alterationf  as  should  ba  thou^t  necessary 
for  its  successful  appearence  on  the  stage.^-^Bul 
I  did  not  find  my  accoant  in  foUowing  this  whole- 
8ome  advioai  fov>  to  me,  be  was  always  less  and 
lesi»  at  lei  surf.  la  short,  after  sundry  promises» 
and  aumbarlesa  eaasions,  in  tbe  oourse  of  which 
ha  praetisad  upon  me  tlie  whole  art  of  procrasti* 
natiou,  1  demanded  his  finał  answer,  with  soch 
obsUaairy  and  waąiath,  that  ha  oould  no  loagar 
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resUt  my  importunity,  aiki  refused  my  tragcdy  in  I  with   mich  adrantage    as    t^ould    make   aafif 
plain  teims. — Not  that  he  mcntioned  any  materiał  I  amends  for  all  my  disappointmentt. 


objections  to  the  piece  itsetf,  but  sceraed  to  fear 
my  iDterest  was  not  siifBcicnt  to  snpport  it  in  the 
repre8entat'on;  affirming,  that  no  dramatic  com- 
position,  ho\vever  perfect,  could  succeed  with  an 
English  aiiflienrc  by  it«  ovvn  meńt  only;  but 
must  entirciy  dcpond  upon  a  faction  raised  in  its 
behalf. — Incensed  at  this  unexpected  declaration, 
I  reproached  him  bitteily  for  having  trifled  with 
me  so  long;  and,  likc  my  brothcr  Bayes,  threat- 
ened  to  carry  my  performance  to  the  other 
bou.se. 

This  was  actnally  my  intention,  M'hen  I  was 
giren  to  understand  by  a  frioud,  tbat  a  nobleman 
of  great  weight  had  expre8sed  aa  inclination  to 
.  pemse  it;  and  that,  as  interest  was  requisite,  I 
cculd  Bot  do  better  than  gratify  his  desire  witb 
all  expedition.  I  committed  it  accordingly  to  the 
care  of  my  cuunsellor,  vho  uodertook  to  give  me 
a  good  acconiit  of  it  in  less  than  a  fortnight:  but 
fuiir  months  elapsed  before  I  heard  any  tidinrs  of 
my  play;  and  tben  it  was  retrieved  by  pure  acci- 
d(nt  (I  belicve)  from  the  most  disbonourable 
apartment  of  his  lordship'8  house. 

Euraged  at  the  behaviour  of  this  supercilious 
peer,  and  exceeding1y  mortified  at  the  miscarriage 
of  all  my  efforts,  I  wreaked  my  resentraent  npon 
the  Innocent  cause  of  my  disgraces,  and  forthwith 
condemned  it  to  oblivion,  where,  in  a! I  probability, 
łt  would  bave  for  ever  slept,  like  a  miserable  abor- 
tion,  had  not  a  3'oung  gentleman  of  learning  and 
taste  waked  my  patcrnal  seiise,  and  prrsuaded  me 
not  only  to  rescue  it  firom  the  tomb,  whcre  it  had 
lain  two  whole  years,  but  aiso  to  new  model  the 
plan,  which  was  imperfcct  and  undigested  befbre, 
and  mould  it  into  a  regular  tragcdy,  confined 
within  the  unities  of  the  drama. 

Thus  iniprored,  it  fell  into  the  hnnds  of  a  gen- 
tleman who  had  wrote  for  the  stajtc,  and  hap- 
pened  to  please  him  ^o  murh,  that  he  spoke  of  it 
Tery  cordialły  to  a  young  nobleman,  sińce  dc- 
ceasedy  who,  in  the  most  generous  manuerj 
cbarged  himself  with  the  care  of  introducing  it  to 
tlie  public;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  honoured  me 
with  bis  otvn  remarks,  in  confbrmity  to  which,  it 
was  immediately  aitered,  and  offered  by  his  lofd- 
•hip  to  the  new  manager  of  Drury-lane  theatre. 
It  was  about  the  latteir  end  of  tha  season  when 
this  caiidid  peponage,  to  whom  I  owe  many  ob- 
ligations  for  the  exerci6es  of  patience  he  has  set 
me,  received  the  performance,  which,  some  weeks 
after,  he  retumed,  assuring  my  friend  that  he  was 
pre-engaged  to  another  autbor,  but  if  I  could  be 
prevailc(^upon  to  reserre  it  till  the  ensuing  Win- 
ter, he  would  bring  it  on.^-ln  the  interim,  my 
noble  patron  left  Ix>ndon,  wbither  he  was  dooroed 
nerer  to  return;  and  the  conscientions  maoagrr 
iiext  seaiion,  instead  of  fulfilling  his  owo  promisc 
and  my  expcctation,  gratified  the  town  with  the 
prodiicti  *n  of  a  player,  the  fate  of  which  eyery 
body  knows. 

I  shall  lea%-e  the  reader  to  make  his  reflections 
on  thia  ev<»n%  and  proceed  to  relate  the  other  par- 
ticulai-8  of  fortunę,  that  attended  my  unhappy 
issue,  which,  in  the  succeeding  spring,  had  the 
good  Hirk  to  acquire  the  approbation  of  an  emi- 
nent  wit,  who  proposed  a  few  amendments,  and 
recomroended  it  to  a  person,  by  w  bose  influence, 
1 4ald  my  account  witji  seeing  it  a2>pear  at  last. 


But  berę  too  I  reckoned  without  my  host« 
The  master  of    Covent  Garden  theatre  bloiitly 
rejected  it,  as  a  piece  altogetber  anfit  for  the 
stage;  even  after  he  had  told  me,  in  presenoe  of 
another  gentleman,  that  he  beliered  be  sfaoold  not 
venture  to  find  fault  with  any  performance  whkh 
had  gained  the  good  opinion  of  the  honourable 
person  who  approved  and  recommei>ded  my  play. 
Baffled  in  every  attempt,  I  renouneed  all  bopes 
of  its  seeing  the  light,  when  a  humane  lady  of 
quality  mterposćd,  so  nrgently  io  its  bebalf,  with 
my  worthy  friend  the  other  manager,  that  be  Tery 
complaisantly  received  it  again,  and  had  recourse 
to  the  old  mystery  of  protractlon,  which  he  ezer- 
cised  with  such  success,  that  the  season  was  al- 
most  consumed,  before  he  could  afford  tt  a  read- 
ing.      My  patience    being   by  this    time   qnite 
exhau!itcd,  I  desired  a  gentleman,  who  interested 
himself  in  my  concerns,  to  go  and  expo8tulate 
with  the  Taticide :  and  indeedi  this  piece  of  friead- 
ship  hę  perforaied  with  so  mnch  seal,  uphraiding 
him  with  bis  erasiTe  and  presnmptnous  beim- 
viour,  tbat  the  sagę  politician  was  enraged  at  his 
reprimaod;  and  in  the  mettle  of  biswmth,  pra- 
nounced  my  play  a  wretched  piece,  deficient  in 
language,  seotiment,  character,  and  plan.     My 
friend,  who  was  surprised  at  tlie  hardinesa  and 
sererity  of  this  seutence,  asking  how  he  came  to 
cbange  his  opinion,  which  had  been  morę  faToor- 
able  when  the  tragedy  was  first  pat  into  his  hands; 
he  answered,  tbat  his  opinion  was  not  alteied, 
ncłlher  had  he  ever  uttered  an  expression  in  its 
faTour. 

This  ti-as  an  unlucky  assertion— for,  the  otbc^ 
immediately  produced  a  letter  which  1  bad  r^ 
ceivpd  from  the  yoatig  nobleman  two  years  before^ 
beginning  with  these  words 

**  Sir,  1  have  reoeived   Mr.  I^ ^"s  answer; 

who  says,  he  thlnks  your  play  has  indubitable 

merit,  but  bas  priorpromisestoMr.  T n,that 

as  an  honest  man,  cannot  be  evaded.**  1  And  oco- 
cluding  thus,  "  As  the  manager  bas  promised 
me  the  choice  of  the  season  next  year^  tf  yoa'll  ba 
adTised  by  me,  rett  it  with  me.** 

After  hsTing  madę  some  remarks  mitable  to 
the  occasion,  my  friend  left  him  to  cfaew  the  cod 
of  reflection,  the  result  of  which  was,  a  mesaagc 
to  my  patronesSy  importing,  (with  many  expres- 
słons  of  duty)  that  neither  the  circnmstaoces  of 
his  company,  nor  the  adTanced  season  of  tba 
year,  would  permit  him  to  obey  ber  oommud, 
but  if  I  wonid  wait  till  next  winter,  and  doring 
the  summer,  make  such  alterations  as  I  bad 
agr(*ed  to,  at  a  conference  with  some  of  his  pńo- 
ci  pal  perfbrmers,  he  wonld  assuredly  pot  my.  play 
in  reheanal,  and  in  the  mean  time  frtTe  me  an 
obligatipn  in  writing,  for  my  forther  satisSactkm.-^ 
1  would  haTe  taken  him  at  his  wocd,  witbool 
hesłtation,  hut  was  persuaded  to  dispenae  witb  tba 
proifered  security,  tliat  1  might  not  seem  to  donbt 
the  infinence  or  authority  of  hcr  ladyship.— Tfat 
play,  howeyer,  was  altered  and  presented  to  tbif 
upright  director,  who  renouneed  bta  engagemeiic, 
without  the  least  scraple,  apology,  or 
assigned« 

Thus  haTe  I  in  the  most  impartial 
(perhaps  too  circumstantially)  displayed  tbe 
duet  of  tboic  playboiłst  managera  witb  wbom  I 
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lui<re  had  aoy  concern,  relating  to  my  tragedy: 
•nd  vhatever  disputes  have  bappened  between  the 
actors  and  me,  are  suppressed  as  fri^oloas  animo- 
sities  unworthy  of  the  r()ader*8  attention. 

Had  I  sufTered  a  repulse  when  1  (irat  preseuted 
my  performance,  I  sbould  have  had  cause  to 
complain  of  my  being  excluded  from  tliat  ayenue 
to  the  public  favour,  which  ought  to  Ue  open  to 
all  men  of  genius;  and  how  far  I  deserre  that  dis- 
tinction,  I  novr  lcave  the  world  to  decide;  after  I 
haTe,  in  justice  to  mysclf,  declared  that  my  hopes 
of  saccess  were  not  derived  A-om  the  paitial  ap- 
plaose  of  my  own  friends  oniy,  but  inspired  (as 
•orne  of  my  greatest  enemies  know)  by  the  ap- 
probation  of  person s  of  the  firsc  notę  in  the  re- 
paUic  of  taste,  whose  countenance,  I  vaiiily  ima- 
gined,  wonld  bave  been  an  effectuai  introdoction 
to  the  stage. 

Be  that  as  it  will,  I  hope  the  unprejudiced  ob-' 
senrer  will  own,  with  iodigpnation  and  disdain,  that 
every  disappoiotmcut  I  have  endurcd  was  an  ac- 
comalated  injnry;  and  the  wbole  of  luy  adversary'8 
eoodnct,  a  series  of  the  most  unjustifiable  equiTo> 
cation  and  insoleot  absurdity:  for,  though  he  may 
be  ezcosable  in  refusing  a  work  of  this  kind, 
either  on  account  of  his  ignorance  or  discernment, 
anrely,  neither  the  one  nor  the  oćber  can  vindi* 
cate  his  dissimolation  and  breach  of  promise  to 
the  author. 

Abuse  of  prerogative,  in  roatters  of  grcaber  im- 
portance,  prerails  so  much  at  prcsent,  and  is  so 
geoeraUy  overiooked,  that  it  is  almost  ridicalous 
to  lament  the  situatton  of  authors,  wbo  must 
either,  at  onoe,  forego  aU  opportunities  of  acquir^ 
ing  reputation  in  dramatic  poetry,  or  humble 
tbemselve8  ao,  as  to  sooth  the  pride,  aod  humour 
the  petnlance  of  a  merę  Goth,  whO;  by  the  most 
preposterous  delegation  of  power,  may  become 
sole  arbiter  of  this  kitid  of  writiog. 

Nay,  granting  that  a  bard  is  willing  to  prosti- 
tate  his  talents  so  shamefiilly,  perfaaps  he  may 
nerer  find  an  occasion  to  practise  this  yile  oon- 
descension  to  advantage:  for,  after  he  bas  gaiiied 
•dmission  to  a  patentee  (wbo  is  often  morę  diffi- 
cnit  of  access  tban  a  soTereign  prince)  and  even 
nade  shift  to  remove  all  otlier  objections,  an  in- 
aarmoontable  obstacle  may  be  raised  by  the  ma- 
nager^s  avarice,  which  will  dissuade  him  from 
bazarding  acertain  ezpenseon  an  ancertain  issue, 
when  be  can  fili  his  theatre  without  running  ony 
risk,  or  disoUiging  his  priocipal  actors,  by  putting 
them  to  the  trouble  of  siady  ing  nfew  parts— 

Be9ides,  be  will  be  apt  to  say  within  himself, 
^  If  I  must  entertain  the  town  with  variety,  it  is 
but  natnral  that  I  should  prefer  the  productions 
ofiny  friends,  or  of  those  who  bave  any  friends 
worth  obliging,  to  the  works  of  obscure  strangers, 
who  have  nothing  to  recommend  them  but  a 
doobtful  superiority  of  merit,  which,  in  all  likeli- 
|iood,  will  nerer  rise  in  judgment  against  me.** 

That  such  have  been  the  reflecŁioos  of  paten- 
teesy  I  beliere  no  man  of  intelligence  and  veracity 
will  deny;  and  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  on 
the  strength  of  interest  or  connoction  with  the 
stage,  some  people  have  coromenccd  dramatic 
BUthors,  wbo  otherwise  wonld  bare  emplosred 
tbeir  fiiculties  in  esercises  betAer  adapted  to  their 
capacłty. 

After  what  bas  been  said,  any  thing  by  way  of 
•pplication  would  be  aa  iofiilt  on  the  uiidsr- 


standing  of  the  pnbtic,  to  which  I  owe  and  ae- 
knowłedge  the  must  indelible  obligation  for  fbrmer 
favours  as  well  as  for  the  nncoiumoii  enconracre- 
nient  I  have  received  in  the  publicatiou  of  the  fol- 
lowing  play. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

MEN. 

King  of  Scotland. 

Angus. 

Dunbar. 

Ramsay. 

At  hol. 

Sttiart. 

Orime. 

Cuttau. 

fiueen. 
Eleonora.* 

aUARDSf  ATTEMDANTS,  BTt. 


ACT  I.    SCEME  r. 
A  Convent    in    Perth. 
Angus,  Dunbar. 

DUNDAR. 

But  that  my  duty  calls,  I  would  decline 
Th^nnwelcome  oflice. — Now,  when  Justice 
Her  tlaming  sword,  a  ud  lowIly  cłaims  ber  duc, 
l^us  to  arnest  ber  arm,  and  offer  terms 
Of  pence  to  traitors,  who  avow  their  crime, 
Is  to  my  appreheosion  weak,  and  suita 
But  iittie  with  the  majesty  of  kings.— ^- 

Why  sleeps  the  wonted  valour  of  our  prince? 

» 

angus. 

Not  to  th*  ensanguin*d  field  of  death  alonś 

is  Valour  limited:  she  sits  serene 

In  the  delib'rate  council ;  sageiy  seans 

The  source  of  action;  weighs,  prevents,  providei^ 

And  scurns  to  count  ber  glorieSf  frum  the  feata 

Of  brutal  force  alone,r- 

—What  frenzy  were  it 
To  risk  our  fortunę  on  th'  unsuie  erent 
Of  one  occurrenoe,  naked  as  we  are 
To  ui^foreseen  disaster,  when  the  terms 
We  proffcr  may  retard  th'  impending  blow? 
— Better  to  conqttea  by  delay :  the  ragę 
Of  AtlioPs  fierce  adherents,  tlush*d  witłi  hop« 
Of  plunder  and  revcnge,  will  soon  abate» 
And  eY'ry  bour  bring  snccour  to  our  cause* 

,   DUNRAR. 

Weil  hast  thou  taught  me,  how  the  pierciog  eye 
Of  ealm  sagacity,  excels  the  dint  ^ 

Of  headątrong  resolution.— Yet,  my  soul 
Pants  for  a  fair  occasion  to  revenge 
My  &ther's  wrongs  on  Athofs  impious  head ! 
Yes»  Angus,  while  the  blood  of  March  rcToWci 
Within  my  veini^  the  traitor  shail  not  find 
His  perfldy  foigot— But  what  of  this? 
What  are  my  pńrate  iojuriee  compar*d 
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To  Łhoie  be  meditates  againH  łhe  state ! 
Against  a  pńnce  with  ev'ry  Tirtue  grac'd 
That  dignifies  the  thione,  to  whom  the  tiet 
Of  kindred  atid  alkgiance  coaid  not  bind 
His  faithless  heart:  not  ev'n  the  sacred  bood 
Of  friendifhip  unreserv»d! — For  wcll  thou  know'st, 
The  king  secarely  listm'd  to  his  voice, 
As  to  au  oracie. 

ANGUS. 

Twas  there  indeed 
tfe  triumph'd  in  his  guile!— Tb'  luiwary  prince, 
Sooth*d  by  his  false  professious,  crt>wn'd  his  guilt 
With  boundless  confidence;  and  Itttle  thought 
That  vci7  confidence  supplyM  his  foe 
With  means  to  sbake  his  throne! — While  Athol  led 
His  roya]  kinsman  thro'  the  dang^rous  path 
Of  suddeii  reformation,  and  obserr'd 
What  murmuTS  issa^d  from  tbe  giddy  crowd. 
Each  popular  commoŁio;i  he  improT'd 
By  secret  ministers;  and  disavow*d 
Those  vcry  measures  he  himsclf  devised! 
Thus  cherish*d  long  by  his  flagitious  arts, 
Kebellion  g1ow'd  in  secret,  >tiłl  at  length 
His  scheme  maturę,  and  all  our  loyai  thańes 
At  their  own  distant  homes  repos*d  sccure, 
The  flame  burst  out — Now  from  his  natire  hills, 
With  his  accomplice  Grime,  and  youthful  heir, 
]mpet*ous  Stuart,  like  a  souuding  sŁorm 
He  rushes  down  with  five  revolting  clans; 
Displays  a  spurious  title  to  the  crown, 
Arraigns  the  justice  of  this  monarch^s  swsjf    ^ 
And  by  this  sudden  torrent,  means,  no  duubt, 
To  sweep  him  from  tbe  throne. 

WirSAR, 

AspiringTiIlain! 
A  &  associate  has  he  cbose:  a  wretch 
Of  soul  morę  sa^ace  breatbes  not  vital  air, 
Tban  Grime:— ^but  Stuart  *Łill  of  iate,  maintain*d 
A  fairer  famę. 

AJIGUS. 

A  cherishM  hope  cxpire8 
In  his  dishononr  too! — ^While  Stuart*8  ear 
Was  deaf  to  vicious  connsel,  and  bis  soul 
Remained  unshaken,  by  th*  encbanting  lure 
Wbich  vain  ambition  spread  before  his  eye, 
He  błoomM  the  pride  of  Caledonia^s  yotitb, 
In  virtne,  vak>iir,  and  esctemal  grace:—- 
For  thou,  sole  rival  of  his  fanie,  wast  tnun'd 
To  martial  deedSj  in  cHraes  remote. 

DUJIBAR. 

Othane! 
Whateyer  Wreaths  tnm  danger^a  steeły  crest 
My  sword  hath  won;  wbaterer  toilt  8UBtain>d 
BeneaUi  the  sultry  neon,  ttoi  cM,  damp  nigbit, 
Coold  ne'er  obtain  for  me  orne  g«aial  smile 
Of  her,  who  bleasM  tbat  happy  rivai'8  vows 
With  mutuai  loTe  !-^Why  should  I  dread  to  own 
The  tender  throbbings  of  my  captive  heart! 
The  melting  passton  wbich  has  long  inspir*d 
My  breast  for  Eleonora,  and  implore 
A  parenfs  sanction  to  supportfny  claim? 

AXGVU 

Werę  she  mora  ftiir  and  gentle  tban  she  is, 
And  to  my  partial  eye  nougbt  e'er  appaar^d 
So  gently  fair,  I  weuW  appfore  tby  eiaM» 
To  h«r  peeulMf  aulit. 


BOHBAK. 

Then  wiU  I  etTire, 
With  unremitted  ardour,  to  subdue 
Her  coy  rehictance;  while  I  scom  the  threats 
Of  frantie  jealousy  that  flames  unreia*d 
In  Stuarfs  breast  !-*>But  see!  the  fair  one  comcSy 
In  all  the  pride  of  dazzling  charms  array'd. 

SCEN£  II. 
Akgus,  Dunbar,  Eleonora. 

ełeomora. 

Something  of  moment,  by  a  fresb  dispatch 
Impaited  to  the  king,  requires  in  hastę 
The  presence  of  my  sire. 

ANGUS. 

Forhear  a  while 
Thy  parley  with  the  foe;  and  here  attend 
Out  consultation^s  i^ue. 

SCENĘ  IIL 

DUNBAfi,  EłEONOBA. 

DUR  BAR. 

111  it  auits 
A  soldier^s  tongue  to  plead  the  canse  of  Iove^ 
In  phrase  adapted  to  the  tender  theme: 
But  trust  me,  bcaoteoos  wooder !  wben  I  swear 
Not  the  keen  impulse  and  impatient  hope 
Of  glory,  glowing  in  the  wamor*!^  breast, 
With  morę  awakeoM  transport,  fiird  my  soul 
Wben  the  fłerce  battle  rag*d,  tban  tliat  I  feel 
At  thy  approach ! — My  tongue  faaa  oft  re^^aPd  • 
The  dictates  of  my  heart;  but  thou,  aTerse 
With  cold  disdain,  hast  ever  chiU*d  my  hopea. 
And  8Com'd  my  proffer'd  vowa! 

KŁBOHORA. 

O  youtb,  beware  I 
Let  not  the  floii''ry  scenes  of  joy  and  peaca, 
l*hat  faithless  passiou  to  the  view  presents, 
Ensnare  tbee  into  woe! — ^Tbou  UtUe  know^st 
What  mischief  lurks  in  each  deceitfiil  chaiai; 
What  grieOs  attend  on  love. — 

Keen  are  the  pangs 
Of  hapless  lore,  and  passion  unapprovM : 
But  where  consenting  wishes  meet,  and  vovi 
Recipi'oca1Ty  brcath^d  loonflnti  the  tie^ 
Joy  roils  on  joy,  an  tnexhaasted  stream? 
And  virtBC  crowos  the  sacred  scenę  with  peaoe  ? 

KŁBOHORA. 

Ifkm^n  aH!  tbe  pbantona  of  a  nńiid 
That,  o^er  its  present  fiute  repiniag,  conrfci 
The  Tain  raaoarce  of  faney*s  airy 
War  is  thy  prov&c«.— War-ba  thy 


DUNBAR. 

O !  thou  wouldat  tell  m«,  I  ara  savafe 
T0O  much  eetmig*d  to  the  auft  aits  of  life. 
To  waint  thy  baeast?— — Yee,  wm  haa  ben 
Wai*s  rough  sincerity  ,uuskill*d  i  n  modes 
Of  paacakil  «oaiiMvceu.-Soft««M  mA  (heteit 
T«  iM«u»  iMitti,  hnaiAitf,  wd  tov«» 
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ye§ :— I  wtn  •nrious  to  refuse  AppltOM, 
Whea  ev'ry  mouth  is  opcu^d  in  tby  piliiie.— 
J  were  oagFBtflful  not  to  yield  thee  monę, 
DistiDguUh'd  by  thy  cboice ;  and  tho'  vy  łteut 
Benies  thee  love,  thy  virtiies  have  acquir'd 
Th'  esteem.  of  Eleonora. 

DUNBAR. 

O!  thywords 
Would  fire  the  hoary  bermit^s  languid  soul 
WHh  ecttasies  of  pride ! — How  tben  shall  I, 
Elate  vith  every  vainer  hope  that  wanna 
Tb*  aspiring  thought  of  youth,  tby  praUc  sustain 

With  rooderation? Cnielly  benign! 

Tbou  hast  adoni*d  the  ▼ictim  ;  bnt,  alas ! 
Ttioa  likewiie  giy^tt  the  blow^— 

—  Tho'  Nature*s  hand 
With  SC  much  art  hai  blendad  ev'ry  grace 
In  tby  eochanting  form,  that  ev'ry  eye 
With  transport  vie9rs  thee,  and  oonveys  unseea 
The  soft  infection  to  the  vanqui8b*d  soul, 
Yet  wilt  thoii  not  the  gentle  passion  owd, 
That  yindicates  thy  sway !  — 

-     KŁEONOBA. 

O  gilded  cune ! 
Morę  Ihir  than  rosy  Mom,  when  first  sbe  smiles 
0*er  the  dew4>righten*d  verdure  of  the  spring ! 
But  uMMne  deceitfel,  tyranoous,  and  fell 
Than  syrens,  tempests,  and  derouring  flame  ! 
May  I  ne*er  sickeo,  langoish,  and  despair 
Withio  thy  dire  domaio !— Listen^  ye  powers ! 
And  3neld  yoar  sanction  to  my  puiposM  tow — 
•-tlf  c^er  my  breast  [kneeling, 

OUMBAR. 

For  ever  let  me  pine 
Tn  secret  misery,  dtvorc'd  fj-om  hope! 
Bat  ah,  forbear!  nor  forfeit  thy  own  peace 
Perhape  in  one  rasb  moment. 

SCEN6    IV. 
DuNBAB,  Eleonora,  Hbrałd. 


BBRAJtD. 


>From  the  tower 


That  lironts  the  hills,  due  nortb,  a  moring  host 
Is  now  de6cry*d:  and  from  the  southem  gate 
A  clood  of  dust  is  seen  to  roli,  the  gleam 
Of  bamishM  amis  oft  thro*  the  dnsky  sphere 
Salates  the  diizzled  eye; — a  loyał  band 
With  yaliant  Ramsay,  from  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
That  bastens  to  our  aid. — The  first,  suppo&*d 
The  lebel  train  of  Athol.'— By  commaiid 
Of  Angus,  I  attend  thaa,  to  demand 
An  audience  of  the  fua. 

BVMBAR. 

I  foUow  stfaigM. 

[£miffefM 
Whate*er  is  aniably  iair— ^haic^er 
Inspiics  the  genhrous  aim  of  ehasie  detite. 
My  aoal  eoBt^mplates  and  adoces  ta  thce! 
Yet  will  1  not  with  vaia  eomplainiinga  «ex 
Thy  gentle  naturę.— I^y  anblemishM  love 
Shall  pleąd  in  my  behalf.  lExił  Dunbar, 

SCENĘ    V. 
EŁBONOBA. 

Adieu,  bcave  youth! 
Why  ari  tbcn  doain*d  to  totfar  ftraiUm  pains } 


And  why,  alas  1  am  I  tka  dastin'd  wieteh 
That  must  inflict  them  ?— Agoaizing  thought! 
I  yielded  up  my  food,  believiag  heart 
To  him  who  basely  left  it,  for  the  charms 
Of  treacherous  ambition!  hapless  Stuart! 
How  art  tbou  chang'dl  how  \oSL\  thy  cruel&t<» 
Like  a  £Use  barlot,  smiles  thee  into  ruia! 

SCENĘ  VI. 

Enter  Stuart  digguised  like  a  priett, 
Stuart,  'Ełeobora« 

The  mighty  schemes  of  empire  sonr  too  h  igh 
For  your  distinction,  daughter.— <Simpłe  womaa 
U  weak  in  intellect,  as  wellas  frame, 
And  judges  often  from  the  partial  voice 
That  sootbes  her  wishea  mosL 

[Diicpoermg  himteffi 

BŁBOSORA. 

Ha,  frantic  youth! 
What  guilty  pnrpose  łeads  thy  dari iig  stejM 
To  this  forbidden  place ?-^ Art  tbou  not  coma 
Beneath  that  sacred  tcH,  the  morę  to  brawe 
Th'  arenging  hand  o(  Uear^n? 

STUABT.    - 

No— that  1  trcad 
The  paths  of  danger,  where  each  bosom  pantf 
With  keen  rerci^  against  me,  apc#ks  alead 
The  frrvour  of  my  love — My  ł*ve  iRiS}iac*d! 
£łse/i(oald*st  thou  not  reoeive  the  gea*fiNi«  pMMf 
With  anger  and  disdain.— 

BLEONORA. 

Hare  I  not  cause 
To  drive  thee  from  my  heart?-— Hast  thou  nal 

chas'd 
Ali  faitb,  and  truth,  and  lojralty  from  thine? 
Say,  hast  thou  not  conspir^d  agaiost  t*by  prince? 
A  prlncc !  who  chenSb'd  thee  with  parrnfs  ZLtd, 
With  friendship  hooour'd  thee,  and  ev*ry  day 
With  bouuteous  favour  crowu'd  thy  rising  wish? 

STUART. 

Cunie  on  his  arts ! — his  aim  was  to  enslar^ 
Tir  aspiring  soul,  to  stifle  and  reprcss 
Th*  eneiging  dictates  of  my  native  right. 
To  efface  the  glowingjmages  within, 
Awak'd  by  gfory,  and  retaiiwhy  fraud 
The  sceptre  be  usurps! 

ELEONORA. 

lasidioiis  ehargef 
As  feehle  as  anjast!  for,  elear  as  day, 
In  coursa  direct' 

STUART. 

lu  idlę  argument 
Łet  us  not  now  eonsume  the  prccious  hour; 
The  middle  stream  is  pass^d;  and  the  safe  shore 
Invttes  our  dauntless  feotsteps — Yonder  Sun 
That  olimbe  the  m>OB*tide  arch,  airaady  siMsa 
Twelve  thoiisasid  ▼assalt,  aarching  m  ths  tmia 
Of  waritka  Athal;  and  bcfere  the  shadca 
Of  ev'miig  deejpen,  Ptfth^  derotod  waUi 
WUI  shaka  haftwa  tiieai^  £'ar  the  teni|Kat  loaii, 
I  aaaia  to  cnatch  thee  frooith'  imposding  śU 

o  impotent  of  thooght ! — O !  dead  to  shame ! 

Shall  I  im  pampoas  inlajiiy  łamp> 

Th'  interaal  peaee that  virtM  osMshar  awa? 
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Or  say,  thy  Iove,  inconstant  as  the  ware, 
Another  object  claims. — False — perjur^d  maid! 
I  mark*d  thy  minion,  as  he  chai'm*d  thine  ear 
WiŁh  grovMing  adulatioD^ — Ycs,  I  saw 
Thy  looks,  in  artftil  tan^ishment,  disclose 
Thy  3rieldiDg  soul,  and  heard  thy  toiigue  proclaim 
The  praises  of  Dunbar.— 

EUBOnORA. 

Away— away ! 
I  soorn  thy  metiii  suspicion,  and  renounce 
Thy  passion  with  thycrimea. — Tho'bred  incamps, 
Bunbar  is  gentle,  gen*rous,  and  buinane; 
Passefls*d  of  CT^ry  manly  grace,  to  win 
The  coyest  virgin's  bearty^— 

STUABT. 

Perdition  whelm 
The  prostrate  sycophant! — ^qiay  Heav'n  exhauft 
Its  thundcr  on  my  head^may  Heli  disgorge 
Infernał  plagues  to  blast  me,  if  I  cease 
1*0  pcraccute  the  caitiff,  'till  his  blood 
Assuage  my  parch'd  revenge ! — Perfldioos  sla^e! 
To  steal  betweeri  me  and  my  darling  hope ! — 
7*he  traiior  durst  not,  had  I  been — O  vow8  \  , 
Where  is  your  obligation? — ^Eleonora ! 
t)  lovely  curse !  restore  me  to  mys^df^* 

BŁBONOBA. 

Bage  on  fierce  yoatb,  morę  savage  than  the  storm 

That  howls  on  Thale*s  shore !— Łh'  nnthrifty  maid 

Too  crednlonsly  fond!  who  gave  away 

Her  heart  so  lavishly,  deseryes  to  wed 

The  woes  that  from  her  indiscretion  flow  !— 

— Yet  ev*n  my  folly  should,  with  thee,  obtain 

A  fairer  tiile  and  a  kinder  fate  !-* 

STUART. 

Ha!  weep*stthou?— witnessall  ye  sacred  pow^rs! 
Her  philtres  have  undone  met—- lo,  my  wrath 
Subsides  again  to  loTe ! — Enchantress!  say, 
Wby  hast  thou  robb^d  mo  of  my  rcason  tłius  ? 

ELEONORA. 

Has  Eleonora  n)bb*d  thee  ? — O  recall 
Tbose  flattYing  arts  thy  own  deceit  emp1oy'd 
To  wreck  my  peace  ?— recal  thy  ferveut  vow8 
Of  constant  fiaitb — thy  sighs  and  ardent  looks! 
Then  whisper  to  thy  soul,  those  tows  were  (blse— 
Those  sighs  uufaithfol,  and  those  looks  disguis^U! 

STUART. 

Thou— thou  artchang*d— 4)ut  Stuart  stiH  the  same ! 
£v'n  whilst  thou  cbid*st  me,  er^ry  tender  wish 
Awakes  anew,  and  in  my  glowing  breast 
Unutterable  fondness  pants  again !— 
— Wittthpu  notsroile  again,  as  wben,  rcclin'd 
ByTay'ssmooth-gliding  6tream,we  soflly  breath'd 
Our  mutual  passion  to  the  Temal  breeze? 

ELEONORA. 

Adieu— dear  scenes,  adieu! — ^ye  fragrant  paths 
So  coorted  once!— >ye  spreadingboughs,  that  ware 
Your  Uossoms  oVr  tbe  stream ! — delightful  sbades ! 
Where  the  bewitching  musie  óf  tby  tongue, 
First  charm'd  my  captiTe  soul  !-*when  gentle  love 
Inspir*d  the  soothing  tale!— Love-*sacred  Lorę, 
That  lighted  up  his  flame  at  Virtue*8  lamp! — 

•TUART. 

In  Time*s  etemal  round,  shall  we  not  hftil 
Aaothcr  seasoB  eqaaUy  ierene?— 


— To  day,  in  snów  array^d,  stem  Winter  rules 
The  iiavag>d  plam — A  non  the  teeming  Raiih 
Unlocks  her  stores,  and  Sprin?  sdoms  the  year: 
And  shall  not  we— while  Fate,  like  Winter,  iiuwni, 
Espect  revolving  bliss? 

EŁBOWORA. 

-»Won1d*st  thou  retom 
To  loyalty  and  me — my  iaithful  heart 
Would  welcome  thee  again! — 

AH0U9  wUkin, 

Guard  ev*ry  gate^ 
That  nonę  may  *scape — 

ELEONORA. 

Ha!~^hłther  wilt  thou  ftj  ? 
DiscoTer^d  and  beset! 

STUART. 

Let  Angns 
His  short4iv'd  pow'r  1  scom— 

SCENĘ  VII. 
EnUr  Amgus  wiih  guardt,  Stuart,  Eleonora. 

ANGUS. 

Wbat  darie  resołfe. 
By  gloomy  Athol  p1ann'd,  bas  hither  led 
Tby  steps  preaomptuous? — Eleonora, 
It  ii)  befits  thee     but,  no  morę— away — 
ru  brook  no  answer  [Brii 

*-Is  it  not  eiiougb. 
To  lid  Rebellion^s  impious  brand  on  high. 
And  scorcb  the  face  of  Faith;  that  ye  thus  creep 
In  ruffiań  ambush,  seeking  to  perforni 
The  deed  ye  dare  not  trust  Ip  open  war  ? 

STUART. 

Thou  little  know*st  me— or  thy  rankling  hate 
Defrauds  my  courage. — Wberelbre  should  I  sknik 
Like  the  disbonour'd  wretch,who8e  bireling  sted 
In  secret  lifted,  wreaks  with  human  gore, 
When  valiant  Athol  hastens,  at  the  head 
Of  warlike  thousauds,  to  assert  our  cause? 

ANGUS. 

The  cause  of  treason  neyer  was  confitt*d 
To  deeds  of  open  war;  but  stiłl  adopts 
The  stab  of  croucbing  mnrder.— Thy  rerolt, 
Tbe  Stern  contraction  of  tby  sullen  braw. 
And  this  disguise,  apostatę!  spcak  thee  bent 
Od  fatal  erraod. — 

STUART. 

That  thou  seest  me  heie 
Unarm*d,  alone,  from  Angus  migfat  ubtain 
A  fair  inteq>retation — Stuarfs  lorę 
Pleads  not  in  mystic  terms;  nor  are  my  tows 
To  Eleonora  cancell*d  or  unknown— ^ 
Vows  by  thyself  indulg'd,  e»er  envy  yet. 
Ot  foily  had  ioduc'd  thee,  to  embrace 
Tbe  fortunes  of  our  foe. — ^Thy  foul  reproach 
My  soul  retorts  on  thee!  and  mark,  prond  loid, 
Re?enge  will  hare  its  tum! — 

ANGUS. 

Ha!  tnnst  I  bear 
A  beardless  traitor^s  insnltsr— *tis  not  minc 
To  wagę  a  fruitless  war  of  words  with  thee,  (Jasi; 
Vain  glorious  stripling. — While  thine  aimswen 
I  seard  thy  title  to  my  datighter's  love; 
But  Bow,  begrim*d  with  treason,  as  thon  ai^ 
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By  HeaT^o!  not  diadcms  awi  thrones  shall  bribe 
My  approbation! — but  the  kiog  himself 
Shall  jud^  Łby  conductl-^OuarilS'- 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enitr  Eleonora,  tr^  kneels. 

-  O !  let  me  thus 

Implore  compassioo,  at  a  parenfs  knoes, 
Who  iie'cr  refiuM — 

ANGUS. 

-^Convey  him  hence.— 

[Stuart  isledąff: 
— -Arise*— 
Remember*  Eleonora,  firom  vbąt  soarce 
Tbine  origin  is  Hrawn.^-Tby  mother's  soul 
In  purity  excellM  the  snowy  fleece 
Tbat  clothes  our  northem  btlls! — ^her  youthful 

channs, 
Her  artless  blush,  ber  look  9evercly  sweet, 
Her  diguityof  mień  and  smile^  uf  lorę* 
SarTive  in  thce— l^et  me  bbbold  thee  too 
Her  honoui^B  beiress —  [E^it  Angns. 

SCENĘ  IX. 

ELEONORA. 

— Yc8 — I  will  adhere 
To  this  in^omeoM  honour!  sacrifice 
Łife*s  promisM  joys  to  its  aiistere  deeree; 
And  vindicate  the  glories  of  my  race, 
At  the  sad  price  of  p«>ace ! — If  AthoPa  nrms 
(Wbtcb  Heav'ii  avert!)  to  treason  add  success. 
My  father^s  death  will  join  his  sov'rełcn's  fali! 
And  if  thecause  of  royalty  prevail, 
Each  languid  bope  with  Stuart  must  expire  !— 

From  thought  to  thought,  perplex'd,  in  vain  I 
-stray, 

To  pining  anguish  doom*d,  and  fell  dismay ! 


DUM  DAR. 

Ten  thousaudy  as  I  guess.-— 


ACT    II.    Seene  eontinutt. 

ANGU8,  DUNAAR. 

DUNBAR. 
Bt  Heay^n  it  glads  me,  that  my  sword  shall  find 
An  ample  field  to  day. — The  king  arous'd9 
Cbafies  like  a  lion  in  the  toils  beŁray*d ! 

AN6U8. 

I  mark*d  his  indignation,  as  it  rosę 

At  Athort;  proud  reply,  from'  calm  concem 

To  anxioa$  tumult,  menacing  disdain, 

And  overboiling  wrath.— But  says  my  friend, 

How  move  the  rebels? — Are  thcir  ranks  dlsposM 

By  mili  tar)'  skill  ? — Or  come  tbey  on 

In  undi8tingułsh'd  crowds  ? — 

DUNBAR, 

In  concourse  mde 
Tbey  swarm  UDdi8ciplłn'd— ali  arm'd  alike 
With  sword  and  target.-— On  their  first  assaalt 
(Fearłeas  indeed  and  headlong!)  all  their  hopes 
Of  conąuest  must  depend.— If  we,  unbroke, 
Snstain  tbeir  onset ;  little  skill*d  in  w^r. 
To  wbeel,  to  rally  and  renew  the  charge, 
Confusion,  bavock  and  dismay  will  seize 
Th'  a8tonisb*d  rout 

ANGUS. 


TOŁ.  XT. 


Wbat  Dumberi  briiif  tbey  on? 


ANGUS. 

Ours  scarce  amonnt 
To  half  the  number:  yet,  with  those,  we  mean 
To  hazard  an  cncounter.»Thou,  mean  while, 
Sbalt  visU  ev'ry  passage,  sound  th*  alarm, 
And  man  the  city-walls. — Herę  I  attend 
The  king^— and  lo !  be  comes.^-      \^Exii  Dnubar. 

SCENB   II. 
Kuro,  Angus. 

KINO. 

— Tbc  commonweal 
Has  been  consnlted.— Tendemess  and  zeal 
Became  the  parent. — ^Those  hare  nought  avail'd,—- 
Now,  let  correction  speak  the  king  incensM ! 

ANGU8. 

Not  without  cause,  my  liege,  sball  dread  rebuke 
Attend  your  royal  wrath. — ^What  reign  shall  'scape 
RebeIlion's  cprse,  when  your  patemal  sway 
Hąs  batcb'd  the  baneful  pest } 

RING. 

Let  Heaven  decide 
Between  me  and  my  foe8.-»Tbat  I  would  spare 
The  guiltlt^ss  blood  which  must  our  ąoarrel  dye, 
No  other  proof  reąuires,  than  my  adrance 
To  reconcilement^-oppositc  perhaps 
To  my  own  dignity. — But  I  will  rise 
In  yengeance  migbty !  and  dispel  tbe  clouds 
Tbat  bave  bedim'd  my  state. 

ANGUS. 

Tbe  odds  are  great 
Between  the  numbers:  but  our  cause  is  just : 
Our  soldiers  re?ularly  traiu'd  to  war. 
And  not  a  breast  among  us,  entertaini 
A*doubt  of  yictory. 

KINO. 

O  Taliant  tbane! 
Experienc*d  oft,  and  erer  ti-usty  found ! 
Thy  penetrating  eye,  and  activc  zeal 
First  brougbt  this  foul  conspiracy  to  light; 
And  now  thy  faitbful  yassals  first  appear 
In  arms  for  faiy  defence !— Thy  recompence 
My  lorę  shall  study. 

ANGUS. 

Blottcd  be  my  name 
From  bonour's  records,  wheii  I  stand  aloof, 
Regardless  of  the  danger  that  surrounds 
Tbe  fortunes  of  my  prince ! 

RING. 

I  know  thee  welh— ' 
Moan  time  our  care  most  be,  ta  obviate, 
With  circumspection  and  preventive  skill, 
Their  numbers. — In  unequal  conflict  joina 
Th'  unwieldy  spear  that  loads  tbe  borderer, 
With  tbe  broad  targe  and  expeditious  sword: 
The  łoyal  band  that  finom  the  bills  of  Lorn 
ArriWd,  shall  in  our  front  advance,  and  stand 
Witb  Urse  to  targe,  and  bUuie  to  blade  opposM; 
The  spears  extended  form  the  second  linę. 
And  o^r  light  archers  horer  to  and  fro; 
To  gali  their  flanks<— Whatt^yer  accident 
In  battle  shall  befal,  thy  vigilance 
Wni  remedy. — Myself  will  berę  remain 
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To  guatd  thc  town,  ftnd  with  a  imali  reseire, 
(If  need  reąuites)  thine  exigence  supply. 

ANGUS. 

With  joy,  the  glorious  task  I  undcrtake !    [Etetat. 

SCENĘ  III. 
DuNBAE,  Ramsay. 

RAMSAY. 

Thcy  halt,  and  occupy  the  narrow  pass 
Form'd  by  the  r!ver  and  th'  impending  hill ; 
With  purpose,  as  I  deem,  to  charge  our  bosi 
On  the  smali  plain  that  skirU  the  town.— 

DUNBAR. 

Tis  well^— 

Thus  hemmM,  thcir  useless  numbers  will  involve 
Themselres  in  tumolt,  to  our  arms  secure 
An  easy  conąuęst,  and  retard  their  flight.— 
To  Angns  hic  thee  straigfat  with  this  advice^— 
,  My  task  perfonnM,  1  wait  the  king*s  command 
In  this  appointed  place. —  lExiś  Ramsay, 

SCENĘ    IV. 

Ełeokora,  Dcjhbar. 

eleonora. 

1  sought  thee,  youth — 
Erc  yet  this  dreadftil  crisia  shall  decide 
Thepublic  fate,  lęt  us  to  prirate  woe 
Dewotę  one  moment!— Tell  me,  brave  Dunbar, 
Wilt  thou  not,  from  the  hurry  of  the  day. 
One  moment  snatch  to  hcar  me,  and  coudole 
The  anguish  of  my  soul? — 

DUMBAR. 

O  Eleonora! 
Sooner  shall  the  parch'd  traveller  refiise 
The  gelid  łbuntain,  than  my  raptar^d  soul 
The  musie  of  thy  tonguc !— What  grief  profanes 
Thy  spotless  bosom?^happy!  far  al»ove 
The  pride  of  conąuerors,  werc  1  to  ease 
Thy  80rrow'8  pangs ! — 

ELEONORA. 

Thy  geo^rous  heart  alone 
Can  brook  the  cnterpriie— 

DUNBAR. 

O!  taskmy  loTe; 
That  I  morę  swift  than  gales  that  sweep  the  plain, 
Ma;^  fly  to  thy  relief! 

ELEONORA. 

Then  summon  ap 
Those  elerated  thoughU  that  lift  the  soul 
To  virtuc's  highcst  pinnacle;  the  boon 
Mr  mi>^<^  demands,  wiH^^ethem  all.— 

DUNBAR. 

Be  it  to  bmve  the  menaces  of  death 
In  shape  howevcr  horrid,  so  my  faith 
Aod  love  remain  inviolate,  my  heart 
Beats  with  unusual  ardof ;  and  demandt 
The  test,  impatientl— 

ELEONORA. 

Friendlesi  and  forlom 
In  feturs  Stuart  lies!— 

DUNBAR. 

Hal 


ELEONORA. 

From  the  snarea 
Of  gloomy  fate  release  him. — 

DUNBAR. 

Croel  maid  !— 
Nay,  let  me  cali  thee  baibarous!  in  apite 
Of  adoration.— Could  thy  mind  suggest 
No  forward  sla^e,  to  set  thy  lovcr  free. 
But  a  despairing  rival  ?— Tis  not  gir^n 
Th'  impassionM  soul  of  man  to  execat« 
A  deed  so  faUl  to  iU  own  repose! 

ELEONORA. 

I  sought- not— witness  ye  celestial  powera! 
To  aggravate  thy  pain.— My  mind,  perpl«d, 
Rcvolv*d  in  silent  woe,  nor  could  unload 
Her  burtben  to  anotber.— Thou  alone. 
Hast  won  my  &ir  opinion  and  my  tniat; 
And  to  thy  word  indebted,  honoor  daims 
Th*  engagement  all  ber  own.— 

DUNBAR. 

Yet,  with  rescire 
Was  that  impawn*d:  my  loyalty  and  lo^c 
Werę  sacred  ev*n  fiom  that:  nor  cao  1  looie 
His  chains,  without  an  iujury  to  both!— 

ELEONORA. 

Cold— unaspiring  is  the  love  that  dwells 
With  tim'rous  caution  j  and  the  breast  untouchd 
By  glory's  godlike  fenrour,  tliat  retains 
The  scruples  of  discretiou,— Let  the  winds 
That  have  dispersM   thy  promise,   snatch  tif 

V0W8  ! 

DUNBAR. 

Shall  1,  thro*  rash  cnthusiasm,  wed 
Etcmal  anguish  ?— Shall  I  bur«t  asunder 
The  bonds  of  awful  justice,  to  preserre 
The  serpent  that  has  poison*d  all  my  peace  .— 
No,  Eleonora!— bUisted  be— 

ELEONORA. 

Take  hec4! 
Nor  by  an  oath  precipitate,  invoIvc 
Thy  fiite  beyond  reaource:,  Fot  kno^,  Dunbar, 
The  love  of  Stuart,  with  his  puilt  abjar*d, 
This  morn,  my  solem n  vow  to  HeaVn  appeald, 
Hath  sever*d  us  for  ever. 

DUNBAR. 

Then,  Vm  still! 
Still  as  the  gentłe  calm,  when  the  husbM  wafe 
No  lonffer  foamś  before  thc  rapid  storm  !— 
Let  theyoung  traitor perish,  and  his  oama 
In  dark  oblivion  rot— 

ELEONORA. 

ShaUl,  alas! 
Supińely  8avage,  from  my  ears  exclude 
The  cries  of  youthfiil  woe? — of  woe  intaild 
By  me  too!— If  my  heart  denies  himloTe, 
My  pity,  sorc,  may  flow!— Has  he  not  f^^^ 
That  wakeev*n  thy  compassion  ?— Say,  Danbar, 
UnmoT*d  (»uld*8t  thou  surrey  tb*  unbappy  yocia 
(Whom  but  this  morn  bebeld  in  pride  of  h^e 
And  pow'r  m^nifioent !)  stretchM  on  tbe  gioaa« 
Of  a  damp  dungeon,  groanmg  with  despair 
With  not  one  friend  his  sorrows  to  dirid^ 
Aod  obeor  bia  łona  digtiaas? 
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fiUNBAR. 

Can  1  resist 
So  fair  a  notire,  and  so  sweet  a  toiigue ! 
"Wlien  thy  soft  beart  with  kind  compassiua  glows, 
Shall  I  tlie  tender  seiitimeiit  reprosn?— 
No! — let  me  rather  hail  the  socńal  pang; 
And  ev*ry  srlBsh  appetite  subdu'd, 
Indulge  a  flame  so  gcn*rous  and  humane  !~- 
— Away  with  earh  emotion  that  Rugg^sts 
A  riTal  farour^d  and  a  traitor  freed ! 
My  love  unbounded  reif^ns,  and  scorns  to  ovn 
Iieflection*$  narrow  Itmits!— *iYc8j  my  Tair, 
This  bour  be  sball  be  free.—  [Exii  Dunbar. 

SCENĘ    V, 

ELEONORA. 

O  wond'rous  power 
Of  1ove  beoeficent!  — O  gcn*rous  youth ! 
Wbat  recompense  (thus  bankrupt  as  1  am ! ) 
Sball  speak  my  grateful  sonl ! — A  poor  return 
0>ld  frieiidibip  renders  to  the  fórrid  hope 
Of  fond  desire !  and  my  invidłous  fate 
AHows  no  morę.-— But  let  mc  nut  bewail, 
Witb  avarice  of  grief,  my  private  woe ; 
Wben  pale  with  fear,  and  harass*d  with  alarm, 
My  royal  mistrets,  still  benign  to  me, 
The  Z'.alou8  tender  of  my  duty  claims.  lEriL 

SCENĘ  vr. 

Ducooert  Stuart  m  chahu, 

8TUABT. 

Carse  on  my  beadstrong  passion ! — 1  have  eam*d 
The  wa^s  of  my  folly ! — Is  it  thus 
My  fiuthless  destiny  requite8  my  hope  ? 

SCENĘ  VIL 
Stuart,  Dunbar'. 

rruART. 

Ha !  com'8t  thou  to  insult  my  cbains?-**Twas  well 
My  unpix>pitiou8  demon  gave  me  up 
To  your  resentment,  tamely*^ 

DUNBAR. 

To  exult 
Ev'n  o'er  an  enemy  oppre8fl*d,  and  heap 
Affiiction  on  th*  afflicted,  is  the  mark 
And  the  mean  triumph  of  a  dastard  soul.^- 
*Tis  what  Dunbar  disdain& — Perhaps,  I  come 
To  pity,  not  rejoice  at  Stnart'8  fate.— 

STUART, 

To  pity ! — ^Torturę !  am  I  fairn  so  Iow ! — 
Ha!  recreant!-<»move  thy  pity I^— Meli  untie 
Tbese  slavi8b  manacles,  that  I  may  scourge 
Tbis  wretched  arro^ant !-« 

DimBAR. 

Trae  courage  icoras 
To  rent  ber  prowesa  in  a  storm  of  words: 
And  to  the  valiant,  actions  speak  alone : 
Then  let  my  deeds  approve  me.— I  am  come 
To.fiTe  tb^  instant  freedom^— • 


STUART. 

Meau*st  tbon  death^ 
I  shall  be  free  thcn. — An  apt  minister 
Th*  usurper  łias^  urdaiii*d  to  perpetrate 
His  sccret  murders.— 

DUNBAR. 

Why  wilt  thou  belie 
Thy  own  intelligence?— Thou  know*8t,  my  sword 
Wus  ne'er  accuiitom*d  to  the  bravo*s  stab; 
Nur  the  desigiis  of  him  so  &lsely  stylM 
Usurpcr,  ever  Buliy*d  with  a  stain 
Of  cruelty  or  guiie. — My  purpose  is, 
To  knock  thy  fetters  oflT,  conduct  thee  saf^S 
Withuut  the  city-confines,  and  restore  tbee 
To  liberty  and  AthóK — 

STUART. 

Fawningcoward! 
Thou-^thou  restore  mej — thou  unbind  my  cbains! 
Impossibie!— Thy  fears  that  I  may  'scape, 
like  Yultures  gnaw  thee ! — 

DUNBAR. 

When  tbe  batUe  joins, 
Tbou  shalt  be  ansveer'd^ — 

STUART. 

When  the  battle  joins ! — 
— Away,  dissembler ! — Sooner  would^st  thou  beard 
The  lion  in  his  ragę,  tban  fairly  meet 
My  vałour  on  tbe  plain ! 

DUNBAR. 

Ha !  who  art  thou, 
That  I  should  dread  thy  threats?— -By  Hrav'n'f 

high  throne! 
rtl  meet  thee  in  a  desert,  to  thy  teetb 
Proclaim  thy  treaohery,  and  with  my  sword 
Explore  thy  faitbiess  beart!— Meanwhtie,  my  stępa 
Sball  guide  thee  to  the  field. 

[JSiuari  is  unchmned,  and  jtresenled  wilh  a  noortL 

STUART. 

Nol^Lightning  blast  me 
If  I  bccome  tby  debtur,  proud  Dunbar ! 
Thy  iiauseous  l)enefits  shall  not  cnslave 
My  free-born  will.*— Herc,  captive  as  1  am, 
Thy  luvish*d  oblip:ation  shall  not  buy 
My  frieudbhip! — No !  nor  stifle  my  reveng« 

DUNBAR. 

Alike  unpleasnnt  would  it  be  to  me. 
To  courtthy  lovp,  or  deprecatc  thy  hatn; — 
What  I  have  pruffer'd,  other  motives  urg*d— 
Tbe  gift  is  Eleonura^s.-— 

STUART. 

Saorcdpowrrs! 
I^t  me  not  understand  tbee  !^Thou  hast  rous'd 
My  soufs  fuli  fury!— In  the  blood  timt  warms 
Thine  beart,  pertidious,  1  will  slake  minę  irel 

DUNBAR. 

In  all  my  conduct,  insolent  of  hćart! 
What  hast  thou  markM  so  abjc-ct  and  so  mean, 
That  thy  foul  tongue  itslicence  thus  avow8? 
To  bouiidless  passion  subject,  ąs  thyself, 
Wild  tumult  oft  my  reason  OYerwbelms!— 
Then  tempt  me  not  too  fur,  lest  blindfold  wratb 
Transpoit  my  soul,  and  headiong  ruin  crasli 
Tby  pride  •¥*»  bera ! — 
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ntJART. 

In  this  accursed  place 
liCŁ  me  be  shackled — ^rivetted  with  bolts, 
*TiU  the  rust  gnaw  my  carcase  to  the  bonę, 
If  my  heart  throbs  not  for  the  combat,  here!«- 
£v'n  berę,  where  thou  art,  lord !-— Ha !  dost  thou 

shake? 
By  Heav*D,  tby  quiv*riD]c  lip  and  haggard  look 
ConfesB  pale  terroar  a  od  amaze  !^ 

DUNBAR. 

— Away ! — 
Away,  lewd  railer ! — not  tby  Blaiid*rous  throat, 
So  fruitful  of  invective8,  sball  provoke  me 
To  wreak  uiivorthy  Tengeaoce  on  thee,  sai^ 
In  tby  captivity: — But  soon  aa  war  [out*— 

Shall  close  the  encountering  hoets,  1*11  find  tbee 
Assert  my  claim  to  EIeonora's  love^ 
And  tell  tbee,  what  thon  art. 

•TUART. 

I  bum— T  ragę ! 
My  feTl  rerenge  consumes  me ! — But  no  mor&— 
Thou  sbalt  not  *scape  me— Goaded  by  my  wrongs, 
ni  bunt  tbee  thro*  the  yarious  scenea  of  deatb  !— 
Thou  sbalt  be  found ! — 

DUM  BAR. 

I  triumph  in  tbat  bope. 

SCENĘ    VIII.   CftaJigef. 
King,  Quebn,  alUnded, 

KING. 

Courageous  Anffus  sball  not  be  o*erpower'd — 
Myself  will  bring  him  aid. — 

gUBBN. 

Alasl  my  prince! 

KINO. 

What  means  the  gentle  partner  of  mj'  heart? 
Dismiss  tby  fears. — ^This  day  will  dissipate 
The  cause  of  thy  dismay.— £v'n  now,  J  go 
To  pluck  the  wreath  of  victory,  and  lay 
Fresb  laurels  in  tby  lap. 

QUEEN. 

Ah !  why  Irt  i  o 
A  train  of  harpy  sorrows  to  my  breast!— 
•»Ah !  why  in  your  own  precious  life,  expose 
Yoor  kingdom*s  safety,  and  your  con«ort*8  peacet 
— T>et  me  restrain  ycu  from  the  field  to  day.«- 
There  is  no  fame>i*no  glory  to  be  won 
From  a  revolter't  brow.— 

KINO. 

The  public  weal 
Commands  to  ann^^isbouour  taJnt  my  name, 
Wben  1  reject  the  cali  !— 

gUEBN. 

Ill-omen*d  cali ! 
Tbat  like  tlie  raTen's  croak  inyades  my  qn]et  I 
O !  would  to  Hpaven,  our  minutes  smootbly  roU*d 
In  humble  solitude,  with  meek-ey*d  peace  I 
Remote  from  iDyalty,  and  all  the  carea 
Tbat  brood  around  tbe  tbronel— 


KING. 

No,  let  us  seom 
Unfeeling  ease,  and  private  bliiis  forego, 
Wben  public  misery  implures  our  aid.— 
Wliat  dipiity  of  tranKport  feels  tbe  prince, 
W  bo,  from  the  pangś  of  fierce  oppressive  po«er, 
A  people  rescues  ? 

QUBEN. 

Wbatadreadfulbost 
Of  dangers  *circle  him ! 

KING. 

Dłsease  confert 
Tbe  stamp  of  value  upon  health  ;  and  gloiy 
Is  tbe  iair  cbild  of  periL — Thnu  thyself 
Mv  conduct  wilt  applaud,  soon  as  thy  mind 
Its  native  calm  regains,  aiid  reason  sways 

Uncheck'd  by  fear Secure  'till  my  retnra 

Remain  within,  and  eT'ry  tbougbt  tndnlge 
Foreboding  my  success^— 

QUBBN. 

Adieu— Adien ! 
Hcav*n  crown  your  Taloar  with  a  wreatb. 

KING,  to  on  attendani. 

Swift,  hie  tbee  to  Dunbar,  and  bid  him  lead 
The  chosen  citizeńo 

Enter  RAMSAY. 

SCENĘ    IX. 

King  atiended,  RAMSAY. 

RAMSAY. 

O  fatal  cbance ! 
The  traitor  Grime,  with  a  selected  band, 
(While  Angus,  prcs8*d  onerery  side,  sustains 
Th'  unecfual  fight)  a  secret  path  pursuM 
Around  the  hllls,  and  pouring^all  at  oace, 
Surprifi'd  the  eastcrn  gate; — tbe  citizens 
With  constemation  smote,  before  bis  arms 
In  ront  disorder^d  fly  !— 

KING. 

Ha!  tben  tbe  wbeel 
Of  fatc  fuli  circie  roUs  to  cnish  me  down ! 
Nor  leaves  one  pause  for  conduct  !-»Yet  1*11  bear 
My  fortunt^s  likc  a  king«-4)aste  and  collect 
Tbe  scattered  parties-— Let  us  not  submit 
*£re  yet  subdu*d — to  arms !  [Drasóiic. 

RAMSAY. 

A  las  my  prince! 
The  convent  is  beset— >Hark^!  while  we  speak 
The  gates  are  burst — Bebold — 

KINO. 

We  roust  pie?eDt 
The  pangs  of  ling'riitg  miseiy,  and  hXL 
With  bonour,  as  we  UT'd— 

SCENĘ  X. 

Kino  aUended,  Ramuy.     Grimb  witk  JoBtmm 

bttntingin* 

■ING* 

Wbat  boUcoateoipl 
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Of  mąjesty,  thus  nidelj  daret  intrade 
Into  my  priv&te  icenes  ? 

GRIME. 

The  hour  is  fled, 
That  8aw  thy  wanton  tyranuy  impose 
The  galling  yoke — Yes,  I  am  comt!  to  wrest 
The  prostituted  aceptre  from  thy  hand. 
And  dra)(  thee  fettei^d  to  the  royal  ^hrone 
Of  Walter,  wbom  1  senre. 

KINO, 

Outrageous  wretch ! 
Grown  old  in  treachery !  whose  soul  untamM, 
No  mercy  softens,  and  no  lawa  restrain ! 
Thy  life  thrice  iórfeited,  my  pity  thrice 
FVt>m  justice  hath  redeem'd;  yet  artthou  found 
StUl  turbulent— «  rugged  rebel  still, 
UDaw'd,  and  unreclaimM  I— 

GRIME, 

That  I  yet  breathe 
Tbis  ambient  air,  and  tread  this  £arth  at  will, 
Not  to  thy  mercy  but  thy  dread  i  owe.-~- 
Wrong*d  aa  1  wa»-*>my  old  possessions  reft 
By  thy  rapacious  power,  my  limbs  enchain'd 
Within  a  loathaome  dungeon,  and  my  name 
Thy  loud  reproach  thro*  all  the  groaning  land; 
Tbou  durst  not  sbed  my  blood !— the  puipłe  stream 
Had  sweird— « tideof  ^engeance !  and  o'enrbelm'd 
The  pro  ud  oppreseori^* 

KINO. 

Trattor  to  tby  prince. 
And  foe  penrerse  to  truth ! — how  fuli  thy  crimeg, 
Thy  doom  how  just-^my  pardon  bow  homane, 
Thy  conscious  malice  knows— But  let  me  not 
Degrade  my  name,  and  vindicatc  to  thee 
The  ja^tice  of  my  reign. 

GRIMB. 

Vatn  were  th*  attempt 
With  artifice  of  words  to  sooth  my  ragę, 
Moie  deaf  to  mercy,  than  thć  famish'd  woir 
That  tears  the  bl^ating  kid!— My  starv'd  rerenge 
Thy  blood  aione  can  satiate  I — Yiełd  thee  then: 
Or  sink  benea^i  minę  arm. 

KINO. 

Heav*n  shall  not  see 
A  deed  ao  abject  yilłfy  my  name — 
While  yet }  wie1d,this  sword,  and  the  warm  blood 
Still  streams  within  my  veinii;  my  coarage  soars 
Superior  to  a  niffian's  threats.— »• 

GRIME* 

Fali  on, 
Ad4  hew  tbem  piece-meal. 

\^Kingf  Ramtaif,  and  attendanłs  drice 
qf  Grhm  aad  hit  followert ;  but 
are  afterwards  ouerpowered  and  dit» 
armed, 

GRIME. 

Włlt  thou  yet  maintain 
Thy  dignity  df  words?— W  berę  are  thy  8laves, 
Tby  subjects,  guards  and  tbunder  of  tby  throne, 
Reduc*d  u8urper?«-Ouard  theae  captives. 

lBxeiini  I&tg,  Ramśayp  dCe.  guarded. 


SCENB    XI. 

Enter  a  SoUHer  to  Orime. 

SOŁOIER. 

A  troop  of  horsemen  have  possessed  the  gata 
By  which  we  gain'd  the  city.— 

GRIIIE. 

Blast  them,  Rell ! 
We  must  retreat  anotber  way,  and  \eax^ 
Our  aim  imfinisbM !— Our  yictorioas  swords 
At  least  shall  guard  the  treasure  tiiey  have  won. 
.  When  the  ńervę  parent-lion  bites  our  chain. 
His  wbelps  forlom,  an  easy  prey  remain. 


ACT  lU.    SCENĘ  I. 
Qdeen,  Eleonora,  Captain, 

QUEBN. 

What  from  the  battlements  bast  thou  descry^d? 

CAPTAIN. 

Nothing  dlttinct,  my  queen-«*Involv'd  in  clouds 
Impehrious  to  the  view,  the  battle  long 
Continued  doubtful,  'midst  the  mingiing  sounds 
Ot'  trumpets,  neighing  steeds,  tnmiiltuous  shouts 
Of  fierce  assailants,  dolefiil  cries  of  death. 
And  clatrringarmour;  'till  atlength,  the  noise 
In  distant  murmure  dy*d— 0*er  all  the  plain, 
Now  a  dread  stillness  reigns  t 

QUKEN. 

Thenall  islost! 
W  by  pauses  ruin,  and  suspends  the  stroke!— 
Is  it  to  lengthen  out  affliction*8  term. 
And  feed  productive  woe  ? — Where  shall  the  groarn 
Of  innocence  deserted  find  redress! 
Shall  I  exclaim  to  Heav*n  ?— Already  Heav'u 
iŁs  pity  and  protection  bas  witlidrawn ! 
Earth  yield  me  rcfuge  then !— ^ive  me  to  lia 
Within  thy  cheerless  bosom !— there,  put  off 
Th'  uneasy  robę  of  (^ing — tbeise,  lay  down 
The  load  of  my  distress! 

ELEONORA. 

Alas!  my  quecnj 
What  consolation  can  the  wretched  bring! 
How  shall  I  from  my  own  despair  collect 
Assuasire  balm  ? — Within  my  łouely  breast 
Mute  sorrow  and  despondence  long  have  dwelt ! 
And  while  my  sire,  perbaps,  this  instant  bleeds, 
The  dim,  exhau8ted  fountains  of  my  grief 
Cdn  scarce  afford  a  tear! 

QUEEN. 

O  luxury 
Of  mutnal  iłl !— Let  us  enjoy  the  fea^t ! 
To  gruan  re«ocho  groan,  in  coucert  raisie 
Our  lamentation ;  and  w  hen  sorrow  swells 
Too  big  for  utterance,  the  silene  streams 
Shall  flow  in  common! — When  ihe  sileut  streams 
Forbear  to  flow,  the  voice  again  shall  wail; 
O  my  lost  lord  1.—0  8ave  bim<— «aTe  him,  powen  ( 

ELEONORA 

is  there  no  geiatle  remedy  to  sooth 
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The  sor.rs  disorder;  luli  tbe  jarring  thoughts, 
And  with  fair  itnajęcs  amitse  the  mind? 
— Corre,  smiling  Hop€— divincillu8ion!  come 
In  all  thy  pride  of  triumph  o'er  the  panga 
Of  misery  and  pain ! 

QUEBK. 

Low — ^low  indeed, 

Have  our  misfortunes  plung'd  us ;  when  no  glcam 

Of  wand^rinic  hope,  how  vaia  soe'er  or  felse, 

Our  invocat'łon  flattere !— When — O  when 

"Will  death  delWer  me?  — Shall  1  not  r«t 

Within  the  peaceful  tomb,  whc  re  may  I  slcep 

In  calm  oblivion,  and  forget  the  wrecks 

Of  stoi  my  life!— No  sonnds  diaturb  the  gravc 

Of  murdei^d  husbands! — Or  the  dismal  scream 

Of  infants  perishing— Ha !  wbither  kads 

Imagination! — Must  ye  perish  ihen, 

Ye  tender  blossoms? — Must  the  lofty  oak 

That  gave  you  life,  and  shelter*d  you  from  hann, 

Yield  to  the  ttaitort  axe  ? — O  agony 

Of  fond  distractiop ! 

ELEONORA. 
Ha! — behold  wbere  comes 
The  i^arlike  son  pf  March !— What,  if  hebrings 
The  news  of  victory ! 

OUEEN. 

My  soul  alarm*d 
Witlł  cagetoess  and  terrour  waits  her  doom! 

SCENĘ  II. 
SuBEN,  Eleonora,  DunbAr. 

QVEEN. 

Say,  youtb,  how  fares  the  king ! 

DUNBAR. 

JFąir  princess,  hail! 
To  you  my  duty  and  my  spced  were  bent — 
Your  royal  consort  triumphs. 

QUEEN. 

1  Jvps  be  then  1 
I,ivc8  be,  dcliverM  from  the  fatal  snares 
Wbiob  had  eoclos^d  bim ! 

DUNBAR. 

To  thcir  bills  rcpeird, 
The  vanquiflb'd  rebels  cursc  bis  ronqu'ring  arm — 
He  bade  me  fly  before  bim  to  the  queen} 
With  tbe  glad  tidings  cbeer  ber  drooping  soul  j 
And  bear  his  kindest  wisbes  to  the  sbrine 
Himself  wiU  soon  adore. 

QI7EEN. 

WiU  hc  then  come 
And  wipe  the  tear  of  sorrow  from  my  cheek! — 
^h^  no  !— thy  pity  flatters  me  in  vain ! 

DUNBAR. 

Let  me  not  dally  with  my  queen's  distress.^ 
What  were  it,  but  to  lift  incupnbcnt  woe, 
That  it  might  fali  morę  grievou3.— By  the  feith 
Of  mv  allegiance,  bither  speeds  the  king, 
By  love  attended.  and  by  conquest  crown'd. 

Q17EEN. 

O  welcome  messengeir !— -How  sweetly  sounds     . 
Thy  prelude!— Thus,  tbe  warblcr  of  the  moni. 
To  the  8ick  wretcb  who  moanM  the  tedious  night, 
Brings  balmy  slumber,  easc  apd  hope  and  hcaltb  '• 
O  wondrous  deBttey ! 


ELEONORA. 

*  Thus  ott  my  qiweo 

May  fortunę  ever  sm tle. —May  blUs  to  bli« 
Succced,  a  tranqull  scenę! — Say, noble  youih, 
Returnsmy  sire  in  safety  from  tbe  fi^ldr — 

DUNBAR. 

Safii  a.-?  thy  foudest  filial  wish  can  fonn.— « 
In  war's  varic*ty,  minę  pyc-a  have  aeen 
Yariety  of  valour  and  of  skiil : 
But  Burb  united  exccllcnce  of  both— 
Such  art  to  ba  file  and  arouse  the  foe;— » 
Such  intrepidity  to  exccute 
Repcątt^  effoits,— ncver,  saTC  in  hitn. 
My  obsenration  trac'd ! — Our  monarch^s  acU 
My  feeble  praisc  would  sulły  and  profane. 

ELEONORA* 

Thy  woids,  like  genial  showers  to  tbe  parrbM 
Refresb  my  languid  soul!—  [eantb, 

QVERN. 

The  tmmpct  «\vtUs! 
My  conqoeror  appmaches !— Lct  roe  fly 
With  ecstacy  of  lorę  into  his  anns!— * 
He  comt« ! — the  victor  comes ! 


SCENR  111. 
King,  Suben,  Eleonora,  Dukbab. 

KING,  embracing  Łfte  guem- 

Mybcttcrparl! 
My  sours  chief  residence  !— My  love!  my  qu«tt! 
Thou  hast  becn  tender  overmuch,  and  moumM 
Ev*u  too  pcufusely ! 

QT7Eert. 

Celebrate  tbis  honr 
Ye  songs  of  angels !  and  ye  sons  of  Earth, 
Keep  fesiival! — My  roonarch  is  n-tumM! 
I  fold  bim  in  these  arm**!— I  hęar  his  Toicc^— 
His  love  soft-chiding  !ł— 

BING. 

O  ye  powcrs  benign ! 
What  words  cąn  speak  the  rapiure  of  my  sonl! 
Come  to  my  breast,  wbere,  cberishM  by  my  love, 
Thy  fair  idea  rooted,  blossoms  forth 
And  twines  aroundmy  beort! 

OysEN. 

Mysteriofos  &te! 
My  wishes  arc  complcte!— Yet,  I  most  ask 
A  tbousand  tbings  impertineiitly  fond!         [kiiif; 
How  did  you  ^scape?— What  angel*6  hand,  ny 
I*reservM  you  firom  destructiou  ? 

KING, 

Heav'n,  indeed, 
E8pou8'd  my  causc,  and  sent  to  my  relief 
The  son  of  March,  who,  with  a  cbosen  fcw, 
beliver'd  me  from  Orimc: — ^Tbencc  to  the  field 
We  speeded,  and  accomplish*d  ^at  the  swoid 
Of  Angus  bad  well  nigb  acbiev'd  before. 

QUEEN  to  DyNBAJL. 

How  shall  ącknowledgment  enough  reward 

Thy  worth  unparallerd? 

KING. 

Now,  by  my  throoc ! 
Not  my  own  issoe  sb^U  eugross  me  morę 
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Tlian  thoo,  herotc  yoathl^Th*  insalting  foe, 
lo  spite  of  fresh  supplies,  with  slaughter  driven 
To  the  gteep  hillt  that  bound  the  plain,  htre  sent 
An  herald,  in  their  tum,  to  sue  for  peace.— 
An  audience  bave  I  promis'd. — Ere  the  hour 
Arrives,  I  will  retire,  and  in  the  bath 
Reiresh  my  weary'd  limbs. — 

\^Exeuni  King,  Oueen,  atlendanłs, 

SCENĘ  IV. 

* 

Pum  BAR,  Eleonora. 

ELEONORA. 

Renown  to  day 
Has  ]avi8h'd  all  her  honours  on  thy  head. 

UUNBAR. 

What  boot3  it,  that  my  fortunę  decka  me  thus 
Witb  unsubfitaiitial  plumes;  when  my  heart  groans 
Beneath  the  gay  caparison,  and  loTe 
With  uiirequited  passion  wounds  my  soul ! 

ELEONORA. 

la  unpropitious  lo^e  unknown  to  me? 
To  me  for  ever  doom'd  (alas!)  to  nurse 
Tbe  slow-consuming  fire.—  ' 

Dt/NBAR. 

Heav'n'8 ! — what  are  all 
The  boasted  charms,  that  with  snch  wond*rous 
Attach  thee  to  my  riral  ?-"Par  from  me     [power 
Be  the  vain  arrogance  of  pride,  to  vaunt 
£xcelling  talents;  yet  I  fain  woałd  learn. 
On  what  admir*d  accomplishment  of  Stuart, 
Thy  preliereDce  is  fix*d.— 

ELEONORA. 

Alas!  Dunbar, 
Myjudgment,  weak  and  erringas  it  is, 
Too  well  djscems  on  whom  I  should  bestow 
My  love  and  my  esteem:— But  trust  me,  youth, 
Thou  little  know*st  how  hard  it  is  to  wean 
The  mi  ud  from  darli  ng  babits  long  indulg*d ! 
I  know  that  Stuart  siuks  intó  reproach: 
ImmersM  in  guilt,  and,  morę  than  once,  subdu'd 
By  thy  superior  merit  and  success : 
Yet  ev'n  this  Stuart,— for  I  would  not  wrong 
Thiiie  expectation, — still  retains  a  part 
Of  my  compassion— nay,  I  fear,  my  love !  [kings, 
Would'8t  thou,  distinguisb'd  by  th*  applause  of 
Di&grace  thy  qualities,  and  brook  the  prize 
Ofadividedheart?— 

DUNBAR. 

No! — witness  Hcav'n 
I  \ove  not  on  such  terms!«-iAm  I  theu  doom*d, 
Unfeeliug  ińaid !  for  ever,  to  deplore 
'  Thy  unabating  ripour!— The  rude  flint 
Yierds  to  th'  incessant  drop;  but  Eleonora, 
1nflexibly  8evere,  uncbang*d  remaina— 
Unmov*d  by  my  complaint ! 

ELEONORA. 

My  f»ther  comes ! 
Let  me,  with  pious  raTtshment,  embrace 
His  niartial  knees,  and  błe&s  the  guardian  power 
That  icKeoM  hiib  in  the  battie ! 


SCENĘ  ▼. 


Angus,  Dunbar,  Eleonora. 


ANGUS. 

Rise,  my  child, 
Thou  hast  been  always  dutifiil,  and  mi  Id 
As  the  soft  breeze  that  (ans  the  summer  eve ! 
Such  łnnocence  endearing  gently  stole 
Into  my  yt>uthful  bo8om,ąnd  awak'd 
Love's  tender  lancruishment,  when  to  my  view 
Thy  mother  first  dłsplay*d  her  Tirgin  blooni ! 

[Turning  to  Dunbar, 
Come  to  my  arms,  Dunbar! — ^To  shield  from  death 
A  parent,  is  the  venerable  act 
Of  the  most  pious  duły.— -Thus  adopted, 
Henceforwani  be  my  son ! — ^The  rebel  chiefs 
Sccure  in  my  safe  conduct,  w^it  without 
The  promisM  audience.-^To  the  king  repair. 
And  signify  their  preseuce. —  \^ExU  Dunbar, 

SCENĘ  VI. 
Angus,  Eleonora. 

ANGUS. 

Eleonora, 
Behold  tbe  undaunted  youth,  wbo  stept  between 
The  stroke  of  fate  and  me^— 0'erpowVd,  uuhorsM, 
A  od  by  the  foe  surrouoded,  I  had  sunk 
A  victim  to  barbarity  enrag'd ; 
If  brave  Dunbar,  to  his<Qwn  peril  blind, 
Had  not  that  instant  to  tny  rescue  sprung.^» 
Nay,  when  that  youthful  traitor — ^by  whose  arm 
ReleasM,  I  know  not,  headlorig  r«ishM  against  me, 
My  vigilant  deUvercr  uppo8*d 
Tiie  fierce  aggressor,  whose  aspiring  crest 
Soon  prostrate  fell-'— 

ELEONORA. 

Ha !  fell— Is  Stuart  slain? 
O!  speak,  my  father.— 

ANGUf. 

Wherefore  this  alarm ! 
Let  me  not  find  thy  bosom  entertain 
A  sentiment  unworthy  of  thy  name  !-^ 
The  gett'rous  victor  gave  him  back  his  life  j 
And  cry'd  aloud,  *'  This  sacriflce  I  make 
For  £leonora's  love."— 

ELEONORA. 

O  matchless  youth  V 
His  Tirtues  conquer'd  my  esteem,  betbre: 
But  now,  my  grateful  sentiment  inftames 
ET^n  to  a  sister^s  zeal ! 

ANGUS. 

With  rigid  power 
I  would  not  bridle  thy  reinctant  tliought : 
Yet,  let  me,  with  parental  care,  commend 
Tbe  passion  of  Dunbar.-^ 

ELEONORA. 

A  ftiirer  garb 
His  title  could  notwear:— But  when  1  think 
What  rocka  in  secret  lie— ^hat  tempests  rise 
On  love'a  deceitful  voyage ;  my  timid  soul 
Recoils  afTrighted,  and  with  borrour  shuus 
Th»  inyiiing  calm !— • 

ANGUS. 

Retire,  my  child,  and  weigh 
The  difhrent  clałłM*^Hei«,  glory,  love,  and  ^th 
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Implore  tby  smiles :— there,  vice  with  brutal  ragę 
Would  force  thee  to  bis  wishes — But  too  long 
1  tarry  in  this  płace- — I  must  atteml 
My  sov'reiga  io  his  inteniew  with  Athol. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENĘ  VII.    Changes  to  amiher  cpartmenL 

* 

Athol,  Grime. 

ATHOŁ. 

What  we  to  fortunę  ow*d,  oUr  anns  have  paid : 
But  let  us  now  the  changeling  po\v'r  renouDce.— 
Unhappy  those,  who  hazard  tbeir  designs 
On  her  without  reserre ! 

GRiME. 

» 

Oir  plan  pUTsu*d 
A  purposemore  assur'd :— With  conquestcrowQ*d, 
Our  aim  indeed,  a  fairer  wreath  had  wom : 
But  that  deny'd,  on  terms  of  darker  hue 
Our  swords  shall  ibrce  success ! — 


/ 


ATUOL. 


Th'  approaching  scenę 
Pemands  our  utmost  aits !  not  with  tamę  sighs 
To  bend  bcfore  his  thronc,  and  supplicate 
His  clemency,  like  slayes;  nor  to  provoke 
With  pride  oF  speech  his  anger  half  appeas'd : 
But  with  submission  mingle  (as  we  speak) 
A  conscious  dignity  of  soul^  prepar'd 
For  all  events. — 

GRIME. 

Without  the  city-walls, 
Tho  Southern  troops  encampM,  already  fiłl 
The  festal  bowl,  to  celcbrate  the  day.— * 

ATHOŁ. 

By  He«v*n !  their  flush'd  intemperance  will  yield 
OĆcasion  undisturbM.— Por  while  they  lie,  [lurk 
With  winę  and  sleep  o*erwhelm*d,  the  clans  that 
Behind  th*  adjacent  hilis,  shall,  in  the  dark, 
Approach  the  gate  when  our  associate  Cattan 
Commands  theguard;  then,  introduc'd  by  him. 
We  take,  witli  ease,  possession  of  the  town, 
And  hither  morę  unmark*d. — 

GRlME. 

Herę,  if  we  fail, 
May  my  sbrunk  sinew  never  morę  unsheath 
My  well-try'd  dagger;  nor  my  hungry  hate 
Enjoy  the  sayoury  st^m  of  hostile  gore ! 

ATHOŁ. 

How  my  fir*d  soul  anticipates  the  joy ! 
I  see  me  seated  in  the  regal  chair, 
EnthronMby  Grime,  the  partner  of  my  power!— 
But  this  important  enterpńse  demands 
Morę  secret  conference. — The  sword  of  Stuart 
Will  much  av^il :  but  his  unpractisM  youth 
To  doubts  and  scrupics  subject,  hitberto 
Declines  our  last  resolye. — 

GRIME. 

It  shall  be  minę. 
To  rouse  his  passion  to  the  pitch  requir'd. — 
But  soft ! — ^who  comes  ? — ^Ten  thoasandcurses  load 
Tb'  ambitious  stripling! 

Snier  DunBAR. 

By  the  king's  command, 
I  ooBpe  to  guide  you  to  the  throne. 


ATHOŁ. 
•Tis  well.— 

SCENĘ  VUI. 


£xtU9L 


Discoters  the  KuiG  teaUd,    Amgus,  aiieadaMis, 
EnierATHOh,  Grime,  introduced  by  DCNBAR. 

KING. 

U  is  not  well — it  is  not  wclI  we  meet 

On  terms  like  thcse ! — ^1  should  have  found  io  Athol 

A  trusty  connsellor  and  steady  firiend: 

And  better  would  it  suit  thy  rev'rend  age, 

Thy  station,  qua]ity,  and  kindred  blood. 

To  hush  ill-judging  clamour,  and  cement 

Divided  factions  to  my  throne  a^in, 

Than  thus  embroil  the  state« — 

ATHOŁ. 

Myprescntaim 
Is  to  repair,  not  widen  morę,  the  brcach 
That  discord  madę  betwceu  us :  this,  my  liege, 
Not  harsh  reproaches,  or  severe  rebuke 
Will  e*er  effectuate: — No— let  us  rather. 
On  terms  which  equally  become  us  both, 
Our  iDfrests  re-unite. 

RING. 

Hah! — reunitc! 
By  Heav'n|  thy  proud  demeanor  morę  befits 
A  sov*reign  than  a  subject! — Reanite ! — 
How  durst  thou  sever  from  thy  faith,  oM  lord? 
And  with  an  helmet  load  that  hoary  hcad 
To  wagę  rebellious  war ! 

ATHOŁ. 

The  sword  of  Athol 
Was  nerer  drawn  but  to  redrras  the  ^rongs 
Hig  country  sufFer*d«-— 

KING. 

Dai-'st4:hou  to  my  &ce 
Irapeach  my  conduct,  baiBed  as  thou  art, 
Ungrateful  traitor  ?  Is  it  thus  thy  guUt 
My  clemency  iroplores? 

ATHOŁ. 

Not  yet  so  Iow 
Has  fate  reduc*d  us,  that  we  need  to  crawl 
Beneath  your  footstool: — In  our  camp  remain 
Ten  thousand  vig*rous  mountaineers,  who  long 
Their  honours  to  retrieve. — 

KING,  rising  hartify. 

Swift,  hie  thee  to  tfiean, 
And  lead  thy  fugitive  adherents  back  ! — 
Away. — Now,  by  the  mighty  soul  of  Bmce ! 
Thou  shalŁ  be  met — And  if  thy  sa^age  elan 
Abide  us  in  the  plain,  we  soon  will  tread 
Rebellion  into  dnst — Why  morę  ye  not  ? 
Conduct  them  to  their  camp«— 

ATHOŁ. 

FoiciTc,  my  prince, 
If  on  my  own  integrity  of  beart 
Too  far  presuming,  1  hare  gall'd  the  woand 
Too  much  in6am*d  already.— Not  with  yoa. 
But  with  your  measures  ill-adyis^d,  I  warrM: 
Your  sacred  pereon,  family,  and  throne 
My  purpoce  still  rever*d.— 
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KING. 


O  wretched  plea( 
To  wblch  thy  blasted  galltmust  have  recourse! 
Had  tby  design  been  laudable,  thy  tongue 
Włth  hooest  freedom  boldly  should  have  spoke 
Thy  discontent — Ye  liye  not  in  a  reign 
Where  truth,  by  arbitrary  pow'r  depresaM, 
Dares  not  oiaintain  her  state. — I  cJiarge  thee,  say 
What  lawless  measures  bas  my  pow>r  parsu'd? 

ATHOŁ. 

I  come,  to  mitigatc  your  royal  wrath 
Włth  sorrow  and  submission;  not  to  sum 
The  moti?e8  wbich.compeird  me  to  the  field. — 

KINO. 

I  foctad  your  miserable  state  reducM 
To  ruin  and  despair : — ^your  cities  dreoch^d 
In  mutual  slaughter,  desolatc  your  plains : 
AU  order  banish*d,  and  all  arts  decayM  :— 
No  iudustry,  save  what  with  bands  impure 
Dtstre8$'d  the  commonwealth :— no  laws  inforcs, 
To  screen  the  poor  and  check  the  guiity  great; 
While  aqtkalid  Painine  join'd  bersister  fiend, 
DeYouring  Pfcstiicnce,  to  curse  the  scenę ! — 
I  came — I  toird---reform'd— redrcss^d  the  whole: 
And  lo!  my  recompense! — But  I  relapse.— • 
What  18  your  suit?— 

ATHOŁ. 

We  8ue,  my  liege,  for  peace.^ 

KINO. 

Say,  that  my  lenity  sball  grant  your  prayer, 
How,  for  the  futurę,  sball  I  rest  a8sur'd 
Of  your  allegiance? 

ATHOŁ. 

Stuart  shall  be  left 
The  pledge  of  our  behaviour. — 

KING. 

And  your  arms, 
£re  naon  to  morrow,  shall  be  yielded  up. 

ATHOŁ. 

This,  too,  shall  be  perform*d.-— 

KINO. 

Then  mark  me,  tbane.-^ 
Because  the  loins,  from  whence  my  fathcr  sprung, 
On  thee  too  life  bŃestowM;  enjoy  the  gift. — 
I  pardon  what  is  past. — In  peace  consume 
The  Winter  of  thy  days^^But,  if  ye  light 
Th*  eztinguishM  brand  again,  and  brave  my  throne 
With  new  commotions— by  th^  etemalpower! 
No  futurę  guile,  submission,  or  regard 
Shall  check  my  indignation!-«I  will  pour 
My  rengeanoe  in  fuli  vo11ey ;  and  the  earth 
Shall  dread  to  yield  you  succour  or  resource ! 
Of  this,  no  morę.— Thy  kinsman  shall  remain 
With  ns,  an  hostage  of  thy  promis'd  faith« —         ^ 
Sc  shall  our  mercy  with  our  prudence  join, 
United  bcighten,  and  securely  shine. 


ACT  IV.    SCENĘ  I. 

Stuart. 

Thi8  solitude  but  morę  foments  despair ! 
Recala— pcompares— and  to  th'  incessaut  pangs 
Of  spiteyreTenge^andshame,  condemns  my  soul  !• 
O !  what  a  miserable  slare  am  I  f— > 
Precipitated  from  the  tow'ring  hope 


Of  eagle-ey*d  Ambition,  to  th*  ab3r8s        [thought. 
Of  mutt^fing  Horrour,  cąrsM     firom  thought  to 
— Hah»  Jealousy!— I  feel  th>  infcrnal  power ! 
Her  hissing  snakes  arouse— her  toreb  inflames 
My  madd*niDg  soul !— Yes, — if  he  thus  permits 
My  feet  to  rangę  at  will ;  my  lvengeful  band 
Will  soon  reąuite  bim.-—  lEnier  Grine. 

SCENĘ  II. 
Stuart,  Grime. 

ORIM&     - 

m 

Wfaerefore  thn«  alone  ? 
Thy  noble  kinsman,  ^ho  now  parted  hence, 
Obseryes  a  suddcn  cloud  o'erhang  thy  brow.-^ 
Since  from  the  dungeon  to  his  wish  restorM, 
A  mute  avcrsion  to  his  love,  secludes 
Thy  lonely  śteps— 

STUART. 

YeSy'— thou  thy self  hast  nam*d 
Tbecanse  accur8'd !— ha,  firom  the  dungeon  freed!— 
And  freed  by  whom ! — ^there^s  poison  in  the  thought! 
— ^Am  I  oot  hostage  of  my  uncle*8  shame  ? 

GRIME. 

Thou  dwelVst  on  that  too  much^ — ^Few  live  exempt 
From  disappointment  and  disgrace,  who  run 
Ambition*s  rapid  course. — Inur*d  to  pain, 
The  harden'd  soul,  at  last,  forgets  to  feel 
The  scourge  of  fate;  and  fearless  rushes  on 
To  deeds  advcnt'rous, — 

STUART. 

Who  shall  frame  th*'attempt 
That  Stuart  dreadst>achi€ve? — Not  pestilence. 
Not  raging  seas,  nor  livid  flames  can  Boiind 
My  daiintle<«s  undertakingi — ^Tell  me,  Grime, 
For  thou  wasttrain*d  to  feats  of  horrid  proof, 
Since,  not  the  voice  of  Heav»n  itself  can  Uire 
My  honour  back  again — what  pow'r  of  Heli 
Shall  I  invoke  to  deepen  my  revengc?— 

GRIME. 

Ha!  didst  thou  say  revenge? — Hail,  sable  pow^r, 
To  me  morc  dear  than  riches  or  renown ! 
What  gloomy  joy,  to  drench  tlic  dagger  deep 
In  the  proud  beaii  of  him  who  robb'd  my  famc! 
My  fortunę  thwarted ;  or  essay'd  by  fraud 
To  poison  my  delights !— ■ 

STUART. 

Ua !  thou  hast  rous*d 
The  scorpion-thought  that  stings  me  !-^ 

— Mark  me,  Grime,—* 
Our  baffled  canse  could  not  alarm  me  thus : 
If  conąuest  for  the/oe  declar^d  to  day, 
Ourarms  again  the  vagnrant  migjht  oompel. 
And  chain  her  to  onr  side.-— But  know,  my  love 
Has  been  defrauded ! — Eleonora*s  beart 
That  wretch  invade8. — ^That'ravisher,  who  cropp'd 
My  budding  famę  and  snnk  me  to  reproach ! 
He,  whom  my  jealousy,  in  all  its  ragę, 
Hath  singied  for  destroctioh!— • 


GRIME. 


'He  shall  die!— 


STUART. 


Yes,  he  shail  die!— He  shall  be  fleaM—impalM! 
And  his  tor^  bowels  thrown  to  beasts  of  prey;*^ 
My  8avage  hate  shall  on  his  tortures  feed! ' 
I  will  have  vengeance! 
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amiiB. 

Would*ftt  ihou  bare  it  fuU, 


iDclude  his  patrons. — 

STUART. 

Ha!— What  shali my  ann 
Unsbeath  the  secret  steel  1 

GRIHE. 

Yc8w*-^Łrike  aŁ  once» 
For  liberty,  ambition,  and  revei)ge.^ — 
Lei  the  proud  tyrant  yield  his  hau^rhty  soni; 
And  all  his  offspring  swell  tbe  sanguine  stream. 
Let  Angus-pęńsh  too.«^ 

STUART* 

o  wond'rou8  plan 
OftinrestrainM  barbarity! — It  suits 
The  horrours  of  my  bosom ! — All !— What  all  ? 
In  slaughtcrM  heaps!— The  progeny  and  sire!— 
To  sluice  tbem  in  th'  ungiiaided  hour  of  restl— 
Infernal  sacrifice! — dire— ev'n  too  dire 
For  my  despair!— To  me  what  bare  tbey  done 
To  meńt  such  returns } — No,  my  revenge 
Demauds  the  blood  of  one,  and  he  shall  fall.^- 

GRIME. 

It  shall  suffice — Dunbar  shall  bleed  alone.— « 
But  let  us  seize  him  on  the  veTge  of  b^iss; 
W  hen  the  fond  maid's  enkindling  looks  confea 
The  flames  of  basbftil  love:  when  eager  joy. 
And  modest  fear,  by  tums  exalt  the  blusb 
To  a  morę  feirid  glow.— When  Eleonora 
Unfolds  Elysium  to  his  raptur^d  view. 
And  smiles  him  to  ber  aons.— 

STUART. 
Hah! — Light*ning  sooth 
Tby  tongue»  blaspbcmcr ! — Sooner  may  this  globe 
Be  hurl*d  to  the  profonnd  abyss  of  Heli! — 
Butrain  ai^;  words.—- This  is  no  place— remember, 
He  shall  nottriumph  thus !— Thou  hast  bely'd  him— 
He  means  it  not — Nor  will  the  syren  smiie  — 
No,  Grime, — she  dares  not  smile  him  to  ber  arms! 

GRIMB. 

Keproacb,  or  matę  disgust,  is  tbc  reward 
Of  candid  fricodship,  that  disdains  to  hide 
Unpalatable  truth ! — 1  tell  thee,  yoiitb, 
BetrothM  by  Angus  to  Duiibar,  sbe  yields 
Her  plighterl  fairb,  this  houn^^But  sce ! — the  maid 
Movc8  hitherward  alone '. — 

STUART. 

Hastę,  leave  me,  Grimel 
My  soul  is  up  in  arms ! — my  vengfraace  boils ! 
Love,  jealousy,  implacable  despair 
In  tempests  whcel. — 

GRIMB. 

Tbou  shalt  not  tarry  faere  !— 
Tby  firantic  ragę  may  rasbly  overtum 
Our  whole  design! — 

STUARTą 

Let  me  not  urge  again 
Thy  Ewift  dcparture!— bence — I  come  anon. — 

lExU  Grinu, 

SCENK  III. 

Stuart,  Eleonora. 

STUART. 

When  last  we  parted,  loye  had  reconciPd 


Our  mutual  jealousies;  and  breath'd  anev 
Tbe  soul  of  barmony  within  our  breasts.— • 
Hast  thou  not,  sińce  that  period,  entertain^ 
One  adverse  thonght  to  eon  Stancy  and  me? 

BŁEOMORA. 

Say,  wbo  inyested  thee  witb  pow*r  supremę 
0*er  Eleonora*8  conduct;  that  tboa  com'tft 
With  froimtng  aspect,  thus,  to  judge  my  fame?'^ 
Hast  tbou  not  forfeited  all  claim  to  me  ? 
Have  I  not  seen  thee  stray  from  hoDOur's  path? 
And  shall  my  love  be  to  the  breast  confinM 
Where  treason  In  ber  darkest  bue  pieńdes!-*-* 
No !— let  me  wipe  thee,  blotted  as  tbou  art, 
From  my  abborrent  thoughts ! — 

STUART. 

Not  alł  this  pńde 

Of  mimie  yirtue— not  all  tb*  assembled  bosi 
Of  female  wilcs,  how  exqui8ite  soe'er, 
Shall  sbelter  thee,  deceirer! — What  new  stua 
Defilcs  my  bosom,  sińce  the  moming  sav 
Thy  tendemess  o'erflov ;  and  heard  thy  tongue 
Scduce  me  to  thy  faithless  arms,  agaiu? 

ELEONORA. 

Is  this  tbe  testimony  of  thy  love? 
This  thy  asserted  honour !  to  revile 
Defenceless  innocence? — But  this  will  aid 
My  duty«>-to  forget  th^e  — Dost  thou  ask 
What  recent  outrage  bas  estraogM  my  heait? — 
Tbere  needed  nonę. — Themeasure  of  thy  gutlt 
Was  fiiU  enuugh  before. — Yjet  thou  hast  heap'<i 
OfTences  to  exce88 :  in  battle  fought 
Against  thy  king;  and  sought,  with  liftcd  arm. 
My  father*s  life — ungrateful  as  tbou  art! 
Know  tben,  the  honour  of  my  namc  foiińds 
Our  fates  to  join  t  and  it  shall  ne*er  be  saida 
That  Błeonora,  łost  to  glory,  touk 
A  traitor  to  ber  bed!— 

STUART. 

Perfidious  witch! 
Tby  charms  sball  not  avail  thee ;  for  I  come 
Th'  avenging  minister  of  broken  faith ! 
To  clatm  tbe  promisM  fruitage  of  my  Iot^— 
Or — mark  me — pnnish,  with  thy  guilty  blood, 
Thy  peijury  and  fraud ! 

ELEONORA* 

Wiłt  thou  attempt 
To  gam,  by  mcnaces,  what  the  soft  sigfa 
Of  plaintiye  anguish  would  implore  in  yain  ? 
Herę  strike — and  let  thy  nitbless  poniard  drink 
Thę  blood  of  Douglas,  which  has  often  flowM 
In  virtue's  cause;  and  ey'ry  soił  enrich'dy 
From  wintry  Scania  to  tbe  sacred  vale 
Where  Lebanon  exalts  bis  lofty  brow.— 

STUART. 

Ecj^regious  sorc'ress ! — give  me  back  my  peace-« 
Bid  yesterday  return,  that  saw  my  yoath 
AdoraM  in  all  its  splendour,  and  elate 
With  gen'rous  pride  and  dignity  of  fwul! — 
Ere  yet  tby  spelłs  had  discomposed  my  brain^ 
Unstrung  my  am^,  and  laid  me  in  the  dost, 
Beneath  a  riyal*u  feet ! 

ELEONORA. 

Hear  all  ye  powers! 
He'  claims  of  me,  what  his  own  conscioos  guilt 
Hath  robb'd  him  o^^Aiid  dost  thoulook  for 
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In  my  afllicŁed  bosom?— There,  indced, 
Tbine  iiuai^  dwells  with  solitude  and  care. 
Amid  Ifae  d^yasUtion  thou  hast  madę !       [Wetps, 

STtiART. 

O  crocodilel-^one  on  these  faithless  droi>8 
Which  fali,  bot  toenanare!— Tby  specious  words 
Shall  soonrr  luU  the  soanding  sun^e,  thaii  check 
The  fury  tbat  impels  me  !^- Yet-^  by  Heav>ii, 
Tbou  ai'tdivinely  fair!  and  thy  distress  < 
With  magie  softness  ev*ry  charm  improYos  l-^ 
Wert  thou  notUalse  as  Hall,  not  Parad  isc 
Could  morę  perfection  boast!— *0 !  let  me  tum 
My  6iinting  eyes  from  thy  reeistless  face; 
And  from  my  sense  exclude  the  soothing  soiind 
Of  thy  enehantiog  tongue. — Yet--^et  renounce 
Tbine  infideltty — ^To  tbine  embrace 
Reoei^e  this  wanderer — this  \rretcb  forlom!— 
Speak  peace  to  his  distractcd  scul;  and  ease 
The  tortures  of  his  bosom  *.— 

BŁEONORiL 

Hnpless  youtb! 
My  heart  bleeds  for  tbee! — careless  of  ber  own, 
Blc^s  oVr  thy  sorrowei  'mid  thft  flinty  rocks 
My  tender  feet  would  tread  to  bring  tbee  balm : 
Or,  uniepining,  tempt  tbe  pathless  snów  !— 
O!  could  my  death  recall  thy  banish'd  qiiiet ! 
Herę  would  I  kneel,  a  suppiiant  to  Heav*n, 
lii  thy  bchalf ;  and  ofler  to  tbe  grave 
The  price  of  thy  reposel-^Alas !  I  fear 
Our  days  of  plcanure  are  for  ever  past ! 

STUART. 

O  thou  hast  joy  and  borronr  in  thy  gift ! 

And  8way*st  my  souł  at  will  !»bles»*d  in  thy  l07C, 

The  memory  of  soirow  and  disgrace, 

That  preys  upon  my  youth,  would  soon  forsake 

My  rapturM  tbougbt,  and  Hełł  should  płot  in  vain, 

To  9ever  us  again  !^-0 !  let  me  clasp  tbee, 

Thou  charm  ineffable ! 

ELEONORA* 

Porbear,  fond  youtb, 
Our  unrelenting  deatiny  hath  raisM 
Etemal  bars  between  u« ; 

STUART. 

Ha!-— wbatbars? 

ELEONORA. 

A  sacrifice  demanded  by  my  sire-— 
A  vow— 

STUART* 

Perdition ! — Say  what  vow,  raah  maid ! 
ELEONORA. 
A  iktal  Tow !  that  blasts  our  mntual  lav'e-— 

STUART. 

Infemal  vipers  gnaw  thy  heart! — A  vow  !— 
A  vow  that  to  my  rival  giyes  tbee  up ! — 
Sball  be  then  trampie  on  my  soul  at  last  !^ 
Mock  my  rCTenge,  and  laugh  at  my  despair ! 
Ha !  ahaU  be  rifle  alł  tby  s^'ects,  at  will, 
And  riot  in  the  transports  due  to  me  ? 
Th'  accuraed  image  wbirls  around  my  brain !-« 
He  pants  with  rapture ! — Horrour  to  my  soul  I 
He  aurfeits  on  delight!-^ 

ELEONORA. 

O  gentle  Heav'u! 
Let  thy  soft  mercy  on  his  soul  descend 


In  dews  of  peace  !—Why  roli  with  fiery  gleam 
lljy  siarting  eye-balls  ?— Why  on  thy  pale  clieek 
Trem  bies  fell  rngel— and  why  sustains  tby  frama 
This  universal  sliock  ?— Is  it,  alas ! 
That  I  have  sworn,  I  never  will  be  tbine? — 
True,  this  1  swore — 

STUART. 

Hah  l^-nerer  to  be  mhie! 
Tb'awaken'd  byirricaucbeginsto  ragę! —  [meaof 
Be  witnesa,  Heav'n,  and  £arth»and  Heli!   sha 
To  giad  the  bosom  of  my  foe  ! — Come  then 
Infemal  veugeance!  aid  mc  to  perform 
A  deed  that  ilends  thcmseWes  will  weep  to  see ! 

[Drawt. 
Tbus,  let  me  blast  his  full-bloom*d 

EłUer  DUMRAR,  wko  interpotet, 

SCENĘ  IV. 
DuNBAR,  Stuart,  Elbomora. 

DUM  BAR. 

Ruffian,  hołd 
Thy  dcsp'ratc  band  I—Wbat  fury ,  *scap'd  from  Heli, 
Inspircs  thy  ra^e  to  wanton  in  tbe  blood 
Of  such  exceliiug  goodiiess  ?— - 

STUART. 

Infamy 
Like  minę  deface  the  glories  of  thy  name! 
Wbat  busy  demon  sent  tbee  hither,  now, 
My  vengcance  to  defeat? — ^The  hour  is  come-* 
Tbe  hour  is  come  at  last,  that  must  decide        « 
For  ever  our  preteutions! 

DUNBAR. 

Whatsoe^cr 
Thy  bate  could  meditate  against  uiy  life, 
My  naturę  might  forgive:  but  this  attcmpt 
Diyests  my  soul  of  mercy — 

STUART. 

Guide  my  point 
Ye  pow»r8  of  darkness,  to  my  rival*s  lieart, 
Then  take  me  to  yourselyes.  {.Theyfgki. 

ELEONORA. 

Restrain — restrain 
Your  mutual  frenzy! — Horrour!— help-  behold— 
Behold  this  miserable  bosom ! — plunge 
Your  poniards  here !  anU  iu  its  fiital  source 
Your  enmity  assuoge ! — 

nu  ART  yfaUłng. 

It  will  not  be — 
Thy  fortunę  hath  .eclips*d  me:  and  the  shadea 
Of  death  environ  me. — Yet,  what  is  death 
When  honour  brings  it,  but  th'  etemal  aeal     ' 
Of  glory,  never — ^iiever  to  be  broke ! — 
O  thou  hast  slain  me  in  a  dreadful  hour! 
My  vengeance  ftiistrated — my  pruspect  curs*d 
With  thy  approacbiiig  nuptials  !  and  my  soul 
Dismiss*d  in  all  ber-— Eleonora!— Oh!       '  [Dies. 

SCENĘ  V. 
DuNBAR,  Eleonora. 

DUNBAR. 

Ah!  whereforc  dost  thou  wring  thy  tender  hands 
In  woeful  attitude? — ah!  whenefore  lift 
Thy  streaming  eyes  to  Heav*n;  while  the  deep 
Dilates  thy  lab^ing  breast?  [groaa 
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ELEONORA. 

This  is  too  inuch^- 
Tbis  is  tóo  much  to  bear  !«-thoa  hast  destroyM 
My  last  remaiDS  of  peace ! 

DUNBAR. 

And,  was  thy  peace 
Deposited  in  him  ? — In  him  w  ho  raisM 
His  inpious  band  to  kill  thee  l—Is  it  well 
To  moura  his  fali,  and  thus  accuse  the  blow 
Tbat  rescu^d  thee  from  death  ? 

ELEONORA. 

I  blamć  not  thee, 
No,  Hcav*nforbid  !-^l  blame  not  my  protector-^ 
Yet  thy  protection  has  undone  me  quite  \ 
And  I  will  moura — for  ever  moum  the  hour — 
Th'  ill-omenM  hour»  that  on  thy  sword  confeiT*d 
Such  terrible  success— How  pale  appear 
These  clay-cold  cheeks  where  grace  and  rigour 
O  dismal  spectade !— How  humble  now  [glo\v*d ! 
Lies  that  ambition  wbich  was  latc  so  proud!— 
Dłd  be  not  cali  me  with  his  latest  breath  !— 
He  would  have  said — ^but  cruel  fate  eontroPd 
His  fault*ring  tongue!— He  would  have  sald, 

«•  For  thee. 
For  thee,  faise  maid,  1  perish  undeplorM  !*' 
O !  hadst  thou  known  how  obstinately  tnie 
My  heart  remaiD*d  to  thee,  when  thy  own  guilt. 
My  duty,  and  thy  rivars  worth,  conspir^d 
To  banisb  thee  from  thence^  thy  parting  soul 
Would  havc  aequitted— >uay,  perhaps,  bewail'd 
My  persecuted  truth ! 

Dl)  N  BAR. 

O  turn  thine  eyes 
From  the  sad  objcct !— 'Turn  thy  melting  tboughts 
From  the  disast^rous  Łhemc,  and  look  on  me— 
ón  me  who  would  with  ecstacy  rcsign 
This  wretched  being,  to  be  thus  cmbalm'd 
With  £leonora*s  tears !— Wcre  I  to  fali, 
Thy  pity  would  not  thus  lament  my  fate ! 

ELEONORA. 

Thy  death  such  lamentation  would  not  mołe. 

Morę  envy*d  tłian  b«moan'd;  thy  memoiy 

Would  stitl  be  cherish'd;  and  tliy  name  sur\'ive 

To  latest  ages  in  immortal  bloom-— 

Ah,  *tł8  not  so  with  him ! — He  leaves  behind 

No  dear  remembrancc  of  unsully^d  feme! 

No  monument  of  glory,  to  defy  [shame ! 

The  storms  of  tirae ! — Nought  but  reproach  and 

Nought,  but  perpotaal  slander,  brooding  o'er 

His  reputation  lost !— O  fearful  scenę 

Of  dire  existence,  that  must  never  close ! 

SCENF.  VI. 

ANGUft  młeringy  ELEONORA,  DUNBAR,  elUndatUt, 

ANGUS. 
What  sound  of  feroale  woe — Ha!  Stuart  slain! 
Alas !  1  fear  thou  art  the  fktal  canse  !— 

[To  Eleonora, 

ELEONORA. 

Too  well  my  fajther  has  divin'd  the  cause 

Of  their  unhappy  strife ! — Wherefore,  ye  powers  I 

Am  I  to  misery  deliverM  up  ! 

What  kindred  crime,  alas !  am  I  decreed 

To  expiate,  that  misfortunes  fali  so  thick       ^ 

On  my  poor  head ! 

ANGUS  fo  Dtmbar. 

How  durst  your  lawless  ragę 
Profiuie  this  jacred  place  with  priyate  brawl  i 


DUNBAR. 

By  Heav*n !  no  place,  how  much  soe*er  lerci^d, 
Shall  screen  th'  assassin  who,  like  him,  woald  aini 
The  murd'rous  steel  at  £]eonora's  breast! 

ANGUS. 

Ha !  wers  his  aims  so  merdless  ?«— Too  jnst 

The  vengeance  that  o*ertook  him ! --But  the  erenŁ 

With  this  unstable  jancture  ill  accords!^- 

Remove  the  body^^-Thou  meanwhile  retire, 

Thy  presence  may  awake,  or  aggraTate 

Th^  ragę  of  Athol.  [7%e  bodjf  is  remomd, 

DUNBAR. 

Therefore  I  obey. — 
And  O  thou  loTely  mouraer!  who  now  dn>op*it 
Like  the  spreadrose  beneathth'  inclement  diowcr, 
When  next  we  meet,  I  hope  to  sce  thee  Uooni 
With  veriial  freshness,  aud  again  unfold 
Thy  beauties  to  the  Sun !  t^^'  DmAtr, 

SCENĘ  VIL 
Angus,  Eleonora. 

ANGUS. 

Let  us,  my  child. 
Lament  with  iteadiness  those  ilłs  that  floiw 
From  our  mishap    yet  therefore  not  aacribe 
To  seif-demertt,  impotently  griev*d, 
The  guilt  of  accideut<^<-Thou  hast  enough 
Denoted  thy  concem — Let  me  not  think 
Thy  sorrow  bath  espoused  a  traitor*!  cause. 

ELEONORA. 

Ah !  wha^t  availf  to  me  the  hard-won  pako 
Of  fniitleas  virtue  ?— Will  it  luU  to  rest 
Intemal  anguish^^-Will  it  yieldme  peace  ^— 

ANGUS. 

Thy  indiscreet  affliction  shall  not  plead 

Against  thee,  with  me,  now.-^-Remember  this, 

If  thou  art  weak  eaough  to  harbour  sttU 

A  guilty  flame^  to  thy  assistance  cali 

That  noble  pride  and  dignity  of  scom, 

Whłch  warms,  exalts,  and  purifies  the  soul — 

But  I  will  trpst  thee  to  thyself.-^Withdraw; 

For  Athol  comes,  and  on  his  risage  lowYs 

A  storm  of  wratht  lEsit  Eleiman. 

SCENĘ  VnL 
Angus,  Athol. 

ATHOL, 

Are  these  the  fair  efiects 
Of  our  submission  '.—These  the  promis'd  fruits 
Of  amity  re8tor*<^'.— To  violate 
The  laws  of  hospitality — To  ^ide 
The  midnight  muiderer*8  inhuman  blow. 
And  sacrifice  your  guests! 

ANGUS. 

That  Athol  moums 
This  unfbregeeq  severity  of  fate, 
I  marve1  not. — My  own  patemal  eenie 
Is  wak*d  by  sympathy ;  and  I  coodoler 
His  interesting  loss.         But  thus  to  tax 
Our  blameless  fiiith  wilh  traitoious  design. 
Not  #ith  our  pure  iptegrity  coofonns, 
Nor  with  thy  duty,  thane. 
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ATHOŁ. 


Ha!  who  art  tbon, 
Tbat  1  should  bear  thy  censure  and  reproof  ?^- 
Not  protestation,  nor  th*  affected  air 
Of  sympathy  and  candour,  sball  amuse 
My  stronia  conception,  nor  elude  the  ery 
Of  justice  and  revenge ! 

ANGUS. 

Had  justioe  crav'd 
"With  rigid  voicc,  the  debt  incun^d  by  tbee, 
How  hadst  thoa  £ur'd  ?— Say,  what  bas  plac*d  tby 

deeds 
Above  my  censure?— Let  this  day*s  erent 
Proclaim  bow  far  I  merit  thy  disdain.— 
That  my  humanity  is  misconceWed 
Not  much  alarms  my  wonder :  conscious  fraud 
Still  harboars  with  suspicion.-^Let  me  tell  thee— 
The  fate  of  Stuart  was  sapremoly  just* 
Th*  untimely  stroke  his  sayage  tieart  prepar'd 
A^ainst  the  guiltless  breast  of  Eleonora, 
Aveoging  Heay'n  retorted  on  himself. 

ATHOŁ. 

I  thougbt  where  ałl  thy  probity  would  end, 
DisguisM  accocnplice !— But  rera^mber,  lord, 
Should  this  blood-spotted  bravo  *scapo,  secure 
In  thy  protection,  or  th'  nniiist  extpnt 
Of  regal  powV,  by  all  my  wrongs !  TU  spread 
The  seeds  of  vengeance  o*er  th*  affiaghted  land. 
And  blood  shall  answer  blood ! 

ANOUS. 

How  far  thy  threats 
Are  to  be  fear'd,  we  know. — But  see,  the  king !-« 

SCENĘ    IX. 
King,  Akgus,  Athoł. 

KING. 

Tell  me— proud  thanes,  why  are  you  foand  oppos'd 
In  loud  revillngs?— You,  that  should  promoŁe 
By  fair  example,  unity  and  peace ! 

ATIIOŁ. 

Hare  I  not  cause  to  murmur  and  complain? 

Stuart,  the  latest  gift  and  dearest  pledge 

Of  )ove  fraternal,  800th*d  my  bending  age: 

Him  hath  the  unrelenting  dagger  tom 

From  my  parental  arms;  and  left,  alas! 

This  sapless  trurik,  to  stretch  its  witherM  bougbs 

To  you  for  justice! — Justice  then  I  craye. 

KING. 

To  send  the  injar^d  unredress'd  away, 
How  great  8oe*er  the  offender,  or  the  wrong»d 
Howe'er  obscure,  is  wicked — wcak  and  vile : 
Degrades,  defiles,  and  should  dcthrone  a  king! 
Say,  freely,  thane,  who  has  ac:griev'd  thee  thus. 
And  were  he  dear  as  her  who  shares  our  throne, 
Tboa  shalt  haye  ample  vengeance. 

ATHOŁ. 

Theu  I  charge 
The  son  of  March  with  per6dy  and  murder. 

ANOtft. 

Were  I  with  mean  indifferenca  to  hear 
Th*  envenom'd  tongne  of  calumny  tradnce 
Defenceless  worth,  I  should  but  ill  deserre 
Your  royal  confidcnce. — >Dunbar  has  slain 
The  kinsman  of  this  thane;  yet  felJ  he  not 
By  ocuder^  cowaidice,  or  fool  design. 


The  sword  of  Stuart  was  atready  drawn 
To  sAcrifice  my  daughter,  when  Dunbar, 
By  HeaT'n  dir  cted  hither,  interposM,     . 
RedeemM  the  trembling  victim,  and  repelVd 
His  rival'8  fury  on  his  hapless  head. 

ATHOŁ. 

M ust  I  refer  me  to  the  partial  Toice   ^ 

Of  ati  invet'rate  foe? — No,.l  rejcct 

The  tainted  evidence,  and  ratber  claim 

The  combat  proof. — Enfeebled  are  my  łimbs 

With  age  that  creeps  along  my  nenres  unstrung^ 

Yet  shall  the  justice  of  my  cause  recall 

My  youthful  vi^ur,  ronse  my  loifring  blood, 

Swell  cv'ry  sinew,  strengthen  ev'ry  limb, 

And  crown  me  with  succcss — Behold  my  gage, 

I  wait  for  justice. 

-     KINO. 

Justice  shalt  thou  have— 
Nor  shall  an  equitable  claim  depend 
On  such  precarious  issue.-^Who  shall  guard 
The  weak  from  violeoce,  if  brutal  fbrce 
May  rindicate  oppression.— Truth  alone 
Shall  rule  the  fair  decision,  and  thy  wrongs,  ^ 
If  thou  art  wrong^d,  in  my  unbia8s*d  s\vay 
Shall  find  a  just  avenger.— Let  Dunbar 
Appear  when  urgM,  and  answer  to  the  charge. 

[To  Angus,    Exeuni  King,  Anguu 

SCENĘ    X. 
Athoł,  Grime. 

ATHOŁ. 

Curse  op  the  smooth  dissembler !— Welcome, 
My  soul  is  wrought  to  the  snblimest  ragę  [Grime. 
Of  borrible  rerenge! — If  augbt  remain'd 
Of  eautious  scruple,  to  the  scatt'ring  winds 
I  give  the  phantom.^May  this  carcase  rot, 
A  loathsome  banquet  to  the  fowls  of  Heav*n, 
If  e*er  my  breast  adniit  one  thougbt  to  bound 
Tbe  progress  of  my  ha  te ! 

GRIME. 

What  means  my  prinee  P 
ATHOŁ. 

Th*  unhappy  youth  is  slain ! 

GRIME. 

Ha!-— Hellbeprais*d— 
He  was  a  peevish  stripliug,  prone  to  change.       « 

[Aside^ 
— Vain  is  condolence. — Let  our  swords  be  swift 
To  sate  his  hov'rinc  shade. — I  have  conferr^d 
With  trusty  Cattan,  our  design  explain*d. 
And  his  fuli  aid  securM. — To  night  he  rulet 
The  middle  watch. — ^The  claus  already  mo^e 
In  silence  o*er  the  plain. 

ATHOŁ. 

Come  then,  ye  powew 
Tbat  dwell  with  night,  and  patronize  revenge  t 
Attend  our  invocation,  and  eon  firm 
Tb*  exterminating  blow !— My  bougbs  are  lopp*d, 
But  they  will  sprout  again :  my  vig*rous  trnnk 
Shall  flourish  from  the  wound  my  foes  have  niadc^ 
And  yet  again,  project  an  awful  shade. 


ACT  V.    SCENĘ  I. 
KING,  SuBEN,  .Dunbar. 

QU£EN. 

o !  TBil  wat  mora  tbao  tbe  ilNorted  tialB 
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Of  iindetetniin'd  ftincy !— This  convey*d 

Ko  loose  imperfect  images :  hut  all  ' 

Was  dreadfully  distincŁ !  an  if  the  band 

Of  Fate  had  wrought  it.— Profit  by  those  signs — 

Your  guardian  angel  dictates. — O,  my  priuce  ! 

I^t  not  your  bliud  security  disgrace 

The  merit  of  your  prudence. 

KING. 

No,  my  queen, 
Łet  u9  STOtd  tbe  opposite  extremes 
Of  negligence  supine,  and  prostratc  fear.— 
AIready  hath  our  vigłlancc  perfołTn*d 
What  caution  justifies :  and  for  thy  dream; 
As  such  consider  it— the  vain  effect 
Of  an  imagination  long  disturbM. — 
Life  with  substantial  ills  enough  iscurs*d  : 
Why  should  we  thcn,  with  frautic  zeał,  pursue 
ITnreal  care;  and,  with  th'  illusiye  form 
'Which  our  own  teeming  brain  producM,  effright 
Our  reason  from  ber  throne  ? 

OUBBir. 

In  all  your  course 
Of  yonthful  glory,  wheu  the  guidiug  hand 
Of  warlike  Henry  led  you  to  the  field  j 
Wheu  my  fond  soul  suffer'd  the  successire  pangs 
Of  fond  impatience  and  repressive  fear; 
When  ev'ry  recki  ng  messeiiger  from  France, 
Wrcath*d  a  new  gariand  for  Albania^s  prince, 
And  shcok  my  bosom  witUthe  dreadful  tale 
That  sp:)ke  yourpraisc;  say,  didmy  weak  dospair 
Recal  you  from  the  race  ?— Did  not  my  heart 
Espouse  youriame,  and  patiently  await 
The  end  of  your  career? — O !  by  the  joys 
I  felt  at  your  return,  when  smiling  love 
Sećure,  with  rapture  rei.2n*d. — O  !  by  these  tears, 
Which  seldom  plead;  indulgc  my  boding  soul! 
Arouse  your  conqu*ring  troops;  let  Angus  guard 
The  cołivent  with  a  choscn  tńind. — ^Th«  soul 
Of  treason  is  abroad ! 

KIMG. 

Ye  ruling  powcrs! 
Let  me  not  wield  the  sceptre  of  this  realm, 
Wfaeii  my  degen'rate  breast  bccomes  tbe  baunt 
Of  baggard  fear.— O !  what  a  wretch  is  be, 
Whose  fev'rou8  life,  devoted  to  the  gloom 
Of  superstition,  feels  the  incessaat  ihrob 
Qf  ghastly  panic  !«-In  whose  startled  ear 
The  knell  still  deepens,  and  the  niven  croaks! 

QUBEN. 

Vain  be  my  terrours— my  prcsages  vain — 
Yet  with  my  fond  a(nxiety  comply, 
And  my  repose  restore  '.—Not  for  myself— ■ 
Kot  to  prołong  the  season  of  my  life, 
Am  1  thus  suppliant!  Ah  no!  for  you — 
For  you  whose  lx;ing  gladdens  and  protects  ' 
A  grateful  ptople.— You,  whose  pareut  boughs 
Defend  your  tender  ofiśpring  from  the  blasts 
Thatsoonwould  tear  them  up!-For  you  the  source 
Of  all  our  bappiness  and  peace  I  fear!      [Kneds, 

KING. 

Arise,  my  queen — O!  thou  art  all  compos'd 
Of  melting  pity  and  of  tender  love! 
Thou  shalt  be  satisfyU — U  ev*ry  guard 
By  Angus  visited?— 

DUNBAR. 

Ev*n  now,  my  liege, 
With  Raniiay  and  bis  troop,  h«  scouni  the  plain. 


KINO. 
Still  watchfii]  b*er  his  charge — the  1ib'ral  band 
<')f  bounty  will  have  nothing  to  bćstow, 
£re  Angus  cease  to  merit ! — Sny,  I^iobar^ 
W  ho  rules  the  nightly  watch? 

DUABAR. 

To  Cattan'ii  cara 
The  city  guafd  is  subject. 

Ki5rG< 

I  have  markM 
Much  valour  in  biro.— Hie  thee  to  him,  yootfay 
Aud  bid  him  with  a  cbosen  few  surrouiid 
The  cloisters  of  the  con\'ent ;  and  remain 
*TiU  mom  fuli  streaming  sball  relieve  his  watch. 

[ExU 
Thus  shall  repose,  with  glad  assurance,  waft 
Its  balmy  blessing  to  thy  troubled  breaaL 


SCENĘ  IL 
Grihe,  Cattan. 

GRIME. 

Thus  iar,  brave  Cattan,  fortunę  seems  indinM 
To  recompcnse  us  for  the  day*s  disgrace. — 
Our  band,  concealM  within  the  cloisters,  wuit 
With  eagemess  and  joy  the  auspicious  bour. 
To  perpetrate  the  dced.     It  now  remaiofe. 
To  re^Iate  our  conduct,  and  to  each 
His  sbare  of  this  great  enterprise  assign.-* 
If  Angus  li^es,  in  vain  our  arms  devote 
The  usurper  and  his  prugeny  to  death: 
His  power  and  principles  will  still  sapply 
Fresh  obstacles,  which  all  our  fiiture  effi>itt 
Caa  ne*er  surmount. 

CATTAN. 

Then  let  our  swords  pt^»e^ 
AU  fnrther  opposition,  and  at  onee 
Dismiss  him  to  the  shades. 

GRIMB. 

Tbine  be  the  task— 
I  know  with  what  just  indignation  buras 
Thy  genH^ous  hate,  against  the  partial  thane^ 
W  ho,  to  thiiie  age  and  seirices,  preferr^d 
A  raw  unpractisM  stripling. 

CATTAN. 

Ha  V— -no  morę. 
Tlie  bare  remembrance  tortures  me ! — O  Giinie! 
Huw  will  my  soul  his  mortal  groans  enjoy ! 

ORIMB. 

While  we  within  perform  th>  intrepid  bloar, 

ToTiis  apartment  thou  shalt  move  alone; 

Nor  will  pretence  be  wanting:  say,  thou  briiig'st 

Intelłigence  important,  that  demands 

His  instant  ear: — ^Then  shalt  thou  find  tby  fbe 

Unarm*d  and  unattended. — Need  my  ttm^iie 

InsŁruct  thee  further? 

CATTAN. 

Ko,  let  my  rerenge 
Suggest  wbił  tfbllows— By  the  pow*rs  of  Heli ! 
I  will  be  drunk  with  vengeance! 

GRIME. 

To  thy  guaid 
Meanwbile  repair,and  watcb  'till  be 
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'With  Ramsay  from  tbe  plain. — ^But  see!  thcy 
We  muit  avo'ul  them,  aod  retire  unseen.     [come, 

lEsetmł. 

SCENĘ  in.    An  apartmeni. 
Amgds,  Ramsay. 

AMGU9. 

By  Heav*ns  it  much  alarms  me!— Wideo'er  atl 
The  dusky  plaia,  by  the  fires  half  extinct, 
Are  seeo  tbe  soldiers,  roird  m  heaps  confu8*d, 
The  slayes  of  brutal  appetite. — Save  those 
Beneath  thy  discipline,  scarce  one  reoiaios 
From  the  eontagion  -free. 

RAMSAY. 

When  we  return*d 
FatignM  from  batt)e,  numbcrs  brought,  una8k*d, 
Refreahmenta  far  the  wounded  from  the  town : 
Thence  the  temptation  spread  from  laak  to  rank, 
And  few  resisted. 

ANGU8. 

But  that  I  consult 
My  king*s  tninqiiillity,  and  would  not  wake 
The  affrigbtcd  citizens  with  alarm, 
Ad  bundred  tnmipetB  sbould  this  instant  raiae 
Their  brazen  throats  together,  and  arouse 
Tb'  eYtended  sluggards. — Go,  my  valiant  friend, 
And  with  thy  uninfected  troops  attend 
To  ev'ry  motion  of  th'  in«:ertain  night. 

\ExU  Ranutttf. 

SCENĘ    IV. 
ANGUS. 

Now,  tbe  loud  tempest  of  the  toilful  day 
Sttbsides  into  a  calm.— And  yet  my  soul 
Still  labours  tbro*  the  storm !— By  day  or  night, 
In  florid  youtb,  or  mellow  age,  scarce  fleets 
One  buur  without  its  care ! — Not  sleep  itseJf 
Is  ever  batmy :  for  the  shadowy  dream 
Qit  bears  substantial  woe  1 

SCENĘ  V. 
Angus,  Cattah. 

.    CATTAN. 

My  noble  Ioixl, 
Within  the  portal  as  1  kept  my  watch, 
Swift  gliding  shadows  by  the  glimm*ring  Mooa 
I  could  perceive,  in  forms  of  armed  men, 
Possess  the  space  that  borders  on  tbe  porch — 
I  que8tton*d  thrice;  tbey  yielded  no  reply : 
And  now  tbe  soldiers,  rang'd  in  cłose  array, 
Wait  your  command. 

ANGUS. 

Quick,  lead  me  to  the  place— 
Foul  treason  is  at  work  !— 

CATTAN. 

It  were  not  good 
To  ren  tarę  forth  unarmM, — Courageous  tbane^ 
Receire  tbis  dagger, — 

[AUenpŁt  to  siab  Angus,  nho  wrerts  ihe 
dagger  from  lam  and  hiUs  han.} 

ANGVS. 

Ha,  per6dious  slare! 
Wbatmeans  this  base  attempt? — ^Tbou  sbalt  not 
'scape. 


CATTAN. 

Curse  on  my  feeWe  arm  that  failM  to  strike 
The  poniard  to  thy  heart ! — How  likef  a  dog 
I  tamely  iall  despis^d ! 

AN6V8. 

Ftfll  niiiian !  say, 
Wbo  set  thee  on  ?— This  treachery,  I  fear, 
Is  but  the  prelnde  to  some  dreadful  scenę  !— 

CATTAN. 

Just  are  thy  tcrrours. — By  the  infemal  gulph 
That  opens  to  receive  me!  I  would  plunge 
Into  the  abyss  with  joy,  coilld  the  sucress 
Of  Atbol  feast  my  sense ! 

lA  nohe  ofciashing  twonU  and  skrieh, 

— Hah !— now  the  sword 
Of  slaughtcr  smoaks! — ^Th'  exulting  thane  surveys 
Th' imperial  scenę;  while  ^rimly  smiling  Grimc 
With  purple  honour  deck*d— 

AMGUS. 

Tremendotts  powers! 

CATTAN. 

0'er  the  falPn  tyrant  strides. —  [Diu, 

ANGUS. 

Heav»n  shiefd  us  all ! 
Amazing  borrour  chills  me! — Ha,  Dunbar! 
Then  treason  triumphs! — O  my  soul!  my  son! 

SCENĘ    VL 
Angus,  Dunbar  mmnded. 

OUNItAR. 

I  spught  thee,  noble  thane,  while  yet  my  limbs 
Obcy  their  lord. — I  sought  thee,  to  unfold 

My  zcalous  soul,  eie  yet  she  Ukes  ber  flight 

Stretch'd  on  tbe  ground,these  eyes  beheld  the  king 
Transfix'd  a  lifeless  corse !  and  saw  this  arm 
Too  late  to  8a?e — too  feeble  to  ayengebim! ' 

ANGUS. 

Weep  Caledonia,  wcep! — ^thy  peace  is  slain-* 
Thy  fatber  and  thy  king !— O !  this  event, 
Like  a  vast  mountain,  loads  my  stagg'riu^  soul. 
And  crusbes  all  ber  pow*rB !— But  say,  my  friend 
[f  yet  thy  strength  permits,  how  this  befel. 

DUNBAR. 

A  band  of  rebels,  gleanM  from  the  defeat 
By  Athol,  Iurk'd  bebind  tbe  adjacent  bills: 
These,  faithless  Cattan,  iavour'd  by  the  night 
Admitted  to  the  city,  join'd  their  powef 
With  his  corrupted  guard,  and  hitherled  them 
Uumark*d,  where  soon  tbey  enter^d  unoppos^di— 
Alarm'd,  I  strove^-but  strore,  alas!  in  vaio. 
TY)  the  sad  scenę,  ere  I  could  force  my  way, 
Onr  monarch  was  no  morę!     Around  him  lay 
A  beap  of  traitors,  whom  his  sins^Ie  arm 
Had  slain  before  be  fell.— -Th'  unbeppy  queen 
Wbo,  to  defend  ber  consort'8,  had  oppo8'd 
Her  own  defenceless  franie,  expiring,  pour'd 
Her  mingling  blood  in  copious  stream  with  bisł 

ANGUf. 

lUustrions  victims! — OdisastYous  fate ! 
Unfeeling  monsters!  execrable  fiendsi 
To  wanien  tbus  in  royal  blood! 
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DUNBAR. 

O  thane ! 
How  shall  I  speak  the  8eqoel  of  my  tale ! 
How  will  thy  fond  parental  heart  be  rent 
With  znortal  anguish,  when  my  tongue  relates 
The  fiite  of  Eleonora ! 

ANGUS. 

Ha !— my  fears 
Anticipate  thy  words! — O  say,  Dunbar, 
How  fares  my  child ! 

DDNBAR. 

The  shades  of  endless  night 
Now  settle  o'er  her  eyes !— ^heroic  maid! 
She  to  th'  assaalted  threshold  brayely  ran. 
And  with  her  snowyTirms  supplyM  a  bolt 
To  bar  tbeir  entrance : — But  the  barb'rou8  crei^ 
Broke  in  impetuous,  crushM  her  slender  limb, 
When  Grime,  his  dagger  brandishing,  exclaim'd, 
"  fiehold  the  8orc'res8  whose  accursed  charms 
Betray'd  the  youth ;  and  whose  mvet*rate  sire 
This  day  revcrB*d  our  fortunę  in  the  field  I — 
This  for  revengel*'— *then  plung*d  it  in  her  breast!— 


AHGUS. 


Infemal  homicide  t 


DUHBAR. 

Therc— there  I.own 
He  \'anqui8h'd  me  indeed ! — What  though  I  rush'd 
Thro'  many  a  wnund,  and  in  th*  assassin^s  heart 
Imbni^d  my  faithfiil  steel. — ^But  sce,  where  comes, 
By  her  attendants  led,  the  bleeding  fair  I 

SCENĘ    VII. 

AiiGUS,  DuNBARj  Eleonora  wounded  and 

supported, 

ELEONORA. 

Hęre  set  me  dowiw— vain  is  ypur  kind  ooncern.—- 
Ah !  who  with  parent  tenderness  will  bless 
My  parting"  soul,  and  close  my  beamless  eyes! 
Ah !  who  defend  me,  and  with  pious  care 
To  the  cold  grare  commit  my  pale  remains ! 

\Swoontn 

ANGUS. 

o  misery ! — ^look  up«-4hy  father  calU— 

[Embraómg  her. 

EŁfeONORA. 

What  angel  borrows  tbat  paterual  vołce! 
Hat  lires  my  father!— Ye  propitious  powers! 
He  folds  me  in  his  armi^— Yes,  he  8urvive8 
The  havoc  of  this  night!-— O  let  me  now 
Yield  up  my  fenrent  soul  with  raptor*d  praise ! 
For  Angus  lłves  t'  aveuge  his  murder*d  prince, 
Td  8ave  his  country,  ^nd  protract  his  blaze 
Of  glory  farther  still ! 

AJIOU8. 

And  is  it  thus, 
The  melting  parent  clasps  his  darling  child ! 
My  heart  is  tom  with  agoniziug  pangs 
Of>compiicated  woe ! 

DĘJUBAR, 

The  pttblic  crmres 


Immediate  aid  from  thee — ^Bot  I  waOt.  wcak.— 
Our  infant  kiug,  surrounded  in  the  fort, 
Demands  thy  present  help. — 

ANGUS. 

Yes,  loyal  youth! 
Thy  gloriouR  wounds  instruct  me  what  I  owe 
To  my  young  80v'reigii|  and  my  counlry'8  pcaoc ! 
But  how  shail  I  sustain  the  rav*nous  tribe 
Of  yarious  griefs,  that  gnaw  me  all  at  once? 
My  royal  master  falls,  my  country  groans. 
And  cruel  fate  bas  ravish'd  from  my  side 
My  dearcst  daughter  and  my  be8t-Iov'd  friend! 

DDNBAR. 

Thy  praise  shall  be  thy  daughter;  and  thy  firieod 
Survive  unchang'd  in  ev*ry  honest  breasL 

AM6US. 

Must  we  then  part  for  erer^ — ^What  a  plan 
Of  peaoeful  happiness  my  hope  had  taid 
In  thee  and  her! — alas!  thou  &dingflower, 
How  fast  thy  sweets  consume!— H^ome  to  my  arsis, 
That  I  may  taste  them  ere  they  fleet  away ! 

lEmhfacóig  Mer, 
O  exquisite  distress ! 

ELEONORA. 

For  me,  my  ftther. 
For  me  let  not  the  bootless  tear  distil. — 
Soon  shall  I  be  with  those,  wborest  aecure 
From  all  th'  inclelnencies  of  stoimy  life. 

ANGUS. 

Adicu,  my  children  !^never  shall  I  hcar 
Thy  cheering  Toice  again!— <i  longfarewell! 

m 

SCENĘ  vni. 

DuNBAR,  Eleonora. 

DUNBAR. 

Soon  shall  our  shorten'd  race  of  life  be  run.— 
Our  day  already  hastens  to  its  close  ; 
And  night  et«rmal  comes.-^-Yet,  tho'  I  toach 
The   land  of  peace,'and  backirard   Tiew,  well 

plcas*d, 
The  tossing  wave  from  which  I  shall  be  free. 
No  rest  will  greet  me  on  the  silent  shore, 
If  £leonoi'a  sends  mc  hence  unbless'd. 

ELEONORA. 

Distemper'd  pasaion,  when  we  parted  last, 
Usurp'd  my  troubled  bo9om,  and  Dunbar 
With  horrour  was  beheld :  but  reason  noir 
With  genial  mlldness  beams  upon  my  soul. 
And  represents  thee  justly,  as  thou  art— 
The  teud*rest  lover  and  the  gentlest  fnend. 

DUNBAR. 

O  transport,  to  my  breast  unknown  befbre  I 
Not  the  soft  breeze  upon  its  fragrant  wings 
Wafts  such  refreshing  gladness  to  the  heart 
Of  panting  pilgrims,  as  thy  balmy  words 
To  my  exhausted  spirits  !---but,  alas ! 
Thy  purple  stream  of  life  forsakes  apace 
Its  precious  channels!.— on  thy  potrsh'd  dieek 
The  blowing  roses  fade ;  and  o'er  thine  eyes 
Deatb  iheds  a  misty  languor! 

BUEONORA. 

Let  me  leas 
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Upon  thy  friendly  afmrr-Y«t,  O  retire ! 
That  gułlty  arm — Sjiy,  did  ii  iie'er  rebel 
Against  my  peace  ? — Bat  Ict  me  not  revoIve 
Those  sorrows  now.— Werę  IIeaT*n  again  to  raiae 
That  oiioe-lov*d  head  that  lies,  alas !  so  Iow ! 
And  from  thc  vcrgc  of  death  myl\(e  recall, 
What  joy  could  visit  my  forlom  estate, 
Self-doom*d  to  hopdess  woe ! 

mniBAa* 

Must  I,  then  wander« 
A  pen^ire  shade,  aTong  the  di;eary  vale. 
And  groan  for  ever  under  tby  reproach! 

Ah  no,  thou  i)Mthfal  yoath !  sball  I  repay 
Thy  love  and  virtuc  with  ungnitefuł  hate  ? 
These  wounds  that  waste  so  Tavishly  thy  life, 
Werę  they  not  all  receiv*d  ii^  my  defeące  ? 
May  no  repuse  embrace  me  in  the  toijnb, 
If  my  soul  mourns  not  thy  untimeły  fali 
With  sater-iroe^-^t^y  ptmion  hąd  ^  tąt^^A 
The  swcM  nlWM  iW  purity  ĆJi9&y% 

UmiBAIL 

A  while  lorbear,  pale  minister  of  Fate, 
Forbear  a  while;  and  on  my  ravi8h*d  ear 
Let  the  lasI  musie  of  thia  (j^ng  ąwan 
Sleal  in  soft  blanishment,  divinely  sweetl 
Thea  Btrike  tW  unecring  błow.-^ 

B&IOMORA, 

That  thus  onr  hopes, 
Whicb  blossom^d  num^rons  as  the  flo\v'ry  spring, 
Are  nipp'd  untimeły,  ere  the  san  of  joy 
Matared  them  into  fruit,  repine  not,  yónth.*— 
Life  hath  its  yarious  seasons,  as  the  year; 
And  after  clust*ring  autumn— but  I  faint^— 
Sapport  ne  neareF-*ła  rich  liarvest's  rear 
Bleak  winter  Ai^st  have  lagg'd. — Oh !  do>v  I  ftttf 
The  leaden  hąnd  of  Peąth  lie  heąvy  on  me.r— 
Thine  \Wige  swims  bftfose  my  straiBiog  eye.*-iy 
— ^And  now  it  disappears.— Speak— bid  adieu 
To  the  lost  Eleonora.— No^  a  wordl 
—-Not  OM  fmrewel  1 — ^Alas !  that  dismol  graan 
l9  e]oqotot  distress)-— Celettial  powers, 
Protect  jBy  fath^,  tliow*T  upou  his       .u    Oh ! 

There  fle4  the  pmeat  soul  that  evar  dw«H 

In  mortal  clay  V^<4  oome,  my  Joyel  I  come-^i^ 

Where  now  the  rosy  tincture  of  these  lips ! 

The  smile  that  grace  ineflabłe  difius'd  1 

The  glance  that  smote  the  soul  with  silent  wonder ! 

The  Toice  that  sooth'd  the  anguish  of  disease. 

And  held  attention  captiye !— Łet  me  kiss 

This  pale  deserted  tempie  of  my  joy ! 

This,  Chastity*  this,  thy  unspotted  shade 

Will  not  refiise. — I  feel  the  grisly  king^ 

Thro'  all  my  yeins  he  shirers  like  the  dorth-M 

O  Eleonora !  as  my  ilowing  Uood 

Is  mix'd  with  thiae«xso  m^y  our  mingiuig  souls 

To  bliss  Bi^MToal  wing  oor  happy r4)h! 

SC£K£  th«  lasŁ 
AsGlTf,  R4MSAy.    At^oł,  i^.  pri9oa§ri^ 

ANGUS. 

Bright  deeds  of  glory  hath  thine  ann  achierHl, 

VOŁ.  XV. 


Courageous  RanKMgc;  «ąd  thy  1^106  4^4iUv^ 
For  ever  ia  t|be  a^pats  of  rQnpWQ.-T-' 
—But^  see,  wbere  sileąt  as  tł^  oDon  o£  night 
These  loyerą  Uo  !«-^reąV— re4,  ill-fi^ed  pairl 
Your  dear  ręi^einbns^f^e  shajl  for  ev^r  4^ęU. 
Within  the  breast  of  Angus;  and  his  love 
Oft  with  patemal  tears  bedew  your  tombl 

O  fatal  scenę  of  innocencę  destroyMl 

.ANOUB>  1o  Alhol 

O  bloody  ąuthor  of  this  njfbfs  mishap! 
Whose  impious  hands  arę  with  the  sacred  blood 
Of  majesty  distaiuM  !-»>CoQtemp1ątc  here 
The  havoQof  tby  crimos!  and  then  bethink  thee 
What  yengeance  crayes.-^* 

With  insoilence  of  speech 
How  dares  thy  tongufi  lU;eDti,ou3,  thus  msult 
Thy  sov'reign,  Angus? — Madly  hath  thy  seal 
£spous'd  a  sinking  causę.^— But  thou  ma^^st  sŁiH 
Desenre  my  futuse  fiftVoar.— 

O  thou  stain 
Of  foir  nóbiłityl— thou  bane  of  faith! 
Thou  woman-killing  cowąrd,  who  hast  crept ' 
To  thc  unguarded  throne,  ar\d  8tabb'd  thy  princcl 
What  hath  thy  treason,  blasted  as  it  is. 
To  bribe  the  soul  of  Angus  to  thy  view8  ? 

Soon  shalt  thon  me  th'  indignity  now  throwa 

On  me  tby  iawful  priBoe»— Yes,  talking  lord, 

The  day  wiłl  soon  appear,  when  1  shaU  rise ' 

In  majesty  and  terrour,  to  assert 

My  coimtry'8  fireedora;  and  at  laSt,  ayenge 

My  own  peculiar  wrongs. — When  thou  and  all 

Those  grov*ling  syeophants,  who  bow'd  the  knea 

To  the  usurper^s  arbitrary  sway. 

Will  fawn  on  me.— Ye  temporizing  slayesl 

Unchain  your  king;   and   teach  your    humble 

moutha 
To  kiss  the  dust  beneath  my  royal  feet— 

\Tothtguard. 

ĄKGI79. 

The  day  wid  soon  appear  1 — Day  sbajl  notthdoe^ 
Return,  before  thy  caroase  be  cast  fortb, 
Unbury*d,  to  the  dogs  and  beasts  of  prey-*- 
Or,  high-ezatted,  putrify  in  air, 
The  monoment  pf  treason^*- 

ATBOŁ. 

^ippty  threat! 
Fate  hith  for^told  that  Athol  sb^ll  be  crown'd. 

ANGCi. 

Then  Hel)  hath  clieated   thee. — Thou  shalt  b(> 
An  iron  crown  intensely  hot  shall  gird  fcrown*d— 
Thy  hoary  temples;  while  the  shoutiog  crowd 
Acclaims  thee  king  of  traitors. 

4TH0Ł. 

Łakes  of  fire  ! — 
Ha*.  sttid*st  thou,  łord ! — a  giowing  iron  crown 
Shall  głrd  my  hoary  temples!— Now  I  feel 
Myseif  awake  to  misery  and  shame  \ 
Ye  seeptres^  jiadems,  and  rolting  trams   [dreams 
Of  iiatt'ring  pomp,  farewell! — Curae  on  tbAsc 


»  P 


•  ir. 
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SMOLLETTS  POEMS. 


Of  idle  iopentition,  thaŁ  ensnare 
Th'  ambitiouB  soul  to  wickedoess  and  woe! 
Curse  on  thy  virtue,  which  hath  orerthrowa 
|ify  elevated  hopes!  and  may  despair 
Descettd  in  p^tilence  on  all  mankindl 

ANGUjł. 

Thy  curse  just  Heay*n  retoits  upon  thyself ! 
To  separate  duncreons  lf:ad  thc  recictdes. — 

[Elit  gtiard  wiih  thepruonert. 

Prom  thirat  of  rulc  wbat  dire  disasters  flow ! 

How  flames  that  gruilt  ambition  taught  to  glow ! 

yrish  gains  pn  wish,  desire  supi^ounts  desire ! 

Hope  fans  the  blaze,  and  envy  feeds  the  fire : 

From  crime  to  cńme  aspires  the  nnadd^ning  !h>uI  ! 

^or  laws,  nor  oath»,  nor  fears  its  ra^e  control; 

Till  Heav'n  at  length  awakes,  supremel}'  jusi, 

^nd  lereU  all  its  tow'ring  schemes  in  dust ! 


P 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  REPJłlSAL, 

SPOKBir  BY  MR.   HA  YARD. 

Alf  ancient  sagę,  w  hen  Death  approach'd  bis  bedi 
Consign^d  to  Plut^  his  devoted  bead; 
And,  tbat  no  fiend  might  biss,  or  proye  )incivil, 
With  Tows  and  pray*rs,  hefiiirly  bribM  tbedevil : 
Yet  neitber  vows  nor  pray^rs,  nor  rich  oblation, 
Cou'd  always  saye  the  sinner — ^fróm  damnation. 

Thus  'juthors,  tottcring  on  the  brink  of  fetę, 
7*he  oritic*8  ragę  with  prologues  deprecate; 
Yet  oft  the  trembling  bard  implores  in  vain, 
Tbe  wit  professM  tums  out  a  dunce  in  grain: 
No  plea  caii  then  areil  the  dreadful  sentence, 
He  must  be  damn*d — ^in  spite  of  all  repentance. 

Herę  Justiceseems  from  ber  straightiine  to  vąry, 
Vo  guilt  artends  a  fact  invu)untary ; 
Th  i  8  maxim  the  whole  crueł  charge  destroys, 
No  poet  surp  was  ever  dull«i-fby  choice* 

So  pleads  our  culprif  in  his  o^n  defencp, 
You  cannotprove.his  dullness  is— prepense. 

He  means  to  please-r^he  owns  no  otber  vieF^ 
And  nnw  presents  you  with — ^a  sea  ragout. 
A  dish — howe^er  you  relish  his  endearours, 
Repiete  with  a  variety  of  dayours. 

A  stout  Hibemian,  and  ferooious  Scot, 
Togetber  boil  in  nur  enchanted  pot; 
To  taint.th^se  yiands  with  the  true  fumet, 
He  shreds  a  must^,  yain,  French — martinet. 
This  stale  ingredient  might  our  porridge  mar 
"WithouŁ  8ome  acid  juice  of  English  tar. 
To  rouse  the  appetite  the  drum  shall  rattle, 
And  the  desseit 'shall  be  a  bloodless  battle. 

What  heartwill  feil  to  ^low,  wbat  ey  eto  brighteO) 
When  Britain*8  wrath  arou8*d  begins  to  lightenl 
Her  thunders  foll — ber  fearless  sons  adyapce, 
And  ber  red  ensii^ns  ^aye  o*er,t)ie  pale  dow'rs  of 
France. 

Such  gaine  our  f^thers  play*d  in  da^s  of  ypre, 
Wh(*n  EHwanPs  banners  ferin*d  the  Gallic  shore; 
When  Ui)war<i's  arm  Eliza*s  yengeance  hurPd, 
And  Drakę  diffusM  ber  fanie  around  the  world: 
Su  II  8hatl  that  go<l-like  flame  your  bosoms  fire, 
Thc  geii'rous  son  shall  emulate  the  sire; 
Her  ancient  splendour  England  shall  maintain, 
Cer  distant  realms  extend  ber  genial  reign, 
Ąnd  ri^e-T-th'  upriYaiM  empresę  gf  tjię  maii)^ 


SONO 


PROM  THB  REPRIIAŁ. 

Yb  swains  of  the  Shannon,  fairSheelah  is  gooe, 
Ye  swains  of  the  Shannon,  feir  Sheelah  is  ^one, 

Ochone  my  dear  jewel; 

Wby  was  you  so  cruel 
Amidst  my  companions  to  leaye  me  alone? 

Tho^  Teague  shut  the  casement  in  Bally-c:oagh 

hall}  [hall; 

Tho*  Teague  9hut  the  casement  in  Bally-cknig^ 

In  the  dark  she  was  groping. 

And  found  it  wide  open ; 

Och !  the  devil  himself  could  not  stand  sacb  a  €dl. 

In  bebpiding  your  charms,  I  can  see  them  no  morę, 
In  bebolding  your  charms,  I  can  see  them  no  moce, 

If  you*re  dead  do  but  own  it; 

Then  you'11  hearme  bemoan  it; 
Por  in  loud  lamentatipns  your  fetę  1*11  deplore. 

Deyil  curse  this  occasion  with  tumults  and  strife! 

Deyil  curse  this  occasion  with  tumults  sad  stiife! 
O !  thc  month  of  Noyember, 
She  Ml  have  cause  to  remember, 

As  a  blaclf  letter  day  all  the  days  of  her  iifie. 

lyith  a  ropę  I  ooold  catch  the  dear  creatnre  Fre 

'  lost!  [I«t! 

With  a  ropę  I  could  catch  the  dear  cgreatuie  l\e 

But>  without  a  dismission, 

IM  lose  my  commission* 
And  be  hang*d  with  disgrace  for  deserting  my  pott* 


SONG  FROM  THE   SAME. 

FROM  the  man  whom  I  lorę,  tho*  my  heart  I  dis- 
I  will'freely  describe  the  wretch  I  despise,   [g^ise, 
And  if  be  bas  sense  but  to  balance  a  straw, 
He  will  surę  take  the  hint  from  the  pictuie  1  dimw. 

A  wit  without  sense,  without  fency  a  bean, 
Lilo  a  panot  be  cbatters,  and  strata  Itke  a  ciow; 
A  peacock  in  pride,  in  grimace  a  babooD, 
In  courage a  hlnd,  in  conceita  gascoon, 

As  a  yulture  rapacions,  in  felsehood  a  fbx, 
Inconstant  as  wayes,  and  unfeeliug  as  rocks; 
As  a  tiger  ferocious,  penrerse  as  a  hog, 
In  miscfaief  an  ape,  and  in  fewning  adog, 

In  a  word,  to  sum  up  all  his  talents  togetber. 
His  heart  is  of  lead,  and  his  brain  is  of  fieatiier: 
Yet,  if  he  bas  sense  bu^  to  balance  a  straw, 
He  will  sure^take  tb^  hint  from  the  picture  1  diaw* 


90NG  FROM  THB  SAME* 

LST  the  nymph  still  ayoid,  and  be  deaf  to  the  i 
Who  in  transports  of  passion  affects  to  compiain ; 
Por  his  ragę,  not  his  loye,  in  that  freozy  is  sboma; 
And  the  blast  that  blows  loudcst  is  soon  o*erblovB. 

But  the  shepherd  whom  Oupid  has  pierc'd  to  ths 

heart 
Will  submissiye  adore,  and  rejoice  in  the  smart; 
Or  in  płaintiye  soft  murmurs,  his  bosom-fclt  wos 
Lil^  ^e  apłOOtb  (lidinc  current  of  nvars  will  flowr 
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Tho'  silent  his  tongae,  he  will  plead  with  hiseyes, 
And  his  beajt  onrn  your  sway  in  a  tribute  of  sighs; 
But,  whcn  he  accosts  you  in  meadow  or  groTe, 
Ilia  tale  is  all  tenderness,  rapture,  and  love. 


SONO  FRÓlf  THE  SAME. 

Behold!  my  brą^e  Britons,  the  fair  springiug 
Fili  a  bucnpcr  and  toss  off  your  glasses:  [gale, 
Buss  and  part  with  your  frulicksome  lasses; 

Theo  aboard  and  uufurl  the  wide  flowing  sali. 

GH0RU8. 

Whiłe  British  oak  beneatb  ns  rolls, 
And  English  courage  fires  our  souls; 
To  crown  our  toils,  the  Fates  decree 
The  wealth  and  empire  of  the  sea. 

Our  canyas  and  cares  to  the  winds  we  display,* 
Life  and  fortunę  we  cheerfulJy  yenture ; 
And  we  laugh,  and  we  quaflF,  and  we  banter; 

Nor  think  of  to  morrow  while  surę  of  to  day. 

GHORDS. 

While  British  oak,  &c. 

The  streamers  of  France  at  a  distąncc  appearl 
We  must  mind  other  musie  than  catches ; 
Man  our  ąuarters,  and  handle  our  matches  ^ 

Our  cąnnon  produce,  and  for  battle  prepare. 

cnoRus. 

•  While  British  oak,  &c. 

fSngender^d  in  smoke  and  deliver'd  in  flame, 
British  vengeance  rolłs  loud  as  the  thunder ! 
Let  the  vanlt  of  the  sky  burst  asunder, 

60  TicŁory  follows  with  riches  and  tajne, 

CHpRDS. 

While  British  oak  beneath  us  rollg. 
And  English  courage  fires  our  souls ; 
To  crown  our  toils,  the  Fates  decree 
The  wealth  and  empire  of  the  sea. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  REPRISAL. 

SPOKEN   BY  MISS  MACKŁIIT. 


Aye— now  I  can  with  pleasure  look  around, 
Safe  as  I  am,  thank  Heaven,  on  English  groun4*-' 
In  a  dark  duńgeon  to  be  stoWd  away, 
Midst  roaring,  thund*ring,  danger  and  dismay ; 
£]cpos*d  to  fire  and  water,  sword  and  buIletpT- 
Might  damp  the  heart  of  any  virgin  pnllet — 
I  dread  to  think  what  might  have  come  to  pass, 
Had  not  the  British  lion  ąuellM  the  Gallic  ass<— 
By  Champignon  a  wretched  victim  led 
To  cłoi8ter'd  celi,  or  morę  detested  bed. 
My  days  in  pray'r  and  fasting  I  had  spent: 
As  nun  or  wife,  alike  a  penitent 
Mis  gallantry,  so  confident  and  eager, 
Had  proy'd  a  mess  of  delicate  soupe — maigre; 
Tobootless  longings  I  had  fallen  a  martyr: 
But  Heav>n  be  prais'd,  the  Frenchman  caught  a 
tartar. 
Yct  softrrour  ąuthor'8  fate  you  must  decree : 
Shal]  he  come  safe  to  port  or  sink  at  sea  ? 
Your  sentence,  sweet  or  bitter,  soft  or  sore, 
Floats  his  frail  bark,  or  ruQs  it  bump  a^lioref-^i" 


I  Ye  wits  abov6,  restrain  your  awfnl  thunder : 
In  his  first  ci-uisCy^twere  pity  he  should  fdunder, 

[7o  the  goL 
Safe  from  your  shot  he  fears  no  other  foe. 
Nor  gulph«  but  that  which  horrid  yawns  below, 

{To  the  ^* 
The  bravest  chiefs,  ev*n  Hannibal  and  Ćato, 
Haye  here  been  tam'd  with — ^pt()pin  and  potatoe. 
Our  bard  embarks  in  a  morę  Chriii^ian  cause, 
He  craves  not  mercy;  but  be  claims  applause. 
His  pen  against  the  hostile  French  is  drawn, 
Who  damns  him  is  no  Antigallican. 
Indulg*d  with  fav'ring  gales  and  smiling  skies, 
Hereafter  he  may  board  a  richer  prize. 
But  if  this  welkin  angry  clouds  deform, 

[Loakmg  round  the  houstf^ 
And  hollowgroans  portend  the  approaching  storm: 
Should  the  desceoding  shoWrs  of  hail  redouble, 

[To  the  gal. 
And  these  rough  bilfows  hiss,  and  boil,  and  bubbie, 

[Tothepit.. 
He*!!  lanch  no  morę  on  si^ch  ^U  seas  of  trouble. 


ADVICE  AND  REPROOFt 

TWO  SATIRESi. 

First  published  in  the  year  1746  and  1747. 

Sed  podice  levi 


Csaduntur  tumidas  medico  ridente  Mariscse.— ~- 
O  Proceres !  censore  opus  est  an  haruspice  nobis  ? 

JUYENAŁ. 

I  ■    ■    1. nam  qui8 

Peccandi  finem  posuit  sibi  ?  quando  recepit 
Ejectom  semel  attrita  de  frouta  ruborem  ? 

Ibid« 


ADVICE:  A  SATIRE. 

FOET,    FRIEND. 
POET. 

Enough,  enough ;  all  this  we  knew  before; 
'Tis  infamous,  I  grant  it,  to  be  poor : 
And  who  so  much  to  sense  and  glory  lost. 
Will  hug  the  curse  that  not  one  joy  can  boast! 
From  the  pale  hag,  O !  could  I  once  break  loose  ; 
DiyorcM,  all  Heli  shall  not  re-tie  the  noose ! 

Not  with  morę  care  shall  H ayoid  his  wife, 

Not  Cope  fly  swifter  \  lashing  for  his  life ; 
Than  1  to  leaye  the  meagre  fiend  behipd^ 

FRIEND, 

Exert  your  talents;  Naturę,  eyer  kind, 
Enough  for  happiness,  bestows  on  all ; 
'Tis  sloth  or  pride  that  finds  her  gifts  too  small-^— . 
Why  sleeps  the  Muse  ?  is  there  no  room  for  praise, 
When  such  bright  names  in  consteliatiun  blaze  ? 
When  sagę  Newcastle  ',  abstioently  great, 
Negiects  his  food  to  cater  for  the  sŁaŁe  ^         • 

'  A  generał  famous  for  an  expeditious  retfeat,. 
though  not  quite  so  deliberate  as  that  of  the  ten 
tłiousapd  Greeks  from  Persia;  havług  unfortu- 
nately  forgot  to  bring  his  army  along  with  him. 

*  Ąlludiog  to  the  philosophical  conteaipt  which 
this  great  persouage  manifested  for  the  sepsMą) 
delights  of  the  stomacb, 


^8«^ 
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And  Crafton  ^,  tow'ring' AtlM  of  the  throne, 
So  well  rewards  a  g^nius  like  bifi  own : 
Oranville  and  Bath  *  illustrious,  need  I  name 
For  sober  dignity  and  spotless  famę  ; 
Or  Pitt,  th*  unshaken  Abdiel^,  yet  unsuncę: 
'tby  caiidoar,  Cbomdly !  and  tby  tnitb,  O  Younge! 

POET. 

Th'  advłce  is  good ;  tbe  ąnćstion  only,  wbether 
Tbese  names  And  vii-tues  ever  dwelt  togetber? 
But  wbat  of  that  ?  tbe  morę  the  bard  »hall  claim, 
Wbo  can  create  as  well  as  cherisb  famę. 
But  ono  thing  morę,—- how  loud  must  1  repeat, 
To  rouse  tb^  in^gM  attention  of  the  great, 

Amus*d,  perhaps,  with  C 's  prolilic  bum^, 

Or  rapt  amidst  the  transports  pf  a  drum ''; 
Whilf  the  grim  porter  watches  ev*ry  door, 
St<  m  fo^  to  tradesmen,  poeta,  and  the  poor. 
Th'  Hespcrian  dra|:on  nut  morę  £erce  and  fell; 
Nor  the  gaunt,  growling  janitor  of  Heli. 
Ev'n  Atlicus  (si>  wills  the  yoiceof  fate) 
InKhrines  in  olouded  majesty,  bis  state; 
Kor  to  th'  adoring  rrowd  Youchsafes  regard, 
Tho*  prii'8t8  adore,  and  ev*ry  priest  a  bard, 
fihall  I  thcn  foUowr  wi^b  the  venal  tribe. 
And  on  tbe  threshold  the  base  mongrel  bribe  ? 
Biibe  him,  to  feast  uiy  mute-imploring  eye, 
With  8ome  proud  lord,  who  cmiles  a  gracious  Ite ! 
A  lie  to  captivate  my  heedless  youtb, 
Drgrade  my  talents*,  and  debauch  my  truth ; 
Wbite  foo'*d  with  hope,  revolve«  my  joylęss  day, 
And  friends,  apd  famę,  and  fortunę  fleet  away ;' 
'Tiil  scandal,  indigence,  and  scom,  my  lot, 
The  dreary  jai!  entombs  me,  where  I  rot! 
|8  there,  ye  rarnish^d  rufRans  of  tbe  state! 
Kot  one  among  the  milCons  wbom  ye  cheat, 

3  This  noble  peer,  remarkable  for  sublimity  of 
parts,  b^  virtue  of  his  office,  lord  Chamberlain, 
conferred  the  laureat  on  Co1ly  Cibber,  e8q.  a  de- 
lectabłe  bard,  who>e  character  bas  already  em- 
pluyed,  togetber  with  his  own,  the  greatest  pens 
pf  the  aee. 

*  1*wo  noblemen  f^mou?  in  their  day,  for  notbing; 
moro  than  their  fortitude  in  bearing  the  scom  and 
reproarb  of  their  country. 

*,  Abdiel,  accordincT  to  iCfilton,  was  the  oniy 
seraph  that  preserred  his  integrity  iń  the  mids't 
of  curruption— 

Among  the  innumerable  faUey,UDrnov'd, 
Unshaken,  UD8educ'd,  unterrify'd-* 

^  This  alludps  to  a  phenomenon,  not  morie 
ftrange  than  tnie.  The  person  herc  meant,  hav- 
ing  actually,  laid  upwąrds  of  forty  eggs,  as  several 
physicians  and  fellows  of  the  Royal  Society  can 
attest ;  one  pf  vhom,  we  hear,  bas  undertaken  the 
Incubation,  and  wili,  no  doubt,  favour  tbe  world 
with  an  account  of  his  sucpess.  Some  Tirtuośl 
fiiBrm,  that  such  productipns  must  be  tbe  efiect 
óf  a  certain  intercourse  of  organs  pot  fit  to  be 
toamed. 

"^  This  is  a  riotous  assembly  of  fąshionable  peo- 
ple,  of  both  Fexe<:,  at  a  prjvatc  House,  consisting 
of  some  hundreds;  not  unaptiy  styled  a  drum, 
from  the  noise  and  emptiness  of  the  entertaJn- 
ment.  There  are  aiso  drum-mojor,  ront,  tempęst 
ąnd  hurricane,  differing  oniy  in  degrees  of  multi- 
iude  and  uproar,  as  the  signińćant  name  of  each 
^lares, 


Who,  wbile  he  totters  on  the  brink  bf  wbfc, 
Dares,  ere  be  fallS)  attempt  th'  avengiDg  blov^ 
A  steady  blow !  bis  languM  scal  to  feast;- 
And  rid  his  country  of  one  cune  atleast! 

FRIENO, 

What !  turn  asaassin  ? 

Let  th*  assaśs^n  blerd ; 
My  fearless  Terse  sball  justify  the  deerL 
'Tis  be,  who  lures  tV  unpractis'd  mind  astray, 
Then  leaves  tbe  wretch  to  misery  a  prey; 
Penrerts  the  race  of  virtae  just  begun. 
And  stabs  the  public  in  ber  ruin'd  son. 

FAIEMD. 

Heav'ns,  howyoorail!  the  man'scon8UfnM  by  spite! 
If  Lockman*8  fate  9  attends  you,  when  you  write; 
Let  prudence  morę  pmpitious  arts  inspire: 
The  lower  still  you  crawl,  youll  climb  tbe  hisber* 
Go  then,  with  ev'ry  supple  virtue  sUw*d, 
And  tbrive,  tbe  favour*d  valet  of  my  lord. 
1 8  that  denied?  a  boon  ihore  budlble  craVe; 
And  minister  to  him  ^ho  serres  a  slare:  • 
Be  surę  you  fasten  on  promotioa*8  scale; 
Ev'n  if  you  seize  somę  fóotman  by  tbe  taił: 
Tli*  ascent  is  easy,  and  the  prospect  elear, 
From  the  smirch»d  scullionto  th'cmbroider*d  pieer, 
Th'ambitiou8  drudge  preferr^d,  postiłlion  ridcs, 
Advanc'd  again,  the  chair  benighted  gaides; 
Herę  doom'd,  if  naturę  strung  bis  sinewy  frame, 
Tbe  8lave,  perhapt,  of  some  insatiate  dame^ 
But  if  exeropted  from  th*  Herculean  toil, 
A  fairer  ficJd  awaits  him,  rich  with  spoil;* 
There  shall  he  shine,  with  minglinghonours  bright, 
His  mastcr's  pathle,  pim)^,  and  parasite; 
Then  strut  a  captain,  if  his  wish  be  war. 
And  grasp,  in  bope,  a  truncheon  and  a  star: 
Or  if  tbe  sweets  of  peace  his  sonl  allure, 
Bask  at  his  ease  in  some  warm  sinecure; 
His  fate  in  consul,  clerk,  or  agent.  Tary, 
Or  cross  tbe  seas,  an  envoy'8  secretary: 
Compos^d  of  falsehood,  ignorance,  and  pride, 
A  prostrate  sycophant  shall  rise  a  L        d9: 
And  won  from  kenuels  to  th'  impure  embrace, 
Accomplish'd  Warren  triomph  o'er  diagratce^. 

POET. 

Etemal  infaińy  his  riame  sńr^diin^; 
Whn  planted  first  that  vice  09  British  groand! 
A  vice  that  *spif e  of  sehse  and  ńatiire  rei^ns. 
And  poiśons  geniallove,  ańd  manhobd  ćMu^! 
Pollio !  the  pride  of  science  arid  itś  shamo, 
Tbe  iCfuse  weeps  o'er  thce,  while  she  5rand4  fBy 
Abborrent  viiB^s  thdt  ^rostituted  gtx>odl,     [naoie ! 
Th*  ińdecent  gpro(to  ahd  polluted  doom! 
Thefe  only  may  ffie  spurious  passion  g:low, 
Where  not  one  laurel  decKs  the  caitiflfs  bro^r, 
Obscene  with  crimes  ayow*d,  of  erery  dye, 
Comiption^  lust,  oppression,  peijuiy: 

*  To  be  little  read,  and  less  apj^roTe^. 

9  This  chiM  of  dirt,  (to  iise  a  grftttC  aiitKór*ff 
ezpression)  without  any  otbęr  <^1ity  fha~rt  ^rt>- 
vefling  adulation,  has  arrtved  at  fiie  power  of 
ińsnitińg  bis  betters  ereiry  day. 

'P  Anotber  son  of  fortunę,  who  owes  Ais  preseot 
afflueńce  io  the  ńkokt  ińftsiioiis  <|ifit1łficatłońs: 
commonly'  called  Bmsii  Warren,  fW>m  hav4ńf 
been  a  shoe-black:  it  ii  U&ń  f0i  was  t^^A  b^  bS^. 
8exes  at  one  taH^, 


ADyiCE: 

ł^t  Obarain  wUh  a  cl^aplci  round  his  liead", 
*T)ic  taste  of  Maro  and  Anacfeon  plead; 
**  Sir,  Flaccus  knew  to  1ive  as  wefl  as  write. 
And  kcpt,  like  me,  two  boys  array'd  in  white.*' 
Worthy  to  feel  that  appetence  of  famc 
Which  rival8  Horace  only  in  his  shame  I 
Łet  Isis  wail  in  murmurs,  as  she  rans*', 
Her  teDiptipg  fatbersand  ber  yiełding  sons; 
lVhJIe  Dullness  screens'^  thefailings  of  the  cbarch, 
.Nor  ieaves^one  sUding  rabbi  in  the  lurch: 
F|ir  otber  raptures  let  the  breast  contaiin, 
Where  heav*n-boru  taste  and  emulation  reign. 

PRIBNO. 

Sbąll  not  a  tbonsand  yirtiies,  then,  atone 

In  thy  strictcensure  for  the  breach  of  oue  ? 

If  Bubo  kccps  a  catamite  or  irhore. 

His  boanty  feods  the  begprar  at  htsdoor:  i 

And  though  no  mortal  credits  Curio's  word, 

A  score  of  lacquies  fatten  at  his  board:  > 

To  Christian  meekness  sacrifice  thy  spleen,  , 

And  strive  thy  neighbour's  weaknesses  to  screen.  < 

POET. 

Sćoni'd  be  the  bard,  and  wither'd  a11  his  famę, 
Who  wounds  a  brother  weeping  o'er  his  shame ! 
But  if  an  impious  wretch  with  frantic  pride 
Tbrov8  honour,  truth,  aud  decency  aside, 
If,  nor  by  reason  aw'd,  nor  check'd  by  fears, 
He  counts  his  glories  from  the  stains  he  bears; 
Th'iudignant  Muse  to  virtue*s  aid  shall  rise, 
And  fix  the  brand  of  infamy  on  vłce. 
Wfaat  if,  arousM  at  his  imperious  cal], 
A n  hundred  fbotsteps  echo  tiirongb  his  hall;  , 

And,  on  high  columns  cear'd,  his  lofly  dome         \ 
Prociaims  th'  nnited  art  of  Oreece  and  Romes 
"What  tho*  i^bole  hecatombs  his  crew  regale, 
AiJd  each  dependant  shimbers  o'er  his  ałe; 
^^Hiile  the  remains  through  mouths  unnumber'd 
Indulge  the  beggar  and  the  dogs  at  last :      [past, 
Say,  friend,  is  it  benevoIence  oit  soul, 
Or  pompona  vanity,  that  prompts  the  whole^ 
These  sons  of  sloth,  who  by  profiision  tbriye. 
His  pride  inveigled  from  the  public  hive : 
And  numbers  pine  in  solitary  woe, 
Who  fumi8h'd  out  thia  phanta^y  of  show. 
When  silent.miscsry  assaird  his  eyes, 
I>id  e^er  hi^  throbbing  bosom  sympsuthize? 
•Or  his  exten8(ve  charity  peryade 
To  those  vho  languish  in  the  barren  >8hade, 
"Where  oft,  by  want  and  modesty  suppress^d^ 
The  bootless  talent  warms  the  lonely  b|ieast? 
Ko !  petrifyM  by  dullness  and  disdain, 
Beyond  the  feeling  of  anothei^s  pain, 

*i  This  genial  knight  wore  at  his  own  banqaet 
a  gariand  of  flowers,  in  imitation  of  the  ancients; 
and  kepit  two  rosy  boys  robed  |n  white,  for  the 
entertainment  of  his  guests. 

"  In  allusion  to  the  unnatural  orgies  said  to  be 
solemnized  on  the  banks  of  this  river;  particu- 
larly  at  one  place,  where  a  much  greater  sanctity 
of  morals  and  taste  might  be  expected. 

■*  This  is  a  decent  and  parental  ofiice,  in  which 

Dullness  is  employed;   namely,  to  conceal  the 

fsilings  of  her  children:  and  exactly  conformable 

*to  that  inatance  of  filial  piety,  which  we  meet 

•  with  in  the  son  of  Noah,  who  went  backwaix),  to 

co^er  the  nakedness  of  his  lather,  when  he  lay  ex- 

4>08ed»from.t|i««c4fif  jUMi  iawilta  of  a  nalicious 

irorld. 


A  aVTIRŁ  m 

The.tear  of  pity  nc*er  bodę w'd  his  eye, 
Nor  his  lewa  bosom  fi^lt  the  soclal  sigh!    . 

FRIEND. 

Alike  to  thee  bis  yirtue  or.his  vice, 

If  his  hand  lib*ral,  owns  thy  merit*s  pricc. 

POET« 

Sooner,  in  hopeless  angoish  would  I  mourni 
Than  owe  my  fortunę  to  the  man  I  scom  1-— 
What  new  resource  ? 

FAIEND. 

A  thousand  yet  remain 
That  bloom  with  honours,  or  that  teem  with  gain: 
lliese  arts,— 4re  they  bencath— 4>eyond  thy  <»reł 
DcYote  thy  studies  to  th*  auspioious  &ir: 
Of  truth  dive8ted,  let  thy  tongtie  supply 
The  hintnd  slander,  and  the  whisperM  lie; 
Ali  mcrit  moćk,  all  quaJities  depress, 
Save  those  that  grace  th'  excelling  patroness; 
Trophies  to  her,  on  others*  follies  raise. 
And  heai-d  with  joy,  by  defamation  praise: 
To  this  coUect  each  faeulty  of  face. 
And  ev*ry  feat  perform  of  sly  grimace ; 
Let  the  graye  sneer  sarcastic  speak  thee  shrcwd, 
The  snlutty  joke  ridiculously  lewd ; 
And  the  loud  laugh,  thro'  ail  iU  changes  rung,. 
Appiaud  th'  abortive  sallies  of  her  tougue: 
Cnroli^d  a  member  in  the  sacred  list, 
Soon  shalt  thou  sharp  in  company,  at  whist; 
Her  midnight  rites  and  revels  regulate'^, 
Priest  of  her  love,  and  demon  of  ber  hate. 

POBT. 

But  say,  what  reeonipense  for  all  this  waste 
Of  honour,  truth,  attention,  time,  and  taste  ^ 
To  shine  confess'd,  her  zany  and  her  tool. 
And  fali  by  what  I  rosę,  Iow  ridicule? 
Again  shall  Handel  raise  bis  laurcFd  brow, 
Again  shall  harmony  with  rapture  glow ! 
The  spells  dissobe,  the  combination  breaks. 
And  Punch  no  longer  Frasi*s  rival  sąueaks. 
Lo,  Russel^  falls  a  sacrifice  to  whim. 
And  starta  amaz'd  in  Newgate  from  his  dreąm: 

"  These  are  mysteries  performed,  li|Łe  those  pf 
the  Dea  Bona,  by  femalesoniy;  coni»equcntly  it 
cannot  be  expected  that  we  should  hei-e  explain 
them:  we  haye,  notwithstanding>  found  means  to 
leam  some  anecdotes  concerning  them,  which  we 
shall  reserye  for  another  opportunity. 

>^  A  famous  mimie  and  singer.  The  person, 
here  meant,  by  the  qualifications  above  described* 
had  insinuated  himself  into  the  confidence  of  oer- 
tain  ladies  of  quality,  who  engaged  him  to  set  up 
a  puppet-show,  in  oppof^ition  to  the  oratorios  of 
Handel,  against  whom  they  were  unreasonahly 
prejudiced.  But  tbe  towu  not  scconding  the 
capricious  undertaking,  they  deserted  their  ma- 
nager, whom  they  had  prolnised  to  support,  and 
let  him  siak  under  the  expen8e  they  had  entailed 
upon  him:  he  was  accordingly  thrown  into  pri* 
son,  where  his  disappointment  got  the  better  of 
his  reason,  and  he  remained  in  all  the  ecstasy  of 
despalr;  till  nt  last,  his  generous  patrones^^cs, 
after  mugh  solicitation,  were  preyailed  upon  to 
collect  five  pounds,  on  the  payment  of  which  he 
was  admitted  into  Bedlam,  where  he  continued 
bercft  of  his  understanding,  aad  died  in  the  utf* 
mo^  misery. 
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With  tł^mbling  hands  implores  their  proinis'd  aid; 
And  sees  their  favour  like  a  vision  fade! 
Is  this,  ye  faithless  Syrena! — this  the  joy 
To  whicli,  vour  smiles  th'  unwary  wretch  decoy  ? 
Nakod  and  shackled,  on  the  pavQment  prone, 
His  mangled  flcsh  d«vonring  from  the  bonę; 
Raire  id  his  heart,  distractiun  in  his  eye! 
Behold,  inhiiman  ha:s!  your  ininion  lie! 
Behołd  his  gay  carcer  to  ruin  run. 
By  yon  seduc'd,abandon'd  and  undone! 
Rather  iu  garret  pent  *'^,  spciire  from  harm, 
]Vly  Muse  with  murders  shall  the  town  alarm; 
Or  plunge  in  politirs  with  patriot  zeal. 
And  snarl  like  Gutherie  for  the  public  weal, 
T.'*an  crawl  an  insect,  in  a  beidame's  power^ 
,  And  dread  the  crush  of  caprice  ev'ry  hourt 

FRIBND. 

'Tis  well  ;■— ettioy  that  petulance  of  style, 
And,  like  tho  envious  adder,  lick  the  file^t: 
Mliat  tho*  success  will  n<»t  attend  on  all ! 
Who  bravelv  dares,  must  sooietimes  risk  a  fali. 
Behold  the  bouuteous  board  of  Fortune  spread; 
£ach  weaknessy  vice  aml  folly  yields  thee  bread; 
Wouldst  thott  with  prudent  condesoension  strive 
On  the  loug-settled  terms  of  life  to  thrive. 

PDBT« 

Whatf  jom  the  creW  that  pilfer  one  anotber^ 
Beiray  my  frif^nd,  and  persecut  ■  my  brother: 
Turn  usurer  o'er  cent  per  cent  to  b^-ood, 
Or  quack,  to  feed  like  fleas,  od  human  blood? 

FRiEiirb. 

Or  if  thy  soul  can  bfook  the  irilded  curstf, 
Somc  changeling  heiress  steal— -«-■- 

POET. 

Why  not  a  purse? 
Two  things  I  drcad,  my  conscience  and  the  law. 

FRIEND. 

Howf  dread  a  mumhline  bear  without  a  claw? 
Nor  this,  nor  that  is  standard  right  or  wrong, 
'Till  minted  by  the  mercenary  toneruc ; 
And  what  is  conscience,  but  a  fiend  of  strife,- 
That  chills  the  joys,  and  damps  the  schemeaof  life? 
The  wayward  child  of  vanity  and  fear, 
The  poevish  dam  of  poverty  and  care; 
Unniimbei^d  woes  en'/ender  in  the  breast 
That  entertains  the  rude,  ungrateful  guetft. 

POET. 

Hail,  sacri&d  pow'r!  my  glory  and  my  gnidę! 
Fair  source  of  mentaj  peace,  what  e*er  betide; 
Safe  in  thy  shelter,  IH  disaster  roli 
Etemal  hurricańes  around  my  soul ; 
My  soul  serene,  amidnt  the  storms  shall  reign. 
And  smile  to  see  their  fiiry  burst  in  vaui ! 

FftiEND. 

Too  coy  to  flatter,  and  too  proud  to  8erve "', 
Thine  be  the  joyless  dignity  to  starye. 

'5  Tbese  are  the  dreams  and  fictions  of  (5mb^ 
itreet,  with  whicb  the  goo<l  people  of  this  metro- 
polis  arf  daity  alarmed  and  entertained. 

'■^  This  allades  to  the  fable  of  th^  viper  and  file, 
appitcable  to  all  the  uusuccessful  e^orts  of  malice 
and  eiivy. 

»*  This,  surely,  occasioned  ChurchilPs 

Too  proud  to  flatter^  too  sincero  to  lie. 


Met. 


No; — thanks  to  disrord,  war  sball  be  jof  fińe&d; 
A  ad  morał  ragę,  heroic  courage  lend 
To  pierce  the  gleaming  squadron  of  the  foe. 
And  win  renown  by  some  di^tinguisb^d  blow. 

FRIEND. 

Renown !  ay,  do^-unkennel  the  whole  pack 
Of  mil  i  tary  cowards  on  thy  back.  [stood  *9, 

What  dlfference,  say,  'twixt  him  whó  brardy 
And  him  who  sought  the  bosom  of  the  wood*?* 
Enrenom^d  calumny  tbe  first  {^hall  brand, 
The  last  eujoy  a  ribbon  and  command. 

POET. 

If  such  be  Hfe,  its  wretches  I  deplore, 
And  long  to  quit  th'  unhospitable  ihor&r 
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FOET,  Fribnd. 

POET. 

Hówe'er  i  tum,  or  wherc9oe'er  1  tread, 
This  giddy  world  still  rattles  round  my  headf 
I  pant  for  silence  ev'n  in  this  retreat— 
Good  Uear^n !  what  demon  thundera  at  the  satef 

FRIEND. 

In  tain  you  strive,  in  t^is  seąoester^d  nook. 
To  shroud  yoii  from  an  injur'd  frieDd'8  Febnke» 

POET. 

An  injnr'd  friend! — ^wbo  challenges  tbe  mme? 
If  you,  what  title  justifies  the  claim  ? 
Did  e*er  your  heart  o'er  my  affliction  grievc, 
Your  infrest  prop  me,  or  your  purse  reliereł 
Or  could  my  wanta  my  soul  so  far  stdxiaey 
That  in  distreas  she  crawKd  for  aid  to  ywił 
But  let  -Os  grant  th'  indołgence  e*er  so  stroog; 
Display  without  reserve  th'  imagin*d  wrong*: 
Among  your  kindred  have  I  kiodled  strife, 
Deflow^rM  yOur  daughter,  or  debauch'd  your  wift*; 
TraducM  your  credit,  bubbled  you  at  gamę; 
Or  s«ird  with  iniamous  reproach  your  name? 

FRIEAD. 

No;  but  your  cynie  vanity  (yenMl  own) 
£xpos*d  my  private  counsel  to  tbe  town. 

POET. 

Such  fair  ad  vice  'twere  pity  snre  to  lose; 
{  grant  I  printed  it  for  public  use. 

FRIEND. 

Yes,  sea8on'd  witb  your  own  remarks  between, 
Influm*d  with  so  much  Yinilence  of  spLe«n, 
That  tbe  mtld  town  (to  give  tbe  devii  his  due) 
AscribM  tbe  wbole  performance  to  a  Jew. 

■9  a«d  *>  Tliis  last  linę  relatea  to  tbe  bebatioisr 
of  a  generał  on  a  certain  oceasioni  who  discorered 
an  extreme  passion  for  Che  cool  shade  during  tbe 
beat  of  the  day:  tbe  HoBorccian  generał,  in  tbe 
battle  of  Dettingeik 
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PÓBT- 


lews,  Tiirks,  or  Pagrans,  ballowed  be  the  mouth 
Tbat  teems  with  moraJ  zeal  and  dauntless  truth! 
Prove  tbat  my  parli  al  strain  adopts  one  lie, 
No  penitent  morę  mo'.-tify*d  than  1; 
Nr>t  eT*n  the  wretch  in  shackles,  doom^d  to  groan 
Beneatb  th'  inhoman  8<;ofr8  of  Williamson'. 

FRIEND. 

Hołd — let  U8  see  this  boasted  selMenial-^ 

Tbe  ▼aDquish*d  knight*  bas  triumpb*d  io  bis  trial. 

POET. 

Whattben? 

PRIEND* 

Yoar  own  sarcastic  yerse  unsay, 
Tbat  brends  bim  as  a  trembling  ranaway^ 

POET. 

Witb  all  my  soul!— ^b*  imputed  cbarge  rebearss; 
1*11  own  my  ęrrour  and  expunge  the  venp. 
Come«  come»' — bowe^er  tbc  day  was  lost  or  won, 
The  world  alłows  the  race  won  fiiirly  run. 
But  iest  the  truth  too  naked  sbould  appear, 
A  robę  of  sable  shall  the  goddess  wear: 
Wben  sheep  were  subject  to  the  lion*8  rcign, 
£re  man  acquir'd  domin ion  o*er  the  plain, 
Yoracious  wukes,  fierce  rushing  from  the  rocks, 
DeFour^d  with  out  contro!  tb*unguarded  flocks: 
The  sufr*rers  crowdiiig  round  the  royal  cave, 
Their  moDarch*s  pHy  and  protection  crave: 
Not  that  tbey  Wanted  valour,  force  or  arms, 
To  shield  their  lambs  from  daiiger  and  alarms; 
A  tbounand  rams,  the  champions  of  the  foid, 
Id  strengtb  of  born,  and  patriot  virtue  bold, 
£ngag*d  in  firm  association,  stood, 
Their  live$  devoted  to  the  pub  lic  good : 
\A  warlike  chieftain  was  their  solc  request, 
T6>  marsbal,  guide,  iństroct,  and  rule  the  rest  r 
'  llieh*  pray'r  was  heaid,  and  by  Cunsent  uf  all, 
A  couitier  ape  appointed  generał. — 
He  went,  be  led,  arraugM  the  battJe  stood, 
Tbe  8avagełbe  came  pouring  like  a  ilood; 
Tbeo  pug  agbast,-  fled  swiflei'  than  the  wind, 
Nor  deign'd,  in  threescore  miles^  tu  look  bebind; 
"Whilć  ev»ry  band  for  ordert  bleat  in  vain. 
And  ikll  in  SlaughtcrM  heaps  upon  the  plain: 
Tbe  scar*d  babuon  (to  Out  the  matter  short) 
'With  all  his  speed  coułd  not  out-run  report; 
And  to  appease  tbc  clamours  of  the  nation, 
Twas  fit  his  case  sbould  stand  examination. 
Tbe  board  was  nam'd~-«ach  worthy  took  his  place; 
Ail  senior  members  of  the  homed  nce'.— . 
Tbe  wetber,  goat,  ram,  elk,  and  ox  were  there^ 
And  a  gmve,  hoary  stag  possess*d  tbe  cbair.— 

'  Govemor  of  tbe  Tower. 

'  Sir  John  Cope. 

'  U  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  tbat  tbis  board 
consisted  of  horued  cattle  only,  sińce,  before  tbe 
use  of  anns,  erery  creature  was  obliged  in  war  to 
fight  witb  such  weapons  as  naturę  afforded  it, 
consequently  those  supplied  wjth  horns  bid  Dgiirest 
for  signalizing  tbemselres  io  tbe  field,  and  carry- 
ing  off  tbe  flrst  posts  in  the  army.^ — But  I  ohserye, 
tbat  among  the  members  of  tbis  court,  there  is  no 
mention  raade  of  sucb  of  tbe  bomed  family  as 
were  chiefly  celebrated  for  valour;  nameiy,  the 
buli,  unicom,  rbinoceros,  &c.  which  głVi«  rcason 
to  iU8pect,Uiat  tbese  last  were  e\ih»r  out  of  fa- 


Th'  inquii7  past,  each  in  Lis  tum  begaa    ' 
Tbe  culprifs  conduct  yariously  to  scan. 
At  length,  tbe  sagę  uprear*d  his  awfui  crcst. 
And  pausing,  tbus  his  feUow  chiefs  addre8s'd.— ' 
"  If  age,  tbat  from  this  head  iu  hunours  stole, 
Hatb  not  impair^d  the  functions  of  my  soul, 
But  sacred  wisdom  witb  experience  bought, 
Wbiie  this  weak  frame  decays,  matures  my  thought; 
Th*  impoitant  issue  of  this  graud  debatę 
May  fbrnisb  precedent  for  your  own  fale; 
Should  eirer  fortunę  caU  you  to  repel 
The  shaggy  foe,  so  desperate  and  fell-— > 
*Ti8  plain,  you  say,  his  excellence  sir  Ape 
From  tbe  dire  field  accom|>lish'd  an  escape; 
Alas !  our  fellow-subjects  ne'er  liad  bied, 
If  every  ram  tbat  feil,  like  bim  had  fled; 
Certcs,  those  sheep  were  rathermad  than  brave| 
Which  scornki  tb*  example  their  wise  leader  gave. 
Let  us,  then,  evYy  Tulgar  bint  disdain. 
And  from  our  brother'8  laurel  wasb  the  stain." 
Th'  admiring  court  applauds  the  presideut. 
And  pug  was  clear'd  by  generał  consent* 

PRIBNb. 

There  needs  no  magie  to  dłvine  your  sCope^ . 
Mark*das  you  are  a  flagrant  misanthrope: 
Swom  foe  to  good  and  bad,  to  great  and  smali, 
Tby  ranklin.:^:  pen  produn^  uought  but  gali : 
Let  yirtue  struggie,  or  let  glory  shine, 
Tby  yerse  affurds  not  one  approving  line.-^ 

POET. 

Hail  sacred  themes!  the  Muse'8  chief  delight! 

O  bring  the  darł  ing  objects  to  my  sight ! 

My  breast  witb  elevated  thought  shall  glow. 

My  fancy  brighten,  and  my  numbers  flow  ! 

Th'  Aonian  grove  witb  rapture  would  I  tread. 

To  crop  unfading  wreaths  for  William's  head; 

But  that  my  strain,  nnheard  amidst  tbe  throng, 

Must  y  ield  to  Lockman's  ode  and  Hanbury'8  song** 

Nor  would  th'  enamour^d  Muse  neglect  to  pay 

To  Stanhope*s  worth^  the  tributary  lay ; 

The  soul  unstain^d,  the  sense  subltme  to  paint, 

A  people^s  patron,  pride  and  ornament! 

Did  not  his  virtues  etemiz*d  remain 

The  boasted  theme  of  Pope'8  immortal  strain. 

Not  ey^n  tbe  pleasing  task  is  left,  to  raise 

A  grateful  monument  to  Barnard^s  praise; 

£l8e  should  tbe  yenerable  patriot  stand 

Th*  unsbaken  pillar  of  a  sinking  land. 

The  gladd^ning  prospect  let  me  still  pursuc: 

And  bring  fair  virtue*s  triumphs  to  the  yiew  f 

Allke  to  me,  by  fortunę  błest  or  not, 

From  soaring  Cobbam  to  the  melting  Scot^. 


your  with  tbe  ministry,  laid  aside  on  account  of 
their  great  age,  or  that  tbe  ape  had  interesŁ 
enough  at  court  to  exclude^|bem  from  the  number 
of  his  judges. 

4  Two  productions resenblingone  another ycij 
much  in  tbat  cloying  mediocrity,  wbicb  Horace 
comparcs  to— Crassum  ungentum,  et  sardo  cum 
melłe  papayer. 

5  llie  earl  of  Cbesterfield. 

^  Daniel  Mackercher,  e8q.  a  man  of  soch  pri- 
mitive  simplicity,  that  be  may  be  sald  to  havc 
exceeded  tbe  Scripture  iąjunction,  by  not  only 
parli ng  witb  his  cloak  and  coat,  but  with  his  sbirt 
aiso,  torelieve  a  brotber  in  distress:  Mr.  Annes* 
ley,  wbo  clained  tbe  Anglesea  title  and  estate. 


s^ 


SMOLLETTS  POEMS. 


But  lo !  ś  fw&rai  of  harpieo  inteirene,  • 
To  ravage,  mangle,  aAd  poUute  the  scenę ! 
Gorg  d  with  our  plunder,  yet  still  gannt  for  spoil. 
Papie. ons  Gideon  fastens  on  our  isle; 
lA^atiate  [asceMes,  and  the  fiend  Vaneck'', 
Bise  on  our  ruins,  and  enjoy  the  wre<Jk; 
While  giiping  Jasper'8  glories  in  his  prize, 
Wning  froA  the  widow*s  t^ars  %nd  orpbBn'8  erłes. 

FRIEND. 

ReIops'd  agaln !  strange  tendcncy  to  raił ! 
1  fear'd  this  meekness  would  not  longpreTaM. 

POET. 

^on  deem  it  ranconr  tbeti  ?— Look  round  and  sfee 
What  y^oes  flounsh  still »  unpran'd  by  me: 
Comiption,  rolPd  in  a  triumphant  car, 
Di^lays  his  bumishM  front  and  glHfrrog  8tav; 
Nor  heeds  the  public  scorn,  or  transient  curse, 
Unknown  alike  to  lionour  and  lemorse. 
Behold  the  Teering  belle9,  caress'd  by  all, 
Adom  each  private  feast  and  public  bali; 
"Wliere  peers  attentive  listen  and  adore. 
And  not  one  matron  shuns  the  titled  whore. 
At  Peter's  obsequies^^  I  sung  no  dirge; 
Kor  has  my  satire  yet  supply*d  a  scourge 
For  the  vile  tribes  of  usurers  and  bites, 
Who  sneak  at  Jonathan's  and  svrear  at  White^s. 
Each  Iow  pursuit,  and  siighter  folly  b.ed 
■  Within  the  selfish  heart  and  hołlow  head, 
Thrive8  uncoutrord,  and  bJossoms  o'er  the  land, 
Nor  feels  the  rigour  of  my  chast'ning  band: 
Wliilc  Codrtis  shirers  o*er  his  bags  of  gold, 
By  famine  wither'd,  and  benifmb*d  by  cohl; 
I  mark  bis  haggard  eyes  ^ith  frcnzy  roli. 
And  feast  npon  the  terrours  of  hts  sou! ; 
The  wredcs  of  war,  the  perlls  of  the  deep^ 
That  curse  with  hideous  dreamsthe  caitifTs  deep; 
Insolycnt  debtors>  thieyes,  and  ciyil  strife^ 
*Which  daily  persecute  his  wretched  life; 
With  all  the  horroars  of  prbphetic  dread, 
That  rack  hisi)osom  wbile  the  Mail  is  rcad, 
Safe  firom  the  rod,  untainfed  by  the  scfaool, 
A  judge  by  birth,  by  destiny  a  ibol, 
While  the  young  lordling  struts  in  natiye  pride, 
Hisparty-coloured  tutor  by  his'side", 
JPleasM,  let  me  own  the  pious  mother's  cśre, 
Who  to  the  brawny  sire  commits  ber  heir, 

*^  A  triumyiiUte  of  conttactors,  'who,  sćomtng 
the  ilarrow  yiews  of  priyate  tisury,  found  ml^ans 
to  lay  a  whote  state  under  contribution,  and  pil- 
lage  a  kingdóm  of  immense  sums,  under  thepro- 
tectioti  of  law. 

^  'A  Christian  of  bowels,  who  lends  money  to- 
1)18  friends  in  Want  at  the  moderate  interest  of 
<50  per  cetit.  A  man  fiunOus  for  buyingpoor 
seameos'  tickets. 

9  A  wit  of  the  fint  water,  celebrated  for  her  ta- 
lent of  repartee  and  double  entendre. 

■^  Peter  Waters,  esq.  whose  character  is  too 
Weil  known  to  need  description. 

"  Whether  it  be  for  the  reason  assigned  in  the 
subsequent  lines,  or  the  fnigality  of  the  parents, 
who  are  uhwilling  to  throw  away  money  in 
making  their  children  wiser  than  themseWes,  I 
know  not :  but  certain  it  is,  that  many  people  of 
^shion  C(rmmit  the  education  of  their  hcirs  to 
&ome  trusty  footman,  with  a  pattictiłar  command 
to  Iceep  master  out  of  the  staUe. 


Fraught  with  the  spirit  of  %  Oothtc  monk, 
Let  Rich,  with  dulness  aud  deyotion  dmnk, 
Enjoy  the  peal  so  barbarous  and  lond, 
While  his  brain  spues  new  monstera  to  tbe  cniwd*^ 
1  see  ^tńth  joy,  the  yaticide  deplore 
An  hell-denouncing  priest  and  soy'reign  wbore; 
Let  ey*ry  poiish*d  damę,  and  genial  lonl 
Empłoy  the  social  chair'3,  and  venal  board'^; 
Debauch'd  from  sense,  let  doubtful  meanings  raa, 
The  yaguc  dóundrtoi  and  the  prurientpuo; 
While  the'  yain  fop,  with  apish  grin,  regards 
The  gigling  minx  half  chok*d  behind  her  cards; 
These,  and  a  thousand  idie  pranks,  I  deem 
The  moŁley  spawn  of  ignoratnce  and  whim* 
Let  pride  conreiye  and  foll]^  propagate, 
The  fashion  still  adopts  the  spnriousbrat: 
Nothing  so  strange  that  fashion  cannot  tamę; 
By  this  dishonour  ctoses  to  be  shame: 
This  weans  from  blushes  lewd  Tyrawly^s  fiicc, 
6ives  Hawfey  >5  pniise  and  Ingołdsby  disgFBoe, 
From  Mead  to  Thompson  shifts  the  palm  at  onev 
A  meddling,  prating,  blund^ng,  basy  dimce! 
And  may  (shonld  taste  e  little  morę  decline) 
Tranaform  the  natbn  to  an  herd  of  swine. 

FRIEND. 

The  iatal  period  hastens  on  apacel 
Nor  will  thy  yerse  tb'  obscene  event  disgrace; 
Thy  ilow*r8  of  poetry,that  smell  so  sCkoag, 
The  keenest  appetites  have  loath^d  the  aong; 
Condemn*d  by  Clark,Banks,Barrowbyyand  Chłtty^, 
And  all  the  crop-ear'd  critics  of  tbe  city : 
While  sagely  ncutral  8its  thy  silent  friend, 

Alike  ayerse  to  censure  or  commend. 

« 

FOET. 

Peaoe  to  the  gcntle  aoiil,  that  could  deny 
His  inyocated  roice  to  fili  the  ery ! 
Aąd  let  me  still  the  scntiment  disdain 
Of  bim,  who  neyer  spcaka  but  to  amign; 
The  sneering  son  of  calumny  and  scom, 
Whom  neitber  arts,  uor  sense,  nor  aoul  adorn; 

'*  Monsters  of  absurdity. 

He  lookM,  and  saw  a  sabie  sorcYer  rise, 
Swift  to  wbose  hand  a  wtnged  rolunie  fliesr 
All  sudden,  gorgons  hissySind  dragoos  glare, 
And  ten-horn*d  fiends  and  giants  msh  to  wsf. 
Hell.rises,  Heayen  descends,  and  dance  on  EutK 
Gods,  imps  and  monsters,  musie,  ragę  and  mirti^ 
A  fire,  a  jig,  a  battle,  and  a  bali, 
'TJU  one  wide  conilagntion  swaUows  aB. 

Dunciad. 

"  This  IS  no  other  than  an  «ilipty  chair,  ctr^ 
ried  about  with  great  formaIity,'to  perfl^mn^yisili, 
by  the  help  of  which  a  decent  correspoadeuoe  ii 
often  maintained  among  people  of  itehion,  nnay 
years  together,  without  one  pefsonal  intnriew; 
to  the  great  h(m<Mir  of  hoBpKatttyiand  good^ndgb* 
bourtiood. 

H  Equany  apptieable  to  tfae' dłniiłgnsiid  caid- 
table,  where  evef y  guest  ttitfst  pay^n  estnyagaot 
price  for  what  he  has. 

15  A  generał  so  renoiwned  for  conduct  and  ds- 
cipline,  that,  durtng  śn  action  in-which  he  haA-a 
considerable  command,  he  is  said  to  hftye  beea 
seen  rallying  three  iiigitiye  dragooits,  fiye  milea 
from  the  field  of  battle. 

>6  A  ftpatemity  of  wits,  \yhose  yirtoe,  raod«^, 
and  taste,  lire  tliiieh  of  tbe  IMtte  dtatesBdWł. 
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ór  hisy^ho  t<y  mafntatn  a  erltłc'f  rsnk, 
Tho*  conscious  of  his  own  intemal  blank. 
His  want  of  taste  unwiUing  to  betray, 
TwtKt  sense  and  nontiense  besitates  all  day; 
"With  brow  contracted  hean  each  passage  read. 
And  oAen  hams  aud  shakes  his  empty  head; 
Uatil  sooie  oracie  ador^d,  pronounce 
The  passire  bard  a  poet  or  a  dance ; 
Then,  in  lood  clamoar  echoes  back  tbe  word, 
n*is  boldf  iasipid^^oarinir  or  absard. 
These,  and  th*  unnumbeiM  shoals  of  smaUerfry, 
That  nibble  round,  I  pity  and  defy. 


TBE  TEARS  OF  SCOTLAND. 

Written  in  the  Year  1746. 

MouRN,  hąpiess  Caledonia,  mourn 
Thy  bamsh*d  peace,  thy  lanrel&  toru ! 
Thy  sohs,  for  valour  long  rciłown*d, 
I.ie  8laught'>r*d  on  iheir  native  ground; 
Thy  hospitable  roofs  no  morc, 
Inrite  the  sti^anger  to  the  door; 
In  smoky  ruins  sonk  they  lie, 
The  monumeuts  of  cnielty. 

The  wretched  owner  sees  afar ' 
His  all  become  tlie  prey  of  war; 
Bethinks  him  of  his  babes  and  wife, 
Then  smites  his  breast,  and  curses  life. 
Thy  swains  are  famishM  on  the  rocks, 
Where  once  they  fed  theirwanton  ftocks: 
Thy  raTish*d  virgins  &hriek  in  yjrinj 
'Tby  infeńts  perish  on  the  płain. 

Wbat  boots  it  then,  in  evcry  clime, 
Thro'  the  wide-spreadiug  waste  of  time, 
Thy  martial  glory,  crpwn*d  with  praise, 
Still  shone  with  ufldifflinishM  blaze? 
Thy  tow'ring  spirit  now  is  broke, 
Thy  Deck  is  bended  to  the  yoice. 
What-foreign  arais  c(»uld  never  ąuelly 
By  civiL  ragę  and  rancoar  felh 

The  niral  pipę  and  merry  lay 
No  morę  shall  cheer  the  happy  day : 
No  social  scenes  of  gay  delight 
Beguilethe  draary  winter  night: 
No  straias  but  thosc  of  sorrow  6ow, 
And  nought  be  heard  but  sounds  of  woe, 
While  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  slain 
Glide  nightly  o^er  the  silent  plain. 

O  banefal  cauae,  oh,  fatal  moro, 
Accurs^d  to  ages  yet  unbom ! 
The  sons  against  th^r  fatfaers  st<K)d, 
The  parent  tfaed  his  children*s  blood. 
Yet,  when  the  ragę  of  battle  ceasM^ 
The  Tictor*8  soul  was  not  appeasM : 
The  naked  and  forlom  must  feel 
DcYOuring  flames,  and  murd^riog  steeU 

The  pious  mother  doom*d  to  death, 
Forsaken  wanders  o'er  the  heath^ 
The  bleak  wind  whistles  ronnd  ber  head, 
Her  helpless  orphans  ery  for  bread; 
Bćreft  of  shelter,  fnod,  and  friend, 
She  view8  thA^bades  of  night  descend. 
And,  stretch^d  beneath  th*  inciement  skies, 
Weeps  o'er  ber  tender  babes  aod  dies. 


While  tbe  wam  bload-bedenw  «ny^veia8> 
And  uniropatr^  remembranee  reigM, 
Resentment  of  my  coontry'8  fote 
lYithin  my  Alial  breast- shall  beat; 
And,  spite  of  her  aaaulting  foe. 
My  sympathizmg  verse  shall  flmv: 
"  Mourn,  hapless  Caledonia,  mourn 
Thy  bauishM  peace,'  tby  laureŁs  tdrA.*' 


rSRSES 


ON  A  TOUNG  ŁADT  PCATIITG  ON  A  nARPSICnORI 

AND  SINGING. 

Wmen  Sappho  struck  the  qiiivVing  wire, 
The  throbbing  breast  was  all  on  fire: 
And  when  she  rais*d  the  vocal  lay, 
The  captive  soul  was  charm'd  away ! 

Bnt  had  the  nymph,  possest-with  thes^ 
Thy  softer,  chaster,  pow'r  to  please; 
Thy  beauteous  air  of  sprightly  youth^ 
Thy  native  smiies  of  aiŁłess  tsuth; 

The  worm  of  grief  had  oeyer  prey*d 
On  the  forsaken  love-sick  maid : 
Nor  had  sh^mournM  a  hafrfata  flame. 
Nor  dash*d  on  rocks  ber  tender  frame. 


LOVE  ELEGY, 


IN  JfilTJaWS  OF  TIBI7ŁŁf78. 

Where  now  are  all  my  flatfring  dreams  of  joył 
Monimia,  giTemy  soul  her-wontwl-rent; 

Since  firsC  thy  beanty  fix*d  my  roviDg  eye, 

Heart-gnawing  cares  oorrode  my  pen8ive  breast» 

Let  happy  lover8  fly  where  pleasurcs  cali, 
With  festive  songs  bcgoile  the  fleetinghour; 

I^ead  beauty  thro*  the  mazes  of  the  baii, 
Or  press  her  wantou  in  lore^s  roseate  bower. 

For  me,  no  morę  Dl  Tange  th'  empurpled  mead» 
Where  shepherds  pipę,  and  rirgins  dancearoun^* 

Nor  wander  thro'  the  woodbine*s  fragrant  sbade. 
To  bear  tbe  musie  of  tbe  grore  resound. 

ni  seek  some  lonely  churcb,  or  dreary  hall, 
Where  fancy  paints  the  gliHMD*ring  taper  blue^ 

Where  damps  hang  moald*ring  on  tbe  ivy'd  wali. 
And  shected  ghosts  drink  up  tbe  midnight  dew: 

There  lesgued  with  hopeless  anguish  and  despair, 
Awhile  in  silence  o*er  my  fetę  repine: 

Then,  with  a  long  farewel  to  Iove  and  care. 
To  kindred  dust  my  weary  limbs  consign. 

Wilt  thou,  MooiMa,  ahed  a  ^raeious  tear 
On  the  cold  grave  where  all  my  sorrows  rest? 

Strew  vemal  flow^rs,  applaud  my  love  sincere. 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  easy  on  my  breast? 


SONG. 

While  wHh  -fond  rapture  and  amnze, 
Oo  thy  tranacciident  charms  I  gazę. 
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SMOLLETT'9  PO£AB. 


My  cautioiis  sool  essays  in  Tain  ' 
Her  peace  and  freedom  to  maintaio : 
Yet  let  tbat  blooming  form  dirine, 
Where  grace  and  harmony  combine, 
Those  eyes,  like  geuinl  orbs,  that  inoTe, 
JDispcnstng  gladness,  joy,  and  love, 
In  all  their  pooip  assaii  my  vieW| 
Intent  tny  bosom  to  snbduę; 
My  breast,  by  wary  inaxim8  steel'd, 
Not  all  those  cbarms  shall  force  to  yield^ 

But,  wben  invok'd  to  beauty*8  aid, 
1  see  th'  enlighteii'd  soul  dispłay*d  j 
That  soul  i>o  sensibly  sedate 
Amid  the  stomos  of  froward  fate! 
Thy  genius  actlye,  strong  and  elear, 
Thy  *rit  śubliroe,  tho»  not  8evere, 
The  social  aniour  void  of  art, 
That  glows  within  thy  candid  heart; 
My  spirits,  sense  and  strength  decay. 
My  resolution  dies  away, 
And  ev*ry  faculty  opprest, 
. Almighty  love  invades  my  breast! 


SONO. 

To  6x  her^-^^twere  a  task  as  yain 
To  couiit  the  April  drops  of  rain; 
To  80W  in  Afrlc'8  barren  soil, 
Or  tempests  hołd  within  a  toił. 

I  know  łt,  friend,  8be'8  light  as  air, 
False  as  thć  fowler*s  attful  snare; 
Inconstant  as  the  passing  wind, 
As  winter*8  dreary  frost  unkind. 

She*8  such  a  miser  too  in  love, 
]t's  joys  she*U  neither  share  norproTć; 
Tho'  hundreds  of  gallants  await 
From  her  Tictorious  eyes  their  fate. 

Blushing  at  such  inglorious  reign, 
I  sometiines  stnve  to  break  ber  chain; 
My  reaaon  summon  to  my  aid, 
ResoWd  no  morę  to  be  betray^d. 

Ah!  friend!  'tis  but  a  $hort-liv'd  trance^ 
DispeH'd  by  One  enchanting  elance; 
She  need  but  look,  and,  I  confess, 
Tbose  looks  completely  curse  or  bless. 

So  9oft,  so  elegant,  so  fair. 
Sute  something  morę  than  human^s  there ; 
I  must  submit,  for  strife  is  yain, 
'Twas  destiny  that  forg*d  the  chain. 


ODES, 

DURŁESQUB  ODB*. 

Where  wast  thou,  wittol  Ward,  when  hapless 
fate 
From  these  weak  arms  minę  aged  grannam  tore: 

These  pious  arms  essay^d  too  late, 
To  drive  the  dismal  phantom  from  the  door. 

'  Dr.  SmoUett,  imagining  himself  ill  treated  by 
lord  Lyttleton,  wrote  the  above  burlfsąue  oti 
that  nobIeman's  monody  on  the  death  of  his  lady. 


Could  not  thy  healing  drop,  il!tfstriofi8  ąiiśćkg 
Could  not  thy  salutary  pili  proloug  her  days ; 

For  whom,  so  oft,  to  Marybone,  alack ! 
Thy  sorrels  dragg*d  thee  thró'  the  worst  of  ways  f 

Oil-^ropping  Twick^nham  did  not  tben  detaia 
Thy  steps,  tho'  tended  by  the  Cambrian  maids; 

Nor  the  sweet  enviruns  of  Drury-lane; 
Nor  dusty  Piiulico*8  embon-^ring  »hades; 

Nor  Whitehali,  by  the  riyer^s  bank, 

Besei  with  rowers  dank; 
Kor  where  th*  Exchange  pours  forth  its  tawny  «oii»; 

Nor  where  to  mix  with  oflTal,  suil,  and  Uood, 

Steep  Snow-hill  roUs  the  sable  flood; 
Nor  where  the  Minfs  contaminated  keonel  nns: 

III  dotii  it  now  beseeroi 

That  thou  shouldst  dozę  and  dream, 

When  Death  in  niortal  arroour  came. 

And  struck  with  ruthless  dart  the  gentle  dtfflie. 

Her  lłb*ral  hand  atid  sympathising  breast 

l'he  brute  creation  kindly  blessM: 

Whcre^er  she  trod  grimalkin  pun''d  around^ 

The  squeaking  pigs  her  bounty  o«n'd; 

Nor  to  the  waddliug  duck  or  gabbltng  gwne 

Did  she  glad  susteuance  refuse; 

The  strutting  coek  she  daiiy  fed, 

And  turky  with  his  snout  so  red; 

Of  chickens  cat'eful  as  the  pious  hen. 

Nor  did  she  oyerlook  the  tomtit  or  the  wreit; 

While  redbreast  hopp'd  before  her  in  the  hall, 

As  if  she  conunon  mother  were  of  all. 

For  my  distracted  mind, 

What  comfort  can  I  find; 
O  best  of  grannams!  thou  art  dead  and  f 
And  I  am  left  behind  to  weep  and  rooan. 
To  sing  thy  dirge  in  sad  funereal  lay, 
Ah!  Woe  is  me!  alack!  and  well-a-day? 


TO  -M IRTH. 


ParENT  of  joy !  heart-easing  Mirth ! 
Whether  of  Yenus  or  Aurora  born ; 

Yet  goddess  surę  of  heaYtnly  birth, 
Visit  bcnign  a  son  of  Grief  forlom: 
Thy  glitteriog  rolours  gay, 
Arouml  bim,  Mirth,  display; 
And  o*er  his  rapturM  sensc 
DifTuse  thy  Iiving  influence: 
Só  shall  each  bill  i n  purer  green  array*d. 
And  floweradornM  in  new-born  beauty  ^low; 
The  grove  shall  smooth  the  horrours  of  the 
shade. 
And  streams  in  murmurs  shall  forget  to  fkyw. 
Shine,  goddess,- shine  with  iinremittnl  ray. 
And  gi Id  (a  second  sun)  with  brigh  ter  beam  our  day. 

Labour  with  thee  forgets  his  pain. 
And  aged  Poverty  can  smile  with  thee  j 

If  tłiou  be  nigh,  Grief  *8  hate  is  vain. 
And  weak  th*  aplifted  arm  of  Tyran ny. 
The  Momrng  opes  on  high 
His  universal  eye; 
And  on  the  world  dotb  pour 
His  glories  in  a  gołden  sbower, 
Lo!  Darkness  trembiing  Tore  the  hoftileray 
Shńnkś  to  the  carern  deep  and  wood  forłom: 

The  brood  obscene,thatown  her  gloomy  sway, 
Troop  in  ker  rear^  and  fly  th'  appi-oacb  of  Mora. 
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Pale  sbiyeńng  gbosis,  thflt  dread  th'  all-cheering 

lighf,  [uii^l. 

#uick,  as  Łhc  lightnings  flash,  glide  to  tepulcbral 

But  wheocc  the  gladdeniog  beam 
That  pours  his  purple  streain 

0*er  tbe  long  prospect  wide  ? 
'Tis  Mirth.     I  see  ber  sit 
In  majesty  of  łigbt, 

With  Laughter  at  ber  side. 
t        Brigbt.ey'd  Fancy  boveriDg  near 

Włde  wayes  ber  glancinif  wing  in  air; 
And  y^ung  Wit  flin^s  bis  pointed  dart, 
That  guiltless  strikes  the  willi ng  hcart. 

Fear  not  now  Affliction^s  power, 
Fear  not  now  wild  Pa8sion'8  ragc. 
Nor  fear  ye  au^ht  in  evil  hour, 
Save  the  tardy  hand  of  Age. 
Kow  Mirth  batb  heard  tbe  suppliantpoefsprayer; 
No  cloud  that   rides    the   blast,  sball  Yex  tbe 
tnmbled  air. 


TO  SL^BP. 


^PT  Sleep,  profoundly  pleasing  pofter'^ 
Sweet  patron  of  the  peaceful  hour, 
O  liftten  frooi  thy  całAi  abode. 
And  hitb^r  wave  thy  magie  rod ; 
Extend  thy  silcnt,  soothing  s\ray, 
And  chariB  the  canker  Carc  away* 
Whether  thou  iov*sŁ  to  glide  along, 
Attendcd  by  an  a'ry  thron? 
Of  gentle  dr<'ains  and  smiles  of  joy, 
Such  as  adom  tbe  wanton  boy; 
Or  to  the  monarch*8  fancy  bring 
Delights  that  bettersuit  a  king; 
The  giittering  bost/the  groaning  plain, 
The  clans  of  arms,  and  virtor*8  traiq; 
Or  shooid  a  milder  vision  please, 
l^resent  the  happy  scenes  of  peace; 
Plump  Autumn,'  blnsbing  all  around, 
llich  Indnstry  with  toil  etnbrown*d| 
Content,  with  brow  serency  gay. 
And  geoial  Art'8  refalgent  ray. 


TO  LEYBŃ-WATER. 

Or  Leten*8  banks,  wbile  free  to  roye. 

And  tnne  the  rural  pipę  to  loye; 
- 1  enried  not  tbe  bappieat  swain 

Thut  ever  trod  the  Arcadian  plain. 
•  Pure  stream!  in  wboie  transparent  wave 

My  youtbfnl  limbs  I  wont  to  la^e; 

No  torrents  stain  thy  limpid  source; 

No  rocks  impede  thy  dimpling  coune, 

Tbat  sweetly  warbles  o'er  its  bed, 

With  white,  round,  polishM  pt^bbles  spread  j 
-    Wbile,  ligbtły  pois'd,  tbe  scaly  brood 
♦     In  myriads  cleave  thy  crystal  flood ; 

The  springing  trout  in  spcckled  pride^ 

Tbe  salmon,  monarch  of  the  tide; 

The  ruthless  pikę,  intent  on  war; 

The  silver  eel,  and  mottled  par». 

DeTolving  from  thy  parent  lakę, 

A  cbarming  maże  thy  waters  make, 

'  The  par  is  a  smali  fish,  not  unlike  tbe  smelt, 
wbich  it  ri?al8  in  dolicacy  and  flavour. 


By  bowers  of  bircb',  and  ^olres  of  pine. 
And  edges  flowerM  with  egiantine. 

Still  on  thy  banks  so  gaily  green, 
May  nura'roii«  herds  and  flocks  be  seeny 
And  lasses  chanting  o'er  tbe  pail, 
And  shepherds  pipiiig  in  the  dale. 
And  ancient  Faith  that  knows  no  guile,] 
And  Incfiistry  imbrownM  with  toil, 
And  heartsresoiv'd^and  hands  prepar*<i/ 
The  blessings  tbey  enjoy  to  guard. 


*  TO  błvb-by'o  AJIŃ^ 

Whbn  thre  rougb  Nortb  forgets  to  howi. 
And  Ocean*8  biilows  ceaseto  roli; 
When  T.ybian  aands  are  bound  in  frost^ 
And  cpld  to  Nova  Zembla*8  lost! 
When*beav*n1y  bodies  cease  to  move. 
My  blue-ey*d  Ann  Ml  cease  to  love. 

No  morę  sball  ilowers  tbe  meads  adorn^ 
Nor  sweetness  deck  the  rosy  tbom ; 
Nor  swelling  buds  proclaim  the  spring; 
Nor  parrbing  heatj^e  do^-stat  bring; 
Nor  langbin:?  lili^^afnt  tbe  grove, 
When  blue-ey'd  Auo  I  ceade  fo  1ovp. 

No  morę  sball  joy  in  bope  be  found; 
N«r  pleasures  dancc  their  frolic  round$ 
Nof  1oTć*8  light  god  inhabit  Earth; 
Nor  beauty  give  the  ptssion  birtb; 
Nor  beat  to  summ^^r  sOnsbine  cl€ave, 
When  blue-ey*d  Nanny  I  decełve. 

When  rolling  seasons  cease  to  change, 
Inconstancy  forgets  to  rangę; 
When  laviśh  May  no  morę  shall  bloom; 
Nor  gardens  yield  a  rich  peifiime; 
When  Natiire  from  ber  sphei-e  shall  start, 
ru  tear  my  Nanny  fi  om  my  hcart. 


TO  IRDEPENDENCE, 
STROPHE. 

ThV  gpirit,  Indepmdence,  let  me  share! 

Lord  of  the  lion-heirt  and  eagle-eye, 

Thy  steps  I  foHow  with  my  bosom  bnre. 

Nor  heed  tbe  storm  that  howls  along  tbe  sky. 

Dccp  in.thefrozen  regions  of  the  nortb, 

A  goddess  violated  brought  tbee  fortb, 

Immortal  Liberty,  whose  look  sublime 

Hath  bleach*d  tbe  tyranfs  cheek  m  every  ^arying 

clime. 
What  time  the  iron-bearted  Gaul 
With  frantlc  Snperstition  for  bis  guide, 
Arm'd  with  the  dagger  and  the  pall, 
The  sons  of  Woden  to  the  field  defy*d: 
The  ruthless  hag,  by  We8cr's  flood, 
In  Heaven*8  name  urg*d  th'  infernal  blow ; 
And  red  the  stream  began  to  flow: 
The  vanquish*d  were  baptizM  with  blood '. 

'  Charlemagne  obliged  four  thousand  Saxon 
prisoners  to  embrace  the  Christian  religion,  and 
immediately  after  they  were  bapti^ed  ordcred  their 
throats  to  be  cut.— Their  prince  Yitikiad  fled  fur 
shelter  to  Gotric  king  of  Denmark. 


M» 


SMOLLESITfi  ,POEMS. 


ANTiaraoPHE. 


Tbe  Saxon  prince  in  horrour  fled 
From  altars  st&ioM  with  human  gore; 
And  Liberty  his  routed  łegions  led  ' 

In  safety  to  the  bleak  Norwegian  shore. 
There  in  a  cave  asieep  she  lay,  1 

.  JLnllM  by  the  hoarse-resounding  main; 
Wben  a  bold  savage  past  that  way, 
ImpeU^d  by  Destiny,  his  name  Disdain. 
Of  ample  front  the  portiy  chief  appear^d: 
The  hunted  bear  supplyM  a  shaggy  yest; 
Tbe  drifted  snów  łMHig'«n-hi8^yeilow  beard; 
And  his    broad    shoulders  brav*d    tbe  furious 

blast. 
He  stopt:  be  gaz'd ;  his  bosom  g1ow*d, 
And  deeply  felt  the  impremion  of  her  cbaims: 
He  seizM  th'  adtantage  Fate  allow*d; 
And  stmight  compressd  ber  in  bis  vig*rotts  arms. 

ITROPHEk 

The.curlieu  screain*d,  the  Tritons  blew 

Their  sbelbto  celebrate  the  ravi6h*d  rite; 

Otd  Time  esculted  as  he  flew  ; 

And  Independence  saw  the  light. 

The  light  be  saw  in  Ałbion'8  happy  plains, 

Where  under  oover  of  a  flowering  thorn, 

While  Philomel  renew*d  her  warbled  strąins, 

The  auspicious  fniitof  stoPn  embracewas  born— 

The  mountain  Dry^dsseiz^d  with  joy, 

The  smiling  infant  to  their  charge  consign*d; 

The  Doric  Muse  caress'd  tho  faTOurite  boy ; 

The  hermit  Wisdom  stor*d  his  opening  mind« 

As  rolling  years  matur*d  his  age» 

He  flourish^d  bold  and  sinewy  as  his  sire; 

While  the  mild  passions  in  his  breast  asswage 

The  fiercer  flames  of  his  matemal  sire. 

ANT18TROPHE. 

Accomplisbed  thus,  he  winff'd  bis  way, 

And  zealous  roved  from  poić  to  pole, 

The  rolls  of  right  etemal  to  display, 

And  warm   with  patriot  tboughts  tbe  agpiring 

soul. 
On  desert  isles*  it  was  be  tbat  rais^d 
Those  spires  that  gild  the  Adriatie  wave, 
Where  Tyranny  beheld  amaz'd 
Fair   Frf>edom*s  tempie,  where    he  mark*d  ber 

gravc, 
He  steelM  the  blunt  Batav>an*8  arms 
To  burst  the  Iberian's  doable  ebain'; 
And  citief  rearM,  and  planted  (arms, 
Won  from  tbe  skirts  of  Neptune^s  widc  domaln* 
He,  with  tbe  grenerous  nisties,  sate 
en  Uri's  rocks  in  close  divan^; 
And  wing^d  that  arrow  surę  as  fate, 
Which  ascertain^d  the  sacred  rights  of  man. 

*  Altboagh  Yenioe.  was  built  a  considerable 
iime  before  the  era  here  assigned  for  the  birth  of 
Independence,  the  repablic  bad  not  yet  fittained 
to  any  gfeatdegfee  of  power  and  splendour. 

3  The  Low  Countries  were  not  only^ppreased 
by  grievous  tasations,  but  likewise  threatened 
with  the  establishment  of  the  Inquisitiun,  when 
the  Scven  Provinces  revolt«d,  and  shook  oiFthc 
yoke  of  Spain. 

^  AUuding  to  the  known  story  of  William  Tell 
and  his  associates,  the  fstbers  and  fonnderrof  the 
confederacy,of  the  Swłss  CaRtons. 


4l!&0S^. 


Arabia's  scorchłng  sands  he  crossM^, 
Where  blasted  naturę  pants  snpine, 
Conductor  of  her  tribęs  adust, 
.To  Freedom'8  adamaotine  shrine ; 
And  many  a  Tartar  hord  forlorn,  aghast^t 
He  snatch'd  from  ander  fsll  Oppressioa*8  wtDg; 
And  tanght  amidst  Łhe  dreary  wasŁe 
The  all-cheering  bymns  of  Liberty  to  siiif. 
He  virtue  finds^  Uke  precious  ore, 
DiffasM  thro'  every  baser  moold, 
£ven  now  he  stands  on  Calvi's  rocky  shore. 
And  tums  the  dross  of  Corsica  to  gold ''. 
He,  gnardian  genius,  taught  my  youth 
Pomp's  tinsel  Iivery  to  despise: 
My  lips  by  him  chastisM  to  tnith, 
Ne'er  pay*d  that  homage  which  tbe  heart  deiiie^ 

A1ITI9TROPUB. 

Those  scnlptur^d  hajls  my  feet  shall  Dever  ticad, 
Where  varnish'd  Vice  and  Vanity  combin*d, 
To  dazzle  and  seduce,  their  bauners  spread ; 
And  forge  vile  shackles  for  the  free-bom  miód. 
Where  Insoicnce  hia  wrinkPd  front  uprears. 
And  all  the  flowers  of  spurious  fancy  blow; 
And  Title  his  ill-woven  chaplet  wearsy 
Fuli  often  wreathM  aroond  the  miscreanfs  brow: 
Where  ever-dimpling  Falshood,  pert  and  Tain, 
Presents  ber  cup  of  stale  professłon'a  froth ; 
And  pale  Disease,  with  all  his  bloated  train, 
Tonnents  the  sens  of  Gluttony  and  Sloth. 

8TROPHB.' 

In  Fortune^s  car  behold  thatminion  ride, 
With  either  ludia^s  glittering  spoils  opprest: 
So  moves  the  simipter-mule,  in  hajiiess*d  |Mride, 
Tbat  bears  the  trcasure  which  hc  cannot  taste« 
For  him  )eŁ  venal  bards  disgrace  the  bay. 
And  hireling  mtnstreU  wake  the  tiukUng^  ^ńag^ 
Her  senRual  snares  let  faithleas  Pleasure  lay^ 
And  all  her.jingliugbellsfantastic  Folly  liugf 
Disquict,  Doubt,  and  Dread  shall  interwue^ 
And  Naturę,  stiłl  to  all  herfieliugttjust, 
In  Ycngeance  ban^  a  damp  on  every  sceae^ 
Shook  from  the  baleful  pinions  of  Dis^ust. 

Al«TISTROPHB. 

Naturę  Pil  court  in  her  8e<{uester'd  bannts 
By  mountain,  meadow,  stKamlet^  gro^e,  or  celf, 
Where  the  poisod  lark  his  evening  ditty  chaunts. 
And  Health,  and  Peace,  and  Contemplation  dwtlL 
There  Study  shall  wiih  Solitude  recHne; 
And  Friendship  pledge  me  to  bis  fetlow^^wains; 
And  Toil  andTemperancesedatoly  tmne        * 
The  alender  chord  that  fluttering  life  sustaias: 
And  fearlesa  Poverty  shall  guard  the  door; 
And  Taste  unspoiPd  the  frugal  table  spread; 
And  Industry  supply  <the  humble  8tore; 
And  Sleep  unbribed  his  dews  refreshing  sbed: 

5  The  Aiabs,  rather  tban  resign  their  indepeo^ 
dency,  have  often  abandoned  their  habitatioDijp 
and  encountered  all  the  horrours  of  the  deserL 

*  From  the  tyranny  of  Jenghis-Kban,  Timnr- 
Bfc,  and  other  eastcm  conąuerors,  whole  tribes 
of  Tartars  were  used  to  fly  into  the  remoter  wastes 
of  Cathay,  where  oo  ai*my  coald  fołlow  them. 

"^  The  noble  stand  naade  by  Pascbal  Paoli  ant 
his  assof;iates  against  the  nsuipations  of  tbe  French 
ki:ig,  must  endear  them  to  ali  the  aons  of  liberty 
and  independence* 
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Vf  hHfe-mantled  InnOćenće,  ethereal  sprite, 
6haM  Chase  faf  cif  the  gobUds  of  the  nigbt^ 
And  Independfence  &€r  the  da^  pnaside, 
Propłtioas powetl  my patiroti andiiiy pride. 


OBSERVATIOm 


ON  DlT.  SMbtŁ]2rr'8  OOft  ik)  INliBPEND^l^CE: 

Lyric  poetiy  imitates  violent  and  ardent  pas- 
«ibn&.  It  is  Łherefpte  bold,  vaHouK,  and  impetu- 
jdus.  rt  abounds  with  animated  rantiments,  glow- 
in^  images,  and  forms  of  speech  often  unusual, 
But  commooly  nenrous  aud  cxpressive.  Thecom- 
position  and  arrangement  of  parts  may  often  ap- 
ppAr  disordefed,  and  the  transitions  sudden  an  < 
obscure;  but  they  are  always  Uatural,  atid  are 
governed  by  the  movements  and  rariations  of  tłie 
imitated  passion.  The  foregoing  ode  will  illustrate 
^ese  obseffatioDS. 

The  introduction  is  poetical  and  abrupt. 

**  Tby  spińt,  Independence,  let  me  share! 
lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye, 
Tby  Bteps  I  foliow  with  my  bosom  bare^ 
Nor  beed  the  storm  that  hc^wls  along  the  sky." 

Tbe  pictnre  exhibited  in  these  lines  is  striking, 
because  the  circumstances  are  happily  chosen, 
briefly,  and  distinctly  delineated.  It  is  soblime, 
'  because  the  images  are  few,  and  in  themselyes 
^reat  and  magnilicent.  The  "  lion-heart  and 
eagle-eye"  suggest  an  idea  of  tbe  high  spirit  and 
commanding  aspect  of  Independence:  and  the 
poet  foUowing  with  *<  bosom  bare''  denotes,  in  a 
pictoresque  manncr,  the  eagemess  and  enthasiasm 
of  tbe  Yotary.  The  last  circumstance  is  peculiarJy 
happy. 

"  Nor  heed  tbe  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky.** 

It  marks  the  scenę :  it  is  uncxpected,  and  eiccites 
rarprise:  it  is  great  and  anrful,  and  excite8  asto- 
nisbment.  Combined  with  the  preceding  circam- 
stance,  itconveys  a  beautiful  allegorical  meaning; 
and  signifies  that  a  mind  tmly  independent  is  su- 
perior to  adyersity,  and  unmoved  by  external  ac- 
cidents.  We  may  obserre  too,  in  regard  to  the 
dictiouf  that  the  notions  of  sound  and  motion 
communicated  by  the  words  "  howr*and  "  along,'' 
contribute,  in  a  peculiar  manncr,  to  the  subiimity 
of  the  description. 

**  Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye, 

Tby  steps  I  foltow  with  my  bosom  l^re. 

Nor  heai  tbe  storm  that  howls  along  tbe  sky." 

These  lines  are  written  in  tbe  tnie  spirit  of  lyric 
poetry.  Without  preparing  the  mind  by  a  cool 
artificial  introduction,  rising  gradually  to  the  im- 
petuosity  of  passion,  they  assail  the  imagination 
by  an  abrupt  and  sudden  impu1^ie;  they  vibrate 
through  the  $oul,  and  fire  us  instantaneously  with 
all  the  ardour  and  enthusiasm  of  the  poet.  Many 
of  the  odes  of  Horace  are  composed  in  the  same 
spirit,  and  produce  similar  effects.  Without  any 
previous  argument  or  introduction,  in  the  fulne^s 
of  passion  and  imagination,  he  breaks  out  in  bold, 
powerful,  and  impetuous  figures. 

3uo  me,  Bacche,  rapis,  tui 

Plenum  ?  i^uie  ncmora  aut  quo8  agor  in  specus 

yelox  mcnte  nova? 

$ualem  ministrum  fukninis  alitem     ■ 


The  po€t',  fuli  of  enthusiasm  and  adttiimtidn,  con- 
tlnues  his  prosopopeia-;  and,  in  &  stniin  of  poetiy 
exceedingly  wilti  and  romantic,  give8  iis^  ^e  ^c^ 
nealogy  of  Independence. 

''  A  goddess  yiolated  brought  tbee  fbrth, 
Immortal  Liberty,  whose  look  sublime 
Uath  bleacbM  the  tyrant's  ctieek  inevery  Tarying. 
•  ime.'* 

According  to  the  acoeptntion  of  our  autttor,.  li*-' 
berty  means  tbe  security  of  our  li^es  and  posaes^ 
sions,  and  fi^eedom  from  extemal  foroe:  inde- 
pendence is  of  higber  import,  and  denotro  thab 
intemal  sense  and  cousciousnesB  <^  freedom  which> 
beget  magnanimity,  fbrtitude,  and  that  becomin{^ 
pride  which  leads  us*  to  respect  ourselyes,  and  diy 
nothing  unwortłiy  of  our  condition.  bibeity* 
therefore  is,  with  perfect  proprieiy,  seid-  to  be  thft 
mother  of  Independence,  and  Oisdain  his  father*-* 
Disdain  arising  froiil  ińdignation  against  an'-op- 
pressoi*,  aiid  triumpl]  on  baving  firoatiaCGd  or  e»> 
caped  bismalice.  This  sternpeisonageis  stroncly 
characterized  in  the  foliowi ng  direct  description. 

"  Of  ample  front  the  portly  chief  appear*d: 
The  hunted  bear  supplyH]  a  shaggy  ve8t; 
The  drifted  snów  hung  on  bis  yellow  beard; 
And  his  broad  sboulders  braved  the  furious  blast.*' 

Men  may  enjoy  liberty  without  independence : 
they  may  be  secure  in  their  persons  and  po^ses- 
sions,  without  feeling  any  uncoinmon  eIevation  of 
mind,  or  any  sense  of  their  freedom.  But  if  their 
liberty  is  attackcd,  they  are  alarmed,  they  feel 
the  value  of  their  condition,  they  are  moved  with 
ińdignation  against  their  oppressors,  they  exert 
thcmselves,  and  if  they  are  snccesfiful,  or  escape 
the  danger  that  threatcned  them,  they  triumph, 
they  reflecton  the  ha]>pine8s  and  dignity  confened 
by  freedom,  thcy^ppland  themselvesfor  their.ex- 
ertions,'  become  rnagnanimous  and  independent. 
Therc  is  therefore  no  less  propriety  in  deducing 
the  origin  of  Indopendence  from  Disdain  and  Li- 
berty, than  in  fixing  the  era  of  his  birth.  llie 
Saxons,  according  to  our  author,  iree,  simple,  and 
inoffeusivc,  were  attacked,  »^caped  the  yiolence  of 
their  adrersary,  reflected  on  the  felicity  of  their 
condition,  and  leamed  independence.  i 

The  education  of  Independence,  and  the  scenę 
of  his  nativity,  are  suited  to  his  illustrious  lineage, 
and  to  the  high  achievementa  for  which  he  was 
de$(ined.  « 

"  The  light  he  saw  in  Albion*s  happy  plains, 
Where  under  cover  of  a  floweriag  thom, 
While  Philomel  rcnew*d  ber  warbied  strains, 
The  auspicious  fruit  of  stuPn  <mbrace  was  bont— 
The  mountain  Dryads  seiz*d  withjoy, 
The  smiling  infant  to  their  charge  consign'd; 
The  Doric  Muse  caressM  the  favonrite  boy; 
The  hermit  Wisdom  stor'd  his  opening  mind.** 

The  imagcry  in  these  lines  is  soft  and  agreeable, 
the  language  smooth,  and  the  versificdtion  nu- 
merous. 

Independence  thus  descrnded,  andthusdivine]y 
instructtid  and  endnwed,  distingnishes  himself  ac- 
cordingly  by  heroic  and  bcneficent  actions. 

"  Accomplish*d  thus,  he  winged  his  way. 

And  zealoas  rnvM  from  pole  to  pole, 

The  rolls  of  right  etcrnal  to  dłsplay. 

And  warm  withpatriot  tboughts  tbe  aąpiring  soul.*' 
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The  ode  may  be  divided  iuto  three  parU.  The 
poet  sets  out  with  a  brief  addressto  Indopendence, 
imploring  his  pTotection.  He  eeeif  in  idea,  the 
high  objcct  of  his  adoration,  and  transported  by 
an  ardent  apd  irresistible  impalse,  he  rehearses 
his  birth,  education,  and  ąualities.  He  proceeds, 
in  ^e  second  place,  to  celebrate  bis  oifice  and 
most  renowned  achierements ;  and  returns,  atthe 
end  of  the  third  strophe,to  acknotirledge  with  grati- 
tade  the  protection  he  had  reqiiested,  and  th^ 
powerof  Independence  in  preservinghiin  nntainted 
by 'the  debasing  inflnences  of  grendeur,  and  the 
admiration  of  rain  niagnificence.  Antmated  with 
this  reAection,  and  conscious  of  the  dignity  an- 
nexed  to  an  independent  state  of  mind,  he  invei^h8 
again^  tbose  "  niinion8'of  Fortune*'  who  would  im- 
pose  upon  mankind  by  the  ostentation  of  wealth, 
and  the  paradę  of  pageantry. 

"  In  Fortunc'8  car  bebold  that  minion  ride, 
With  eitber  India*8  glittering  spoils  opprest: 


So  move8  the  Bompter-mule,  in  haunMM*d 
'l'hat  bears  the  treasure  which  be  cannoti 
For  him  let  venal  bards  dtsgrace  tlie  bay  ; 
And  hireling  minstrels  wake  the  tinkling  string: 
Her  sencual  snares  let  faithless  Pleasnre  lay; 
And  alł  ber  jingling  beUs  fantastic  FoUy  ring; 
Di6quiet,  Doubt,  and  Dread,  sball  interrene; 
And  Naturę,  still  to  all  ber  feelings  just, 
In  vengeance  hang  a  danip  on  erery  spene, 
Shook  from  the  baleful  pinions  of  Disgnst.*' 

Tbese  lineę,  embellishM  by  fancy,  and  recom- 
mended  to  the  heart  by  harmony,  are  tbe  invectiTe 
of  truth  and  honest  indignation. 

In  the  last  antistrophe  the  poet  deseends  from 
his  enthusi^sni;  he  is  less  impetuous;  theillustn- 
009  passipns  that  aniuiated  and  impelled  him  ara 
exhausted ;  but  they  leave  his  mind  fuli  of  their 
genuine  and  benign  influences,  not  agitated  nad 
disordered,  as  if  their  tendency  had  been  ricioas, 
but  glowing  with  self-approbation,  soft,  gcotl^ 
and  compoiedf 


\_ 


THE 


POEMS 


OF 


WILLTAM  HAMILTON, 


OF  BĄNGOUJl. 


TOU  W.  *  O 


\ 


THE 


LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  HAMILTON, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


^^^^•^^ 


Op  thb  poet  so  little  is  upon  record  that  an  apology  woold  be  necessary  to  the  reader, 
if  the  blame  did  not  rest  witli  |bose  wbo>  with  every  opiiortunity  to  collect  informatioD, 
neglected  his  personal  histoiy  while  it  was  within  reacfa.  Part  of  bis  life  appears  to  have 
been  spest  in  gaiety,  and  part  in  the  dangen  of  cjvil  war;  aod  as  be  became  an  exile  for 
an  unpopular  caiise,  and  passed  his  latter  days  in  a  fbreign  country  wbich  he  visited  in 
.qiiest  of  healthy  and  where  lie  died  about  balf  a  cęntuiy  ago,  little  remains  among  the 
descendants  of  his  admirers,  if  we  except  tbe  information  lord  Woodhouslee  bas  given, 
but  an  indistinct  remembrance  of  a  man  of  a  polished  mind,  of  social  virtues,  and 
elegant  raanners. 

Hb  father  was  a  man  of  fortunę  and  iamily  in  Airshire,  where  he  was  bom  in  1704. 
He  received  a  liberał  education,  to  wbich  he  joined  the  accomplishments  of  the  man  of 
the  world;  and  amidst  the  higher  dissipations  of  society  cultivated  a  tastc  for  poetry,  of 
wbich  he  exbibited  frequent  specimens  for  the  amusement  of  his  friends.  In  174$  he 
joined  the  unfortunate  cause  of  the  Pretender,  and  conceived  great  hopes  from  the 
temporary  success  of  the  rebels  at  Preston-pans:  but  after  the  battle  of  Culloden,  whicb 
tenninated  tbe  stmggle,  he  was  obliged  taproyide  for  his  safety  in  flight ;  and  af^er  many 
narrow  escapes,  reached  tbe  continent,  where  he  rewained  until  he  receired  a  pardon^ 
and  was  enabled  to  visit  his  native  land.  To  recruit  his  bealth,  however,  be  was  obliged 
to  return  to  the  morę  genia]  climate  of  France,  where  he  died  in  i  754. 

Among  tlie  reviver8  of  his  famę,  professor  Bichardson  and  lord  Woodhouslee  are 
entitled  to  the  highest  respect.  The  latter  in  his  elaborate  Life  of  Lord  Kames  fumisfaes 
what,  it  is  hoped,  will  atoue  in  some  measure  for  the  present  scanty  article. 

«<  Wit(^  the  elegant  and  accomplished  William  Hamilton  pf  Bangour,  whose  amiable 
inanners  were  łong  remembered  with  the  tenderest  recollecticMi  by  all  who  knew  bim, 
Mr.  Home  (lord  Kames)  lived  in  the  closest  habits  of  iriendsbip.  Tbe  writer  of  tliese 
memoirs  has  heard  hira  dwell  with  delight  on  the  scenes  of  their  youthfiil  days:  and  he 
bas  to  regret,  that  many  an  anecdote  to  wbich  be  listened  with  pleasure  was  not  com- 
mitted  to  a  better  record  than  a  treacherous  memory.  Hamihon*s  mind  is  pictured  io 
his  Yerses.  They  are  the  easy  and  careless  effusions  of  an  elegant  fancy  and  a  chastened 
tąstę:  and  the  sentiments  they  cpnvey  are  the  genuine  feelings  of  a  tender  and  sus* 
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ceptible  heart,  which  perpetually  owned  the  dominion  of  some  favounte  mbtress;  bot 
whose  passion  generally  evaporated  in  song,  and  madę  uo  serious  or  permanent  im* 
pressłon.  His  poems  had  an  additional  charm  to  lils  conteinporaries,  from  being  córo* 
monly  addrcssed  to  his  familiar  friends  of  either  sck,  by  name.  Tliere  are  few  minds 
insensible  to  the  soothuig  flattery  of  a  poet's  record.  I  ąuestion  whethcr  his  friend 
Home  was  ever  morę  highly  gratified  by  the  applause  he  gained  for  his  talents  oo  the 
success  of  a  iegal  argument,  than  by  the  elegant  lines  addressed  by  Hamilton,  To 
H.  H,  in  the  Assembly. 

**  HamiIton's  letters  are,  like  his  Terses,  the  transcript  of  his  feclings.  Mr.  Hone 
had  sent  hira  a  few  remarks  on  Horace;  of  the  same  tenour,  as  it  would  seem,  with  tiiose 
observatious  whicli,  many  years  afterwards,  he  gave  to  tlie  world  in  his  Elements  of 
Criticism.  In  a  letter  dated  8ept.  1738,  to  Mr.  Home,  then  passing  the  aut  orno  Tara- 
tion  at  Kames,  Hamilton  tlius  writes — '  1  am  entirely  of  your  opinion  with  respect  to 
your  observations  on  Horace.  He  certainly  wanders  from  his  text<^but  still  tliey  are 
the  wanderings  of  Horace.  Why  we  are  never  contented  with  our  lot,  but  still  envy 
the  condition  of  others,  was  a  noble  subject,  and  it  were  to  be  wished  he  had  adoraed 
it,  as  weil  he  could,  from  his  own  experience:  satisfied,  as  he  seems  to  have  beeu,  with 
his  own  pursuits,  and  the  famę  they  had  acguired  him.  Let  me  put  Horace's  questioft 
to  myself,  Why  don't  I  acqu]esce  in  the  determination  of  Heaven,  to  which  1  haTc  my* 
self  so  much  contributed  ?  Why  don't  1  rest  contented  with  that,  smali  perhaps  indeed, 
but  sincere  portion  of  happiness  furnished  by  my  poetry,  and  a  few  kmd  frieńds?  Why 
coucem  myself  to  please  Jeanie  Stewart,  or  vex  myself  about  that  bappier  maa  t« 
whom  the  lottery  of  life  may  have  assigned  her?  Qui  ^i.  Mecenas^  qui  Jitf  Wlfeoop 
comes  itf  Ąias^  whence  indeed? 

*  Too  loog  by  love,  a  wandering  flre,  misledi 
My  better  days  in  yaiit  delusion  fled: 
Day  after  day,  year  after  year  withdrew. 
And  beaaty  blest  the  minutes  as  they  6eir. 
Those  buurs  consumM  in  j^y,  but  lost  to  famę, 
'With  biushes  I  review,  but  dare  n5t  blamc: 
A  faolt  which  easy  pardon  inight  reoeive, 
Did  loYere  judge,  or  oould  the  wise  forgire! 
But  now  to  Wi8dom*8  healing  springs  t  fly. 
And  drink  oblivion  of  each  charmful  eye; 
To  love  revoUed,  qoit  each  pleasing  care, 
Whate*er  was  witty,  or  whate*er  was  fair. 

Yours,  &€.» 

• 

*•  To  seck  the  aid  of  wisdom  for  the  cure  of  Iodc,  is  no  doubt  a  pnideut  resolution; 
but  here  the  ąuestion  may  be  put  (as  of  GlendoweFs  spirits),  will  Wisdom  come  wben 
the  lover  calls  for  her?  His  friend  Home,  who  had  a  deeper  knowiedge  of  human 
naturę,  saw  a  better  cure  for  a  friyolous  and  idie  passion,  The  lady  mentioned  m  the 
letter  above  quoted  had  complained  to  Mr.  Home,  that  she  was  teased  with 
Hamilton'8  dangling  attentions,  which  she  was  convinced  had  no  serious  aira,  and  famted 
an  eamest  wish  to  get  rid  of  him:  ^  You  are  his  friend/  said  she,  « tell  him  he  esposes 
both  himself  and  me  to  the  ridicule  of  our  acquaintance«'  <  No,  madam,'  said  Mr. 
Home,  '  you  shall  accomplish  his  cure  yourself ;  and  by  the  simplest  method.  Dance 
>irith  bim  at  to-night's  sissembly,  and  show  him  wery  mark  of  your  kiuduess^  as  if  yoo 
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De]jeved  bis  passion  sincere,  and  had  resolved  to  favour  his  suit.  Take  my  word  for  it, 
vou'll  bear  no  morę  of  bim.*  The  lady  adopted  the  counsel,  and  the  success  of  tbe 
«'Xf>eriment  was  complete. 

"  It  appears  from  Hamilton'd  lett^rs,  that  be  ćomi1fiunicat«d  bis  poems  to  bis  friends 
^r  tfaeir  critical  remarks,  and  was  easily  induced  to  alter  or  amend  tbcm  by  their  advice. 
He  had  sent  tbe  piece  entitled  Contemplation^  one  óf  tbe  most  laboured  of  bis  produc- 
tions,  to  Mr.  Home,  wbo  suggested  somc  alterations.  In  a  letter  from  Hamilton^  in' 
July,  1739,  be  says,  '  I  bave  madę  the  corrections  on  the  morał  part  of  Contemplation^ 
and  in  a  post  will  send  it  to  Will.  Crawford,  wbo  bas  the  rest^  and  will  transmit  it  to 
yoa.  I  shall  write  to  bim  fiilly  on  tbe  subject.'  It  is  pleasing  to  remark,  that  tbe  Will. 
Crawford  berę  mentioned  was  tbe  autbor  of  the  beautiful  pastorał  ballad  of  Tweedside, 
wrbich,  with  tbe  aid  of  its  charming  melody,  will  probably  live  as  long  as  the  language 
is  understoód. 

**  Hamilton  mliy  be  reckoned  among  tbe  earliest  of  the  Scotch  poets  wbo  wrote 
English  Terse  with  propriety  and  taste»  and  with  any  considerable  portion  of  tbe  poetic 
q>irit.    Thomson,  Mallet,  and  he  were  contemporaries'." 

''  Tbe  poems  of  Hamilton/*  says  professor  Richardson,  '•'  display  rejg^alar  design, 
jnst  sentiments,  fónciful  invention,  pleasing  sensibility,  elegant  diction,  and  smooth 
Versification.  His  genius  was  aided  by  taste,  and  bis  taste  was  improved  by  knowledge. 
He  was  not  oniy  well  acquainted  with  the  most  elegant  modem  writers,  but  with  tbose 
of  antiąuity.  Of  these  remarks,  bis  poem  eotitled  Contempłation,  or  the  Triumph  of 
Loye^  afFords  sufikient  illnstration. 

"  The  design  of  tbis  poem  is  regular.  The  poet  displays  in  it  tbe  struggles,  relapses, 
irecoYeries,  and  finał  discomfiture  of  a  mind  striving  with  an  obstinate  and  habituated 
passion.  It  bas,  in  the  language  of  tbe  critics,  a  beginning,  a  middle,  and  an  end.  It 
exbibits  an  actSon  in  its  rise,  progress,  and  termination.  The  poet  represents  himself  as 
wbbing  to  witbdraw  bis  tbougbts  from  inferior  subjccts,  and  fix  them  on  such  as  be 
bołds  better  suited  to  a  rtitional,  an4  still  morę  to  a  pbilosophical  spirit.  He  must  be 
aided  in  this  high  c\frcise  by  Centemplation,  and  tbe  assistance  of  tbis  august  personage 
must  be  duły  solicited.  Accordingly^  tbe  poem  opens  with  a  fine  address  to  the  '  Yoice 
divine/  the  power  of  poetiyt 

Qo  fortH,  invok'd,  O  Yoice  divine! 
And  issae  from  thy  ncred  sbńne; 
Go,  search  each  solitude  around 
Where  Contemplation  may  be  fouDd,  &c. 

But  Contemplation  must  not  onIy  be  duły  solidted,  but  properly  ręce! ved  and  attended; 
and  therefore  a  company  of  yarious  but  suitable  associates  are  in?ited  f 

BringFaitb,  endued  with  tegle  eyes, 
That  joiiis  this  Earth  to  distant  skies,  &c. 
Devotion,  high  aboye  that  soars, 
And  slngs  exulting,  and  adores,  &c.—- « 
Lagi,  to  crown  a11,  with  these  be  joi  n*d 
'  Tbe  decent  nun,  fair  Peace  of  Mind, 

«l.ord  Woodhouslee'i  Life  of  KameSi  vol.  1.  p.  64,  &c.    C 
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Whom  Innocence,  ere  yet  betny'd. 
Borę  young  in  £den'9  bappy  shade; 
ResignM,  contented^  meek,  and  mild, 
Of j>laineless  motberi  blamaletf  chikl. 

*'  In  lilce  mannier^  sach  paasions  as  are  adverse  to  Contcmplation  are  Tery  propetly 
prohibited;  and  in  this  catalogne  are  included,  among  otbers,  SupenlitioD,  Zeal^ 
Hypocrisy^  Malice,  and  all  inhuman  affections.  The  poet  seems  chie6y  solicitoos  to 
probibit  Love.  Of  liiin  and  his  intrasion  hc  appears  particulariy  apprebenaiTe*  Yet, 
in  the  confidence  of  his  present  niood>  he  would  disguise  bis  appieheosions,  and  treatt 
this  forniidable  adrersary  not  only  with  defiance^  but  with  contempt. 

But  chiefly  Love,  Lo?e,  far  off  fly» 
Nor  interrupt  my  priracy; 
'Tis  not  for  tbee,  capricious  powefi 
Weak  tyrant  of  a  fev*ri8h  bour, 
ciekle,  and  ever  in  estremes,   .^ 
My  radiant  day  of  reason  beams. 
And  sober  ConteiDplation'8  ear 
PiBdaios  thy  lyren  tong-ue  to  hear. 
Speed  tbee  on  cbangieful  wings  away 
To  where  tby  willing  slaves  obey ; 
Oo,  berd  amongst  ikf  wooted  train, 
The  ialspi  th'  inconstant,  and  the  Yains 
Tbou  bast  no  subjecC  berę ;  begonei 
Contemplatioii  comes  anon. 

*'  The  action  prooeeds.  The  poet  attends  to  solemn  objects:  engages  id  iiapoitait 
ioquirie8;  considers  the  diyersified  condition  of  human  life;  dweUs  on  tbe  ample 
proYiaion  madę  by  naturę  for  human  happiness;  dwelis  on  the  happineaa  of  tocial  aftc* 
tions;  is  thus  led  imperceptiUy  to  think  of  loyej  mentions  Monimia,  and  relapaes. 

Ab  me!  wbat,  bapleM,  have  I  said,  fcc. 

^'  He  makes  another  eiFort,  but  with  equal  success;  he  makes  another  ąnd  another: 
he  wili  exalt  hb  mind  by  acts  of  devotion,  or  plunge  into  the  gloom  of  melandhoij. 
But  the  influences  of  the.  predominant  passionstiU  return  to  tbe  charge,  and  restore 
their  object:  on  the  heights  of  devotion>  or  in  the  shades  of  melancholy,  he  still  meeto 
with  Monimia.  Such  is  the  progress  of  the  poem;  and  in  tbe  cooclusion  we  hare  aa 
interesting  view  of  the  poet,  yielding  to  his  adyersary^  but  8triving  to  be  reatgoed: 

Pass  bat  some  fleeting  moments  o'er, 
This  rebel  heart  sball  beat  no  morę,  &c« 

* 

'*  The  justness  of  the  poefs  sentiments  b  next  to  be  mentioned.  He  iUustiates  the 
power  of  habituated  passion  over  reason  and  reflection.  Farther,  he  iiiustrates,  that,  thougk 
the  attention  be  cngaged  with  objects  of  the  most  opposite  kind  to  that  of  the  reigniag 
passion^  yet  still  it  returns.  He  shows  too,  that  this  happens  notwithstanding  the  oKMt 
determined  resolutions  and  purposes  to  the  contraiy.  All  this  he  does  not  formalh; 
but  by  ingenious  and  iudirect  insinuation.    He  also  iiiustrates  a  curious  proceas  in  tfae 
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conduct  of  oar  uitellectiiat  powers,  when  under  tfae  dominiOD  of  strong  emotion.  He 
shows  th«  manner  by  whkh  prevaiłiog  paisions  influence  our  thoughts  in  the  assodation 
of  id^as;  thatthey  do  not  throw  their  objects  upon  the  mind  abruptły,  or  without 
coherence^  but  proceed  by  a  regolar  progress:  (oj  that,  how  different  8oever  ideas  or 
objects  may  be  from  one  another,  the  prevailing  orliąbituated  passion  penders  the  mind 
acute  in  disceraing  among  them  common  ąualities,  or  circumstances  of  agreement  or 
correspondence,  otherwise  htent  or  not  obvious:  that  these  common  ąualities  are 
deKterously  nsed  by  the  mind,  as  uniting  links^  or  means  of  transition ;  and  that  thus,  not 
incoherently,  but  by  the  natural  connection  most  commoniy  of  resemblance,  the  ruling 
passion  brings  its  own  object  to  the  fore  ground,  and  into  perfect  view.  Thus  our  poet, 
in  the  progress  of  his  action,  bas  recoorse  to  friendship.  He  dwells  on  the  happiness 
tliat  connection  bestows;  he  wishes  for  a  fkithful  iriend;  his  imaginaHon  figores  sucji  a 
person. 

On  wfaose  soft  and  genUe  hreut 
My  weary  sool  may  take  her  rest: 

# 

mki  dien,  by  easy  transition,  invests  this  firiend  with  a  female  fotm^  with  tfae  form  of 
Mooifflia; 

Gnnt,  UeBLV€n,  if  Hea?ea  means  bliM  for  me, 
Monimia  sueb,  and  long  may  be. 


0t 


In  like  manner,  having  recourse  to  devotion,  in  a  spirit  of  rational  piety,  he  solieitt 
the  aid  of  Heaven  to  render  him  virtiious.  He  personifies  Virtue;  places  her  in  a 
triumphal  car,  attended  by  a  suitable  train;  one  of  hef  attendants,  a  female  distinguish- 
ed  by  high  preeminence,  must  alk>  be  distinguished  by  superior  beauty^  must  ręsembie 
tlie  furest  of  human  beings,  must  resemble  Monimia: 

While  cbief  in  beauty,  as  in  place, 
6he  channs  with  dear  Monimia's  ginoe. 
Monimia'8  stilU  here  once  again! 
O!  fiital  name;  O  dubious  strain,  fcc. 
Far  off  the  glorions  rapture  floim, 
Monimia  rages  here  alone. 

In  vain,  Łove'8  fugittye,  I  try  \ 

From  the  commanding  power  to  fly,  fce. 
Why  didst  thou,  cmel  Lorę,  again 
Thns  drag  me  baek  to  earth  and  pain) 
Weil  hop*d  I,  Łoye,  thon  wouldst  redrs 
,  Before.the  bless'd  Jessean  lyre, 

I>evotion's  harp  tronld  charm  to  rest 
The  evil  spirit  in  my  breast; 
Bnt  the  deaf  adder  fell,  disdains 
Uolistening  to  the  chanter's  straini. 

Tfae  whde  poem  illostrates  the  diflBcolty  and  neoessity  of  goYeming  our  tbougfatSj  no 
less  than  our  passions. 
**  In  enumerating  tfae  most  remari^able  ąualUies  in  HamiUon's  poetical  worka, 
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regularitj  ot  design,  and  justness  of  thought  or  8entinient>  I  mentioned  fandfiil  inrcn- 

tion;  and  of  this  particular  I  shall,  in  like  manner,  oifer  some  illustratiolu 

"  Fanciful  ioTention  ia,-  in  truth,  the  qua]ity  that,  of  all  otbers,  distmguisheSy  and  ii 
chiefly  characteristlc  of,  poetical  composition.  The  beauties  of  deńgn,  aentimeot,  aod 
language^  belong  to  everj  kind  of  fine  wnting ;  but  inventfon  alobe  creates  tlie  poet, 
and  is  a  term  nearly  of  the  same  signification  with  poetical  genius.  A  poet  is  said  to 
have  morę  or  less  genius  aocording  to  bis  powers  of  ^cy  or  invention.  Tbat  Hamiltoa 
possesses  a  considerable  portion  of  this  talent  is  manifest  in  many  of  his  compositions, 
and  particularly  so  in  bis  Contemplation.  This  appears  e^ident  ffbm  some  passages 
alrcady  ąuoted.  But,  though  our  poet  possesses  powers  of  invention,-  be  is  not  en- 
dowed  with  all  the  powers  of  invention,  nor  with  those  of  every  kind.  His  geoiua  seemt 

3ualified  for  describing  some  beautiful  scenes  and  objects  of  extemal  natarć,  and  for 
elineating  with  the  embellishments  of  allegorjr  some  passions  and  afiections  of  the 
fauman  mind, 

'^  Still,  however,  bis  imagination  is  employed  among  beautiful  and  engagmg,  rather 
tban  among  awful  and  magnificenti  images ;  and  even  when  be  presents  os  with  dignified 
objects,  be  is  n^re  gra^e  tban  lofTy,  morę  solemn  tban  sublime,  as  In  the  folłowing 
passage: 

,  Now  iee !  tbe  spreadio^  gates  unfold,  &c. 

'*  It  was  also  said,  tbat  our  poet  possessed  pleasing  sensibility.  It  is  not  asserted  that 
he  displays  those  vebement  tumults  and  ecstacies  of  passion,  tbat  belong  to  the  bigfaer 
kiods  of  łyric  and  dramatic  composition,  He  is  nęt  shaken  with  exceasive  rage^  nor 
melted  with  overwbelming  sorrow;  yet  when  he  treats  of  grave  or  aifecting  sabjects,  he 
expres8es  a  plaintive  and  engaging  softness.  He  is  ne^er  Tiolent  and  abrupt,  and  b 
morę  tender  tban  pathetic  Perhaps  the  Braes  of  Yarrow,  one  of  the  fiuest  ballads 
ever  written^  may  put  in  a  claim  to  superior  distinction.  But  eyen  with  this  exceptioD, 
I  should  think  our  poet  morę  remarkable  for  engaging  tendemess,  tban  for  deep  and 
affecting  patbos«  Of  thb,  his  epitapb>  beg^ning  with  '  Could  this  fair  marble/  afibrds 
illustration. 

^'  In  like  manner>  when  be  e^presses  joyful  sentimentś,  or  describes  scenes  and  ob- 
jects of  festivity,  wbich  be  does  very  often,  be  displays  goód^-bumour  and  easy  cbeeiiul- 
ness,  rather  tban  the  transports  of  mirtb  or  the  brilliancy  of  wit  In  one  of  the  best  of 
his  poems,  addressed  to  lady  Mary  Montgomery,  he  adorns  sprigbtliness  of  thought, 
graceful  ease,  and  good-humour,  with  corresponding  language  and  numbers.  In  tbb 
performance,  a  number  of  female  characters  are  described  in  the  iiveliest  manner, 
characterised  with  judgment,  and  distinguisbed  with  acute  discćmment.  Thos,  in  tbe 
following  tudirect  description,  we  have  the  dignity  of  fenmle  esodience : 

— -Hea^enly  Charlotte,  forai  Ciirifle^ 
^  LoTc'8  univer8al  kibgdom^s  tbine: 

Anointed  qaeen!  all  ancoiifin'd, 
Tbine  is  tbe  homage  of  inankind* 

*'  In  anotber  passage  we  lia^e  a  fine  picture  of  the  gentler  aod  lifeBer  gfraces: 

In  everlasting  blusbes  seen, 

SUcb  Pringle  ibines  of  sprigbUy  miea; 
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To  her  the  power  of  lorę  impartc, 
Rich  gift!  the  soft  raccMsful  arts,  &c. 

**  £l8ewhere  we  ha^e  a  mdodious  beauty: 

**  Artless  dWine  to  her  beloii^, 

The  heavenly  lay  and  magie  song,  &c. 

**  The  transitionfl  in  this  poem  are  peculiarly  happy;    Siidi  are  the  Mlowin^^. 

Strike  again  the  golden  lyre, 

Let  Hume  the  notes  of  joy  inspire,  &c.-^— 

But  who  is  she,  the  generał  gazę 

Of  sighing  crowds,  the  wor}d*8  amaze, 

tVho  tooks  forth  as  the  bluihing  morn, 

On  mountains  of  the  east  new  bom»  &c.— 

^air  18  the  lily,  sweet  the  rbse, 

Tbat  in  thy  cheek,  O  Drummdnd,  glows,  &c: 

''  I  haVe  dwelt  so  long,  and  I  ćoald  not  avoid  \i,  on  the  preceding  particulars,  that  t 
have  nót  left  myself  room  for  illustratiom  of  our  poefs  language  and  Yersification.  I 
observed,  in  generale  that  these  were  elegant  and  melodious;  and  so  every  reader  of 
genuine  taste  will  feel  them*  They  are  not,  however,  unesceptionable;  and  if  in  an- 
other  letter  i  should  give  larther  ilhistration  of  our  author's  poetical  character,  I  sh^ll 
hołd  myself  bound,  not  only  to  mention  some  excellencies,  but  also  some  blemishes  in 
his  verse  and  diction^." 

Some  of  Hamilton's  poems  were  first  published  at  Glasgow  in  1748,  and  af^rwards 
reprinted,  not  only  without  the  author^s  name^  but  without  his  consent,  and  even  witbout 
his  knowledge.  He  corrected,  howeveri  many  errours  of  that  copy,  a;id  enlarged  some  of 
the  poems,  though  he  did  not  Jive  to  make  a  new  and  complete  puUication.  The  im* 
proYements  he  madę  were  carefully  inserted  in  the  edition  published  at  Edinburgh  in 
1760^  with  the  addition  of  many  pieces  taken  from  \m  original  manuscripts.  Since  that 
time  there  has  been  no  demand  for  a  new  edition.  It  woułd  be  of  importance,  but  it 
18  sełdom  easy,  to  account  for  the  various  fates  of  poets.  Hamilton,  if  not  of  the  first 
class,  and  in  whom  we  find  only  those  secondary  qualities  which  professor  Richardsozi 
has  so  ably  pointed  out,  surely  excels  some  whose  works  are  better  known  and  morę 
current.  The  neglect  which  he  has  experienced  may  be  partly  attributed  to  his  political 
principles,  and  partly  to  the  local  interest  which  his  eifusions  exdted  and  to  which  they 
were  long  confined.  Yerses  of  compliment  and  personal  addresses  must  have  extraor- 
dinary  merit  if  they  attract  the  notice  of  distant  strangers.  Prejudice,  however,  is  now 
at  an  end,  and  the  friends  of  Scottish  genius  who  have  łately  called  the  attention  of  the 
public  to  this  writer  have  proved  that  he  deserves  a  higlier  rank  than  has  yet  been  as- 
aigned  to  him.  He  is  perhaps  very  uneąual,  and  the  blemishes  in  his  verse  and  diction, 
to  which  professor  Richardson  has  alluded,  are  frequent;'yet  it  is  no  inconsiderable  ment 
to  have  been  one  of  the  first  of  his  couutrymcn  who  cultivated  the  purity  and  harmony 
of  the  English  language^  and  exhibited  a  variety  of  composition  and  fertility  of  sentimeut 
that  are  rarely  to  be  found  in  the  writings  of  those  whose  poetical  genius  is  of  the 
•econd  degree. 

■  The  Lounger,  No.  43.  C. 
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MISCELLANIES. 

TO  THE 

.    COUNTESS  OF  EGLINTOUN, 

WITH  *  THE  OENTŁS  SHEPHBBl).'     1720. 

A  CCEPT,  O  Eglintoun !  the  rural  lays,  [praise^ 
"^^  Thine  be  the  friencfs,  and  thine  the  poeCs 
The  Masę,  that  oft  has  rais*d  her  tuneful  strains, 
A  freąuent  guest  on  Scotia*s  blissful  pbuns, 
That  oft  has  sung,  ber  listening  youth  to  inoTe^ 
The  cbarms  of  beauty,  and  the  force  of  lorę, 
Once  inore  resumes  the  still  succesiful  lay, 
Belłghted,  through  the  verdant  meads  to  itiay: 
O !  cooie,  łovok*d,  and  pleasM,  with  her  repair. 
To  breathe  the  balmy  sweets  of  purerair; 
In  the  cool  evening  negligently  laid, 
Or  Dear  the  stream,  or  in  the  rural  shade, 
PropitiQU8  hear,  and,  asthoulieai^st,  apprOTe 
The  Gentle  Shepherd^s  tender  tale  of  love. 

Łeam  from  these  scenee  what  warm  and  glowing 
Inflame  the  breast  that  real  iore  inspires,      £fireg 
l>eHghted  read  of  ardoors,  sighs,  and  tears; 
Ali  that  a  lover  hc^ies,  and  all  he  fears: 
Hence  too,  what  passions  in  his  boaom  rise, 
What  dawning  gladnets  sparkles  in  his  eyes, 
Wben  first  the  foir  is  bounteous  to  relent, 
And,  blushing  bćauteous,  smiles  the  kind  consent. 
Łove*8  passioo  berę  in  each  extreme  is  shown, 
Iii  Chariotte'8  smile,or  in  Maria'8  frown. 

With  words  like  these,  that  failM  not  to  engage, 
LoTe  oourted  Beauty  in  a  golden  age, 
Pure  and  untaught,  such  Naturę  firet  inspir^d, 
Ere  yet  the  feir  affected  phrase  adDiirV). 
His  secret  thoughts  were  undisguisM  with  art, 
His  words  ne'er  knew  to  differ  ft-om  his  heart; 
He  speaks  his  Iove8  so  artless  and  sincere, 
As  thy  Eliza  might  be  płeas*d  to  hear. 

He4ven  only  to  the  rural  state  bestows 
Conqiiett  o*er  life,  aud  freedom  from  its  woes; 


Secure  alike  from  envy  and  from  care, 

Nor  rai8*d  by  hope,  nor  yet  deprest  by  fear; 

Nor  Want'8  lean  band  its  happiness  constrains^ 

Nor  riches  torturę  with  ill-gotti^n  gains. 

No  secret  guilt  its  stedfest  peace  destroys, 

No  wild  ambition  interrupts  itsjojrs. 

Blest  still  to  spend  the  hours  that  Heav*n  has 

lent, 
Tn  humble  goodness,  and  in  calm  content. 
Serenely  gentle,  as  the  thoughts  that  roli, 
Sinless  and  pure,  in  fair  Humeia*s  souI« 

But  now  the  rural  state  these  joys  has  lost, 
£y*n  swatns  no  morę  that  innocence  can  boast. 
LoTe  speaks  no  morę  what  Beauty  may  believe, 
Prone  to  bfetray,  and  practis'd  to  deceive. 
Now  Happiness  forsakes  her  biesi  rctreat, 
The  peaceful  dwellings  where  she  fixM  her  seat, 
The  pleaslng  fields  she  wonfof  old  to  grace> 
Companion  to  an  upright  sober  race; 
Wben  on  the  sunny  bill  or  yerdant  plain, 
Free  and  famtliar  with  the  sons  of  men. 
To  crown  the  pleasures  of  the  blamelęss  feast, 
She  uninvited  came  a  welcome  guest : 
Ere  yet  an  age,  grown  rich  in  impious  arts, 
Sedue*d  from  innocence  incautious  hearts; 
Then  grudging  Hate,  and  sinful  Pride  succeed^ 
Cniel  Revenge,  and  false  norighteous  deed; 
Then  dow'rless  Beauty  lost  the  power  to  moTe; 
The  rust  of  lucre  stain'd  the  gold  of  Love. 
Bounteotis  no  morę  and  hospitably  g^ood, 
The  genial  hearth  firstb1ush'd  with  8tranger*sb]ood. 
The  friend  no  morę  upon  thfe  friend  relies, 
And  semblant  Faishood  puts  on  Truth*s  disguise. 
The  peaceful  boushold  fillM  with  dire  alarms, 
The  rarishM  virgin  moums  her  slighted  cbarms ; 
The  Yoiee  of  impious  mirth  is  heard  around; 
In  guilt  they  feast,  in  guilt  the  bowl  is  crown*d. 
Unpimi8h*d  Yiolence  iords  iŁ  o'er  the  plainsy 
And  Happiness  forsakes  the  guilty  swains. 

O  Happiness!  from  human  search  retir'd, 
Where  ait  thou  to  be  foundyby  all  desirHl? 
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Nun  8ob«r  and  devout!  why  art  thou  6ed 
To  hłde  In  shades  thy  meek  contteted  head? 
Yirg^in  of  aspect  no  i  Id !  ah  why  unkind, 
fty'6t  thou  di8plea8'd,  the  commeroe  of  maDkind? 
O!  teach  our  steps  to  find  the  aecret  celi, 
Where  with  thy  sire  Content  thou  lov*st  to  dwell : 
Or  say,  dost  thou  a  duteous  handmaid  wait 
Familiar,  at  the  chambers  of  the  great? 
Dost  thou  pursue  the  voice  of  tbem  that  cali 
To  noisy  revel,  and  to  midnight  bali } 
Cer  the  fuli  banquet  when  we  feast  out  soul, 
l>oat  thou  inspire  the  mirth,  or  niix  the  bowl } 
Or  with  th*  industrioua  planter  dost  thou  talk, 
CouYersing  fre^ly  i  u  an  evening  walk? 
Say,  does  the  miser  e'er  thy  face  behold, 
Watchful  and  studious  of  the  treasur^d  gold  > 
Seeks  Knowledg^e,  not  in  vain,  thy  much  IovM 
Sili  musing  silent  at  the  moiining  hour  ?       [pow'r, 
May  we  thy  presence  hope  in  war**  alarms, 
In  S »8»  wisdom,  or  Montgonieiry's  arms! 

In  vain  our  flattering  hopes  our  steps  beguile, 
The  6ying  good  eludes  the  searcbei^s  toil: 
In  vain  we  seek  the  city  or  the  cel! ; 
Alone  with  virtue  knows  the  powV  to  dwell. 
Nor  need  maukind  despair  these  joys  to  know, 
The  gift  theinselves  may  on  themseN-es  bestow. 
Soon,  soon  we  might  the  precious  blessing  boast; 
But  many  passions  must  the  blessing  coet; 
Infiemal  malice,  inly  pining  hate. 
And  envy  grieving  at  another's  state. 
Revenge  iid  morę  must  in  our  hearts  remain, 
Or  buming  I  ust,  or  avance  of  gain. 
When  these  are  in  the  human  bosom  nurst, 
Can  peace  reside  in  dwellings  so  accurst^ 
Unlike,  O  Eglintoun !  thy  happy  breast, 
Calm  and  serene,  enjoys  the  heavenly  guest; 
Prom  the  tumultuous  nile  of  passions  freed, 
Pure  in  thy  tbought,  and  spotless  in  thy  deed. 
In  Yirtues  rich,  in  goodness  unconfin'd, 
Thou  shin'st  a  fair  esample  to  thy  kind ; 
Sineere  and  equal  to  thy  neighbour^s  famę, 
How  swift  to  praise,  how  obstinate  to  blamel 
BoM  in  thy  presence  bashful  Sense  appears. 
And  backward  Merit  loses  all  its  fear«. 
Supreniety  blest  by  Heav*n,  Heaven*s  richest  grace 
Confest  is  tJiine,  an  early  blooming  race 
Whose  pleasing  smiles  shall  guardian  Wisdom  arm, 
I>ivine  instruction !  taught  of  thee  to  charm. 
What  transports  shall  they  to  thy  soul  iropartl 
(The  conscious  transports  of  a  parent'8  heart) 
When  thou  behold'st  them  of  each  grace  possest. 
And  sighing  youths  imploring  to  be  blest, 
After  thy  image  form'd,  with  charms  like  thine, 
Or  in  the  visit,  or  the  dance  to  shine. 
Thrice  happy!  who  succeedtheir  mother^s praise, 
The  Iovely  Eglintouns  of  futurę  days. 

Meanwhile  peruse  the  foUowing  tender  scenes, 
And  listen  to  thy  native  poet*s  strains. 
In  ancient  garb  the  home-bred  Muse  appears, 
The  garb  our  Muses  wore  in  former  years. 
As  in  a  glass  reflected^  here  behold 
How  smiling  Goodness  lookM  in  days  of  old : 
Kor  blush  to  read  where  Beauty's  praise  is  shown, 
And  virtuou8  LoVe,  the  likeness  of  thy  own; 

«  Campbeirs  wisdom,  &c.  edit  1758: 

'In  Stair'8  wisdom,  or  in  Erskine^s  charms.* 
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While  midst  the  ranous  gifts  that  gracionsHeaven, 
Boimteous  to  thee,  with  righteous  hand  bas  giveii; 
Let  this,  O  Eglintoun !  delight  thee  most. 
To  ei\joy  that  innocence  tbe  world  haa  lost. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY 

WITH  THB  FOŁŁOWING  POBM. 

Read  here  the  pangs  of  unsuccessfoi  love, 
View  the  dire  ills  the  weary  suiferers  prore, 
When  Care  in  evcry  sha)>e  has  leave  to  reign^ 
And  keener  sharpens  eirery*  sense  of  pain: 
]^o  charm  the  cruel  spoiler  can  controuJ, 
He  blasts  tbe  beauteous  features  of  the  soul ; 
With  yarioUs  conflict  rends  the  destin'd  breast. 
And  lays  th'  intemal  fair  creation  waste: 
The  dreadful  demon  ragiiig  unconfin'd. 
To  his  dire  purpose  bends  tiie  passive  mtnd, 
Gloomy  and  dark  the  pros])ect  round  appean, 
Doubts  spring  from  doubts,  and  feani  eng«nder 
Hope  after  hope  goes  ont  in  endless  nigfat,  [fears; 
And  all  is  anguish,  torturę,  and  affrigbt. 

O !  beauteous  friend,  a  gentler  fate  be  thine; 
Stłll  may  thy  star  with  mildest  influence  sbioe; 
May  Heav'n  surround  thee  witH  peculiar  care. 
And  make  thee  happy  as  it  madę  thee  fair; 
That  gave  thee  sweetnet s«  unafiected  eaa«, 
The  pleasing  look  that  ne'er  Was  taught  to  ptease; 
True  genui ne  ohanns,  where  falshood  claims  no 
Which  not  alone  entice,  but  ńx  the  beartt    [part. 
And  fkr  beyond  all  these,  supremę  in  plaoe, 
The  Tirtuous  mind^  an  undecaying  grace. 
Stilt  may  thy  youth  each  fond  endearment  pnnre 
Of  teAder  friendship  and  complacęnt  iure; 
May  Love  approach  thee,  in  the  mikłesŁ  diesv 
And  court  thee  to  domestic  happiness;^ 
And  bring  along  the  power  that  onły  knows 
To  heighten  human  joys  and  soften  woes: 
For  woes  will  be  in  iife;  these  stlll  return; 
Tbe  good,  the  beauteous  and  the  wise  must  moomt 
Doubled  the  joy  that  Friendship  doesdinde, 
l^ssen*d  the  pain  when  arm'd  the  social  aide:— 
But  ah !  how  flerce  the  pang,  how  deep  the  groao, 
When  strong  affliction  finds  the  weak  alone! 
Then  may  a  friend  still  guard  thy  shelter'd  days. 
And  guide  thee  safe  through  Fortune>s  mystic  wayss 
The  happy  youth,  whom  most  thy  tool  approTes, 
Friend  of  thy  choice  and  husband  of  thy  lores, 
Whose  holy  flame  Heayen'8  altar  does  inispire, 
That  hnms  through  Iife  one  elear  unsnllied  fire, 
A  mutual  warmth  that  glows  from  breast  to  bicast^ 
Who  loiring  is  helov>d,  and  blessing  blest. 
Then  all  the  pleasing  scenes  of  Iife  appear, 
The  charms  of  kindred  and  relations  dear, 
Tlie  smiling  ofTspring,  love's  far  better  part. 
And  all  the  social  meltings  of  the  heart: 
Then  harlot  Pleasure  with  her  wanton  train 
Seduces  from  the  perfect  state  in  vain; 
In  vain  to  the  lock*d  ear  the  syren  sings, 
When  angels  shadow  with  their  guardian  wingtr 
Such,  fair  Monimia,  be  t6y  sacred  lot, 
When  every  memory  of  him  foigot, 
Whose  faithful  Muse  inspir'd  the  pious  prayV, 
And  weary 'd  Heaven  to  keep  thee  in  iU  care; 
That  pleasM  it  would  its  choicest  influence  8bowV, 
Or  on  thy  serious  or  thy  mirthful  hour; 
Conspicuous  known  in  every  scenę  of  Itfe, 
The  mother,  sister,  daughter,  friend,  and  irtfe; 
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That  joy  may  grow  on  joy,  and  constant  last, 
And  each  new  day  rise  brighter  than  tbe  past: 
TiJl  late,  late  be  tbe  hour  tbou  yield*st  thy  breatb. 
And  mid&t  applauding  firiends  retir^st  to  deatb ; 
Tben  wake  reoew'd  to  eodless  bappiness, 
When  Ueav'n'Bhall  see  that  all  was  good,  and  biesa. 


CONTEMPLATJON, 

OR,  THE  TRIUHPH  OF  ŁOVE. 

rorsusąue  resaigens 
Saevit  amor.  i  i      Yirg.  F-Pr  iy. 

O  voiCB  divine,  wbose  beavenly  strain 

No  mortal  measure  may  attain, 

O  powerfiil  to  appease  tbe  smart, 

That  festers  in  a  wounded  heart, 

Wbose  mystic  nuoibers  can  assaage 

Tbe  bosom  of  tumultuous  Rage» 

Can  strike  tbe  dagger  from  Despair, 

And  shut  tbe  watcbful  eye  of  Care. 

Oft  lur*d  by  tbee,  when  wretcbes  cali, 

Hope  comes,  that  cbeers  or  softens  all; 

£xpeli'd  by  thee  and  dispossest. 

Kory  forsakes  tbe  human  breast. 

Fuil  oft  witb  thee  tbe  bard  retires. 

And  lost  to  Eaith,  to  Heav^  aspires; 

How  nobly  lost!  with  thee  to  rove 
^Througb  tbe  loog  deepening  solemn  grovc, 

Or  underaeatb  the  moonligbt  pale, 

To  Silence  trust  some  plantive  tale, 

Of  Nature^s  ills,  and  mankind's  woes,  \ 

While  kings  and  all  tbe  proud  repose;  \ 

Or  where  some  holy  aged  oak 

A  strangei*  to  the  woodman*8  strokę,' ' 
— ^FrcHD  the  high  rock's  aerial  crown 

In  twisting  arches  bending  down 

Bathes  in  the  smooth  pellucid  stream; 

Fuli  oft  be  waits  the  mystic  dream 

Of  mańki nd*s  joys  right  understood, 

And  of  the  all-preyalliog  good.  ._  _^ 

Go  forth,  inTok*d,  O  Voice  divine! 

And  jssue  from  thy  sacred  sbrine; 

Go,  search  each  solttude  around, 

Wbtre  coutemplation  may  be  found, 

Wbere^er  apart  the  goddess  stands 

Witb  lifted  eyes  and  heaven-rais'd  band, 

If  rear'd  on  Speculation^s  bill 

Mer  raptarM  soul  enjoys  its  fili 

Of  far  transporting  Nature'8  scenę, 

Air,  ocean,  monntain,  rłver,  plain; 

Or  if  with  measur^d  step  she  go 

Where  Meditation  spreads  below 

In  bollow  vale  ber  ample  storę, 

Ti  U  weary  Fancy  can  no  morę; 

Or  inward  if  she  turn  ber  gsze. 

And  all  tb'  internal  world  sur^eys; 

With  joy  comptacent  sees  succeed, 

In  foir  array,  each  comely  deed. 

She  bears  al  one  thy  lofty  strain, 

All  otber  musie  charms  in  vain; 

]n  vain  the  sprightly  notes  resound, 

That  from  the  ftetted  roofs  rebound, 
..^^Ayhen  the  deft  minstrelsy  advance 

To  form  the  qaaiut  and  orbed  dance ; 

In  vain  unballow*d  lips  implore, 

She  bearkens  only  to  thy  lorę. 

Tben  bring  the  lonely  nymph  along, 

Pb8e(juiou5  to  tby  magie  song; 


Bid  ber  to  bless  the  secret  bow*r 
And  heighten  Wisdom'8  solemn  hour. 

Bring  Faith,  endued  with  eagle  eyes, 
That  joins  tbis  Earth  to  distant  skies; 
Bland  Hope  that  makes  each  sorrow  less, 
Still  smiling  calm  amidst  distress; 
And  bring  the  meek«ey'd  Charity, 
Not  least,  tbough  youngest  of  tbe  three: 
Knowiedge  the  sagę,  whose  radiant  ligbt, 
Darts  quick  acroas  the  mental  night. 
And  add  warm  Friendship  to  the  train, 
Social,  yielding,  and  bumane; 
Witb  Silence,  sober-suited  maid, 
Seldom  on  tbis  Earth  survcyM : 
Bid  in  tbis  sacred  band  appear, 
That  aged  venerable  seer, 
With  sorrowing  pale,  with  watchings  spare, 
Of  pleasing  yet  dejected  air, 
Him,  heavenly  Melancholy  hight, 
Who  flies  the  sons  of  faise  delight, 
Now  looks  serene  through  human  life, 
Sees  end  in  peace  the  mortal  strife, 
Now  to  the  dazzliog  prospect  blind, 
Tremblcs  for  Heaven  and  for  bis  kind. 
And  doubting  much,  still  hoping  best, 
Late  witb  submission  finds  his  rest: 
And  by  his  side  advance  the  damę 
All  glowiug  with  celestial  flame, 
Devotion,  high  above  that  soars. 
And  sings  exulting,  and  adores, 
Dares  fix  on  Heav*n  a  mortai's  gazę. 
And  triumph  'midst  the  serapb^s  blaze; 
Last,  to  crown  all,  with  these  be  join'd 
The  decent  nun,  fair  Peace  of  Mind, 
Whom  Innocence,  ere  yet  betray'dy 
Borę  young  in  Eden*s  happy  shade: 
ResignM,  contented,  meek  and  mild, 
Of  blameless  motber,  blameless  child. 

Bat  from  these  woods,  O  thou  retire ! 
Hood-winkM  Superstition  dire: 
Zeal,  that  cłanks  ber  iron  barids. 
And  bathes  in  blood  ber  ruthless  bands; 
Far  hence,  Hypocńsy,  away, 
Witb  pious  semblance  to  betray, 
Whose  angel  ouuide  fair,  contains 
A  heart  corrupt,  and  fuul  with  stains; 
Ambition  mad,  that  stems  alone 
The  boist'rous  surge,  with  bladders  blown; 
Anger,  with  wild  disorder'd  pace;  ^ 

And  Malice  pale  of  famish*d  face; 
Loud>tongu'd  Clamour,  get  tbee  fu 
Hence  to  wrangle  at  the  bar; 
Witb  opening  mouths  rain  Rumour  hung; 
And  Falsbood  with  het;  serpent-tongue; 
Revenge,  ber  bloodshot  eyes  on  fire, 
And  hissing  £nvy's  snaky  tire; 
With  Jealousy,  the  fiend  most  fell 
Who  beais  about  his  inmate  heli; 
Now  far  apart  with  hairgard  mień 
To  lone  Suspicion  list*ning  seeii, 
Now  in  a  gloomy  band  appears 
Of  sallow  Doubts,  and  pale-ey*d  Fears, 
Whom  dire  Remorse  of  giant  kind 
Pursues  with  scorpion-lasb  behind; 
And  tbou,  Seif-love,  who  tak*st  from  earth, 
With  tbe  vile  crawling  worm,  tby  birth, 
Untouch'd  with  others'  joy  or  pain, 
The  social  smile,  the  tear  bumane, 
Thy  self  thy  sole  intemperate  gue»t, 
Uncaird  thy  ueigbbour  to  tbe  ffiast, 
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As  if  HeaTeD*8  univer8a1  beir 

Twas  thine  to  seize  and  not  to  ibare : 

With  tbese  away,  base  Mrretcb  accurst, 

By  Pride  begot,  by  Madness  uurst, 

Impiety !  of  hardcii'd  mi  ud, 

Gross,  duli,  presuming,  stubborn,  blind, 

Unmov'd  ainidst  this  migbty  all, 

Deaf  to  tbe  unirersal  cali: 

In  vain  above  the  systems  g]otv, 

In  Tai n  Earth  spreads  ber  cbarms  beloir, 

Confiding  io  bimself  to  rise, 

He  burU  defiance  to  the  skies, 

And,  gteerd  in  dire  and  impioas  deeds, 

Blaspbemes  bis  feeder  wbiist  he  feeds. 

But  cbiefly  Łore,  Love,  far  off  fly. 

Nor  interrupt  my  pnvacy ; 

*TiB  not  for  tbee,  capricious  poir'r; 

Weak  tyrant  of  a  feyerish  bour, 

Fickle,  and  erer  in  extremes, 

My  radiant  day  of  reason  beams. 

And  sober  Contemplation*s  ear 

Disdains  tby  syren  song  to  hear. 

Speed  tbeeon  changeful  wings  away, 

To  wbere  thy  wiłling  slaves  obey, 

Go,  berd  amongst  tby  wonted  train, 

Tbc  false,  tb'  inconstant,  lewd  and  Tain ; 

Tbou  bast  no  subjectbere;  begone; 

Contemplation  comes  anoii. 

AboTe,  below,  and  all  around, 
Now  nought  but  awful  i2uiet's  found, 
f  Tbe  feeling  air  forgets  to  move, 
I  No  zepbyr  stirs  the  leafy  groye  • 
^  The  gentlest  murmur  of  tbe  ri!), 
Struck  by  tbe  potent  charm,  is  sŁill; 
Each  passion  in  this  tr>ubled  breast, 
•  So  toUing  once,  lies  bush*d  to  rest, 
Whate^er  man*8  bu&tling  race  entploys. 
His  carcs,  bis  hopes,  bis  fcars,  bis  joys, 
Ambition,  pleasure,  interest,  famę, 
Each  nothing  of  important  name; 
Ye  tyrants  of  this  i'estle8s  bali 
This  grove  annihiUtes  you  all. 
Oh  power  unseen,  yet  felt,  appear ! 
Surę  something  morę  than  Nature*s  berę. 

Now  cm  the  flowering  turf  I  lie. 
My  soul  conversing  witb  the  sky: 
Far  lost  in  tbe  bewildering  dream 
I  wander  o*er  each  lofty  theme ; 
Tow'r  on  Inquiry's  wings  on  high, 
And  soar  tlie  beights  of  Deity : 
Fain  would  I  search  the  perfect  laws 
<  That  constant  bind  tb'  unerring  cause: 
/  Wby  all  its(  children,  bom  to  share 
I  Aiike  a  fatber^s  eqnal  care, 
{   Some  weep,  by  partia!  Fate  undone, 
The  ravish*d  portion  of  a  son ; 
Wbiist  be  whose  swelling  cup  o'erflows, 
Heeds  not  bis  snffering  broŁher*s  woes  ; 
The  good,  their  virtnes  all  forgot, 
Moum  need  seyere,  their  destin*d  lot; 
Vrhile  Vice,  invited  by  the  great^ 
^easts  under  caiiopies  of  state. 
Ab !  when  we  see  the  bad  preferr'dy 
Was  it  Etemal  Justice  crr'd  ? 
Or  when  the  good  cuuld  not  prevail, 
.  Ho  w  could  Almighty  Prewess  fail? 
When  underneath  th'  oppressor's  blow 
Afflicted  Innocence  lies  Iow, 
Has  oot  tb*  AU-seeing^^ye  beheld? 
Or  bas  a  stronger  arm  r^pcird? 
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When  death  dissolrcs  this  brittle  frame, 

Lies  eyer  quencbM  the  8oul*s  bright  flainc^ 

Or  sball  tb*  etbereal  breatb  of  day. 

Relume  once  morę  this  liying  ray  ^ 

From  life  escape  we  all  in  va\u  ? 

Hearen  finds  its  creature  out  agaip, 

Again  its  captive  to  controul, 

And  drive  him  to  another  goal. 

When  Time  sball  let  his  curtain  fali, 

Must  dreary  nothing  swallow  all  > 

Must  we  th'  unfinisbM  piece  deplore> 

£re  balf  tbe  pompous  piece  be  o*er  ? 

In  bis  all*comprebeDsive  mind, 

Sball  not  th*  Almighty  Poet  fiod 

Some  reconciling  tum  of  fate 

To  make  his  wondrous  work  complete. 

To  finish  fkir  his  mingled  plan, 

And  jusUfy  his  ways  to  man? 

But  wbo  sball  dn  w  tbese  veils  that  lic 

Unpierc*d  by  tbe  keen  cberub*s  eye  ?-^» 

Cease>  cease,  tbe  daring  filgbt  give  o*er, 

Thine  to  snbmit  and  to  adore 

T.earn  then :  into  thyself  descend^ 

l'o  know  thy  being^s  use  and  end. 

For  thee  what  Nature's  kind  intent, 

Or  on  what  fatal  juuraey  bi^nL 

1 9  mean  self-love  the  oniy  guide? 

Must  all  be  tacrific'd  to  pride  ? 

What  sacred  fbuntains  then  supply 

The  feeling  beart  and  melting  eye  ? 

Why  does  the  pleading  look  disarm 

The  band  of  Ragę  with  slaughter  wann? 

Or  in  the  battle*s  generous  strife, 

Does  Britain  quen  tbc  lust  of  life? 

Next  the  bold  inquiry  tries 

To  tracę  our  yarious  passigiis'  rise; 

This  moment  Hope  exalts  the  breast, 

The  next  it  sinks  by  Fear  deprest;, 

Now  iierce  the  storms  of  Wralh  begin. 

Nów  all  is  holy  calm  within. 

What  strikes  Ambition*s  stubbom  springs» 

Whatmoves  Compassion'8  softer  strings; 

How  we  in  constant  friendbbips  joiii> 

How  in  constant  bates  combine; 

How  Naturę,  for  ber  favourite  maot 

Unfolds  the  wonders  of  ber  plan; 

How,  fbnd  to  treat  ber  chosen  goest, 

Provides  fur  eTcry  sense  afeast; 

Give8  to  the  wide  excursive  eye 

The  radiant  glories  of  the  sky : 

Or  bids  each  odorous  bloom  exbale 

His  soul  t'  enrich  the  balmy  gale; 

Or  pour  upon  tb'  enchanted  ear 

The  masie  of  tbe  opcning  year; 

Or  bids  the  limpid  fountain  burst, 

Friendly  to  life,  and  cool  to  thirsŁ;  \ 

What  arts  the  beauteon^dame  employs  ' 

To  lead  us  on  to  genial  joys, 

When  in  her  spacious  work  we  join 

To  propagate  ner  fair  design, 

The  virgin-face  divine  appears 

In  bloom  of  youth  and  prime  of  years. 

And  ere  the  destin*d  beart'8  aware 

Fixe8  Monimia*8  ima^'e  there. 

Ab  me !  what,  bapless,  baye  I  said  ? 
Unbappy  by  my sel f  betrayM  I 
I  deem*d,  bat  ab  I  deem'cl  in  yain, 
From  tbe  dear  image  to  refrain; 
For  when  1  fixt  my  musmg  tbought^ 
Far  on  solemn  vłews  remote ; 
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Wheo  wanderiDg  in  the  UDOertain  round 
Of  mazy  doubt,  bo  ead  I  fouod ; 

0  my  unbtest  and  erring  feet ! 
What  most  I  gought  to  shao,  ye  meet. 
Come  then  my  serious  Afaidagaio: 
Come  and  try  another  strain  j 
Come  and  Nature'8  dome  explore» 
Where  dwelU  retir*d  the  matnm  hoar; 
Theie  her  wondrous  works  suryey^ 
And  drive  th'  intruder  Łove  away« 

TisdoDe:'— «sceDdiDg  Hearen'*  hełgbt, 
€!ontemplation  take  thy  flight: 
Behold  the  Sun,  through  Heaven*s  wide  space, 
Strong  as  a  giant,  rim  bis  race : 
Bebold  tbe  Moon  exert  her  light, 
As  blushing  bride  on  ber  lore-night : 
Behold  tbe  sister  starry  strain, 
Her  bride-maids,  mount  the  azure  plaio : 
See  where  the  snows  tbeir  treasures  keep; 
The  chambers  where  the  loud  winds  sleepi 
Where  the  coUected  rains  abide 
Tin  Heav'n  set  all  its  windows  wide^ 
Precipitate  from  high  to  pour 
And  diown  in  Tiolence  of  8how'r: 
Ot  gentJy  strain'd  tbey  wash  tbe  eartb, 
And  give  the  tender  fruits  a  birth. 
See  where  Tbunder  springi  his  minę ; 
Where  thexpatłłs  of  lightning  shine: 
Or  tii^d  those  heights  still  to  pursue, 
From  Heav'n  dbscending  with  the  dew, 
That  soft  impregns  the  youthful  mead, 
Where  thousand  flow'rs  exalt  the  head, 
Mark  how  Natare's  band  bestows      v  x 
Ahundant  grace  on  ail  that  grows,  '^ 
Tingesy  with  pencil  slow  unseen, 
The  gr^ss  that  clothes  the  yalley  green; 
Or  spreads  the  tulip's  parted  streaks, 
Or  sangutne  dyes  the  rose's  cheeks»  -i 

Or  points  with  light  Monimia's  eyes. 
And  ibrms  her  bosom^s  beauteous  rise. 

Ab!  hauntiog  spirit,  art  thou  tbere? 
Forbidden  in  these  waiks  t'  appear. 

1  thought,  O  lx>ve !  thou  wouId'8t  disdain 
To  mix  with  Wisdom*s  black-stay'd  train; 
But  when  my  curious  searching  look 
A  nice  tmrey  of  Natore  took. 
Wen  p1efts*d  the  matron  set  to  show 
Her  mistress-work,  on  Earth  below. 
Then  fraitless  Knowledge  tum  aside; 
What  other  art  remains  untned 
Thift  load  of  anguisb  to  remove. 
And  heal  the  cruel  wounds  of  Love ) 
To  Friendship'8  sacred  force  apply, 
That  source  of  tenderness  and  joy, 
A  joy  no  anxious  fears  profane, 
A  tenderness  that  feels  no  pain: 
Friendship  shall  all  these  ills  appease. 
And  give  the  tortur'd  mourner  ease. 
Th'  indissołuble  tie  that  binds 
In  eąnal  chains  two  sister  minds : 
Not  such  aaseryile  interests  choose, 
From  partial  ends  and  sordid  view8 ; 
Nor  when  the  midnight  banquet  fires* 
The  choice  of  win^inflam'd  desires; 
When  the  short  fellowships  proceed, 
From  casual  mirtb  and  wicked  deed  j 
TiU  the  next  mom  estranges  qaite  , 
The  partneis  of  one  gnilty  nigbt; 
But  such  as  jodgment  long  bas  weigh^d. 
And  years  of  faithfulness  bave  tricd. 


Whose  tender  mind  is  ham'd  to  share 

The  equal  portion  of  my  care, 

Whose  thoughts  my  bappiness  employe 

Sincere,  who  triumphs  in  my  joys, 

With  whom  in  raptures  1  may  stray,  ^ 

Through  Study's  long  and  patbless  way, 

Obscurely  blest,  in  joys,  al  one. 

To  th'  excluded  world  uokiiown. 

Forsook  tbe  weak  fantastic  train 

Of  Flattery,  Mirth,  ali  feUe  and  rain; 

On  whose  soft  and  gentle  breast 

My  weary  soul  may  take  her  rest, 

While  tbe  stiU  tender  look  and  kind. 

Fair  springing  from  tbe  spotless  mind. 

My  perfected  delights  eosure 

To  last  inunortal,  iree  and  pure. 

Grant,  HeaT'n,  if  Heav*n  means  bliss  for  me, 

Monimia  such,  and  long  may  be. 

Herę,  here  again !  how  just  my  fear; 
Love  ever  fiods  admittance  berę; 
The  cruel  sprite  iatent  on  harm, 
Has  quite  dissoWd  the  feeble  cbarm; 
Assnming  Friendship's  saintly  guise, 
Has  past  the  cheated  sentry'8  eyes, 
And,  once  attain'd  his  bellish  end, 
Displays  the  undissembled  fiend. 

0  say !  my  fiiithful  feir  ally, 
How  didst  thou  let  the  traitor  by  ? 

1  from  the  desert  bade  thee  come', 
InrokM  thee  from  thy  peacefuł  home, 
More  to  sublime  my  sotemn  bour, 
And  ciirse  this  domon*8  fatal  pow'r ; 
Lo!  by  superior  Ibroe  opprest,* 

Thou  these  three  several  times  hast  blest. 

Shall  we  the  magie  rites  pui'sue, 

When  LoTe  is  mightier  far  than  thou? — 

Yes  come,  in  bless^d  encbantment  skiU'd9 

Another  altar  let  us  build; 

Go  forth  as  wont,  and  try  to  find, 

Where'er  Devotion  Hes  reclin'd ; 

Thou  her  fair  friend,  by  Heaven'8  decree 

Art  one  with  her,  and  sbe  with  thee. 

Derotion,  come,  witb  sober  pace. 
Foli  of  thought  and  fuU  of  grace; 
While  humbled  on  tbe  earth  i  lie, 
Wrapt  in  the  vision  of  the  sky, 
To  noble  heights  and  solemn  Tiews 
Wing  my  Heav'n-aspiring  Muse ; 
Teach  me  to  scom,  by  thee  refin^d, 
The  Iow  delights  of  hnman  kind: 
Surę  thtoe  to  put  to  flight  the  boy 
Of  laughter,  sport,  and  idie  joy. 
O  plant  these  guarded  groyes  about. 
And  keep  tbe  treacherous  felon  out. 

Now,  see  \  the  spreading  gates  unfold^ 
Dłsplay'd  tbe  sacred  leaves  of  gold. 
Let  me  witb  holy  awe  repair  . 

To  the  solemn  house  of  prayer:  \ 
And  as  I  go,  O  thou !  my  heart,  \ 
Forget  each  Iow  and  earthly  part ;  i 
Religion  eoter  in  my  breast,  ' 

A  mild  and  venerable  guest ! 
Put  off,  in  contemplation  drown'd, 
Each  thought  impure  on  holy  ground, 
And  cautious  tread  with  awful  fear 
The  conrts  of  Heav'n ; — ^for  God  is  here. 
Now  my  grateful  yoice  I  raise, 
Ye  angeto  swell  a  mortaFs  praise, 

^  Nambers,  eh.  93. 
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To  chami  with  your  own  harmony 
Tbe  ear  of  Him  who  sits  on  hi^h. 
Grant  me,  propitious  heav*nly  PuwV, 
Whose  lorę  beiiifirn  we  feel  eacb  hour, 
An  equal  lot  on  Earth  to  share, 
Nor  rich,Dor  poor^  my  hUmble  pray*r. 
« Leflt  1  forget,  exalted  prouU, 
l'be  haud  supremę  tbąt  gave  the  good ; 
ILesŁ  want  o'er  Tirtue  should  prevail, 
I  And  I  pul  forth  my  hand  and  steal ; 
;  Bnt  if  thy  sovereign  will  shall  grant 
.'  The  weatth  I  Qeitber  asknor  want, 
:    May  I  the  widow*8  need  supply, 
I  And  wipe  the  tear  from  Sorrow*s  eye& 

(May  th«  weary  wanden:r's  fieet 
Frum  me  a  ble$t  reoeption  meet! 
But  if  contempt  and  Iow  estate 
Be  the  assignm/eut  of  my  fate, 
O !  may  no  bope  bf  ^in  entice 
To  tread  the  green  broad  path  of  Vice. 
And  bounteous,  O !  vouchsafe  to  elear 
Tbe  enrours  of  a  mind  sinoere. 
lllumine  thou  my  searching  mind, 
Groping  after  truth,  and  blind. 
With  stdres  of  science  be  it  fraught 
That  bards  have  dream*d,  or  sages  taught; 
And  chief  the  heav*n4x)m  sŁnain  iuipart, 
A  Muse  according  to  thy  heart; 
That  rapt  iu  sacred  ecstasy, 
I  may  siug  and  sing  of  tbee; 
Mankind  instructing  in  thy  laws, 
Bleat  poet  in  fair  Virtue's  cause^ 
Her  former  merit  to  restore, 

^  And  make  mankind  again  adore, 
As  when  con^ersant  with  the  great, 
She  fixt  in  palaces  ber  seat. 
Before  her  a]|-revealing  ray, 
Each  sordid  passion  sbould  decay : 
Ambition  shuns  the  dreaded  damę. 
And  pales*  his  ineflectual  Aame ; 
Wealth  sigbs  her  triumphs  to  behold. 
And  oflTers  all  his  sums  of  gold; 
She  in  her  chariot  seen  to  ride  >, 
A  noble  train  attend  her  side: 
A  cherub  first,  in  prime  of  years, 
Tlie  champion  Fortitude  appears; 
Nest  Temperance,  sober  mistreas,  seen 
With  look  compos'd  and  cheerful  mień; 
Calm  Patience,  still  Tictorions  fbundt 
With  never>fading  glories  crown'd; 
Firm  Jnstice  last  the  balance  rears* 
1'he  good  man*8  praisr,  the  bad  man*8  fears; 
While  chief  in  beauty  as  in  place 

,  She  charms  with  dear  Monimia's  grace. 

Monimia  still!  here  once  again  I 
O!  fatal  name;  O  dubious  strain  ! 
Say,  heav*n-born  Virtue,  pow'r  divin€, 
Are  ałl  these  various  movement8  thiue  ł 
Was  it  tby  triumphs  sole  inspir^d 
My  soul,  to  boly  transports  fir*d  } 
Or  say,do  spnngs  less  sacred  move  } 
Ah!  mnch  1  fear,  it*s  human  lo7e. 
Alas!  the  noble  strife  is  o*er, 
Tbe  blissful  risions  cbarm  no  morę ; 
Far  off  the  glorions  rapture  flown, 
Monimia  rages  berę  alooe. 


«  Sae  Hamlet 

»  dee  Cbaracteristicf  >  vol.  ii.  p.  $52. 
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In  vain,  Łore*s  fugitive,  1  try 
From  tbe  commanding  pow*r  to  fly^ 
Though  Grace  was  dawning  on  my  soni. 
Possest  by  {łeav*n  aincere  and  wbole, 
Yet  still  in  Fancy's  painted  cellt 
The  sbuUinflamińg  image  dwclls. 
W  by  didst  thou,  crael  Love,  again 
Th  as  drag  me  back,  to  earth  and  paio  ? 
Weil  hop*d  I,  Love,  thou  wouId*st  retire 
Before  the  blest  Jes.«ean  lyre. 
Devotion's  harp  would  charm  to  rest 
The  evil  spirit  in  my  breast; 
But  the  d^  a<lder  fell  disdains, 
Uniistening  to  the  chanter*8  straina. 

Contemplation,  baflied  maid, 
Remains  there  yet  no  other  aid  ? 
Helpless  and  weary  must  thou  yield 
To  U>ve  supremę  in  every  field  ? 
Let  Melanchofy  last  engage, 
Reveiend  hoary-mantled  sagę. 
Surę,  at  his  sable  flag*B  display 
Love's  idle  troop  will  flit  away: 
And  bring  witb  him  bis  due  compecr^ 
Silence,  sad,  forlom,  and  drear. 

Hastę  tbee,  Stlence,  hastę  and  go. 
To  search  tbe  gloomy  world  b«low. 
My  trembling  sieps,  O  Sybtl  I  (ead 
Tbrough  the  dominions  of  tbe  dead : 
Wbere  Care,  enjoying  soft  repoae^ 
Lays  down  the  borden  of  bis  woes; 
Wbere  meritorious  Want,  no  morę 
Shivering  begs  at  Grandear*8  door; 
Unconscious  Grandeur,  leaPd  bis  eyea^ 
On  tbe  mouldering  purple  lies. 
In  tbe  dim  and  dreary  round, 
Speech  in  eternal  cbains  lies  bound: 
And  see  a  tomb,  it^  gates  display 'd^ 
£xpands  ao  everiastłHg  shade. ' 
O  ye  iubabitants,  tiiat  dwell    ' 
Eaich  forgoUen  in  your  oell, 
O  say,  for  wfaom  of  buman  race 
Has  fate  decreed  this  hiding  place  ? 

And  bark  I  methinks  a  spirit  calls, 
liow  winds  tbe  wbisper  round  tbe  walls, 
A  Toice,  tbe  alnggisb  air  that  breaka* 
Solemn  amid  tbe  silence  speaks* 
**  Mistaken  man,  thou  8eek'8t  to  knoiw 
Wbat  known  will  but  afflict  witbwoe; 
There  tby  Monimia  shall  abide, 
Witb  tbe  pale  bridegroom  rest  a  bride, 
Tbe  wan  assistants  there  shall  lay,* 
{n  weeds  of  deatb,  ber  beauteous  clay.** 

O  words  of  woe!  wbat  do  1  bear  ? 
Wbat  sounds  invade  a  loyei-^s  ear  ? 
Mnst  tben  thy  cbarms,  my  ansiotts  csire, 
Tbe  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  sbare? 
Good  UeaT'n  retard  (for  tbine  tbe  pow*r) 
Tbe  wbeels  of  time,  that  roli  tbe  bour  I— 

Yet  ab!  wby  swells  my  breast  with  fean? 
Wby  start  the  interdictęd  tearv  ? 
Łove,  doit  thou  tempt  o^tan  ł  Depart^ 
Thou  deTil,  oaat  out  finom  my  heait. 
Sad  1  forsook  tbe  feast,  tbe  bali, 
The  sunny  bow*r  and  lofty  hall. 
And  Bougbt  tbe  dungeon  of  despair; 
Yet  thou  overtak'st  me  there. 
How  little  dream'd  I  tbee  to  find 
In  this  lone  state  of  human  kind? 
Kor  melancholy  can  prevail, 
Tbe  diiefui  deed,  nor  disittal  Ule: 
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KopM  I  for  these  thou  wouldst  remoTe? 

Hownear  akin  is  Grief  to  Łove! 

Tben  do  morę  I  8trive  to  shun 

X^ove's  cbains:  O  HeaWo !  ttiy  will  be  doue. 

The  best  physictan  here  1  find. 

To  care  a  sorediscased  mind, 

For  soon  this  Tenerable  gloom 

Will  yield  a  weary  sufferer  rtfom; 

Ko  morę  a  siaTc  to  Love  decreed, 

At  eass  and  free  among:  the  dead. 

Come  tben,  ye  tears,  ne*er  cease  to  flow, 

In  fuU  satiety  of  woe : 

Thougb  DOW  the  maid  my  heart  alarms, 

ScTere  and  mighty  in  ber  charms, 

DoomM  to  obey,  in  bondageprest, 

The  tyniDt  Love'8  commands  unblest; 

Pa»8  bat  some  fleeting  moments  o*er, 

This  rebel  beart  shall  beat  no  morę; 

Tben  firom  my  dark  and  closing  cye 

The  form  beIov'd  shall  crer  fly. 

The  tyraoDy  of  Love  shall  ceasn, 

Botb  laid  down  to  sleep  in  peaoe; 

To  share  alike  oar  mortał  lot, 

Uer  beaaties  and  my  cares  forgot. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY 

X>N  HER  SINGIN6. 

SfjCR,  skilPd  the  tender  verse  to  freme^ 
And  softly  strike  the  golden  iyre; 

A  stranger  to  the  softening  fiame, 
Aod  new  to  every  mild  desiret; 

Sweets  that  crown  tbe  budding  year, 
Pour'd  from  the  zephyr'8  tepid  wing, 

Saw  Sappbo  jn  the  grove  appear, 
The  rival  of  the  voc8]  spring. 

To  try  tbe  heart-subduing  strains^ 

Ation  tbe  vemal  scenes  impel 
Cer  lofty  rocks  and  rilly  plains 

Soft  warbled  from  th'  Eolian  shell. 

Or  siicb  as  in  the  bright  abodes, 

Tbe  youngest  Muse  with  glories  crown*dy 

To  whom  the  sirc  of  men  and  gods 

Gave  all  th'  enchantitig  pow*r  of  sonnd. 

As  at  tbe  banqaet  of  the  sky, 

Freed  from  tłic  giant*s  impious  arms^ 

Sbe  drew  each  hcarenly  ear  and  eye, 
With  beauty  mingling  mu8ic*s  channs. 

Uad  snch  a  voice  surę  to  prevai], 
Sofl  warfoled  from  the  syren  sŁrand, 

W  bat  wonder,  if  each  amorous  sail 
SpoDtaneous  sought  tbe  tunefiil  land  ? 

Ev*n  thou  who  cautious  wing^st  thy  way, 
Had  given  thy  tedious  wandering8o'er; 

By  Julia*8  aU-pen»uading  lay 
Fix'd  e^er  to  the  pleasing  sbore. 

A  fiice  so  sweet  bad  surę  prevaird 
With  Wisdom's  self  to  hear  tbe  voice, 

Whiist  both  the  yielding  heait  assaiPd, 
Here  Wisdom  might  haye  fix*d  his  cboice. 

TOŁ.   XV. 


ON  SEEING  LAT>Y  MARY  nśOITTGOMEMY 
SJT  TO  HER  PICTURE. 

IR  IHITATION  OF  SPBN8ER*S  STYLE. 

When  Lindsay  drew  Montgomery,  beavenly  maid  ! 

And  gaz'd  with  wonder  on  that  «|ngel  face, 
Pleas'd  I  sat  by,  and  joyfułly  survey'd 

The  dariog  pencil  image  every  grace. 

When  as  the  youtb,  each  feature  o'er  and  o*er 
Careful  retouch'd  with  strict  obseryant  view ; 

Eftsoons  I  saw  how  channs  unseen  before 
Sweird  to  the  sight,  and  with  the  picture  greWc 

With  mtlder  glances  now  be  arms  ber  eyes, 
Tbe  red  now  triumphs  to  a  brighter  rosę  ; 

Now  heaves  ber  bosom  to  a  soller  rise. 
And  fairer  on  ber  cheek  the  lily  blows. 

• 

Last  glow'd  the  blusb,  that  pure  of  femalc  wiła 
I  whiloDi  knew,  when  so  my  stars  decreed 

My  pipę  sbe  deign*d  to  land  in  pleasing  smile, 
All  undeserriag  I  sucb  wortby  rneed, 

Tbe  whiles  I  gaz*d,  ab!  felice  Art,  thought  I» 
Alt  I  felice  youtb  thutdoen  it  possess; 

Couth  to  depeint  the  fair  so  verily. 
Tnie  to  each  cbarm,  and  faithf ul  to  each  grace* 

Sjrthence  sbe  cannot  emulate  ber  skill, 
Ne^nvy  will  the  Muse  ber  sister^s  praise, 

Tben  for  the  deed,  O  let  ber  place  the  will. 
And  to  the  glowing  colours  join  her  lay  es, 

Yet  algates  would  tbe  Ninę,  that  high  on  bill 
Parnasse,  sweet  imps  of  Jove,  with  Jo^e  reside, 

Give  me  to  reio  the  fiery  steed  at  will. 
And  with  kind  band  thy  lucky  pcncil  guide ; 

Tben,  ccrtcs,  mought  we  fate  misprise,  of  praise 
Secure,  if  the  dear  maid  in  beauty's  bloom 

Sunrive,  or  in  thy  colours,  or  my  lays, 
Joy  of  this  age,  and  joy  of  each  to  come. 


TO  LADY  MARY  MONTGOMERY. 

Say,  thou  with  endless  beauty  crown^d, 
Of  all  the  youth  thal  sigh  around     ę 
Thy  worshippcrs,  and  anxiouB  wait 
From  thy  bright  eyes  their  futurę  fate; 
Say,  whom  do  most  these  eyes  approve? 
Whom  does  Montgomery  choose  to  love^ 

Not  him,  who  8irives  to  build  a  name 
From  ruins  of  another*s  famę : 
Who  proud  in  self-conceit  throws  down 
His  neighbour'8  wit,  to  rai^e  his  owu« 
Should  the  vain  man  expect  success, 
The  fool  of  compliment  and  dress  ? 
Thy  eyes  undazzled  can  behold 
The  gaudy  nothing  deckt  in  gold. 
Thy  wise  discernment  soon  descries 
Where  folly  lurks  in  wit's  dtsguise ; 
Trac'd  throngh  each  shape  in  which  His  scei), 
Through  the  grave  look,  the  solemn  mira; 
The  proud  man^s  front,  the  vain  mau*s  walk, 
The  fop]ing*8  dress,  the  coxcomb*s  talk. 
A  large  estatc,  and  little  sense. 
To  channs  like  thine  hare  no  pretence. 
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Shślt  thou,  O  insolenti  prerail  ? 
Heav*n  nercr  meant  its  goods  for  sale : 
Beaaty,  the  peart  of  price,  is  giv*n. 
Not  bought,  *tis  the  free  grace  of  Heav*n. 

The  happy  youth  with  arts  refin'd, 
Simple  of  heart,  of  steadfietst  m^IMi: 
Whom  thiiBt  of  gain  conM  iiever  draw 
To  tre8paBBfrieDd<bip*8  sacred  law : 
Whose  soul  the  charms  of  sense  itispire; 
Who  love8,  where  reasota  bids  admire: 
Cautious  to  shuD,  with  wise  diadain, 
The  proud,  the  airy,  and  the  vain: 
Hi|n  whom  thete  Yirtues  shall  adom, 
Thou,  fair  Montgomery,  wiłt  not  scom : 
Of  all  the  gifts  of  Heav*B  possest. 
To  him  thou  yieM'st  thy  willi ng  breast; 
For  him  the  blush,  with  modest  grace, 
GlowB  rosy,  o'er  thy  blooming  facei 
For  him  thy  panting  bosom  swells, 
Anfi  on  thy  lips  such  sweetness  dwells* 
Crown'd  with  soccess,  the  happy  boy 
Shail  rerel  in  ezcess  of  joy : 
While  in  thy  presence,  Heav'n  appears 
In  sweets  laid  up  for  many  ycars. 
The  beaa  aad  witl^ng  then  shall  fly, 
The  fop  in  secret  corner  stgh; 
Condemn*d  to  ery  in  love's  desj^ir, 
*♦  Ah !  why  so  wise  who  was  so  fair  ?** 

Did  thy  examplc,  beauteous  maid, 
The  rest  of  womankind  persuade  ; 
Nor  injur^d  merit  would  compldn-, 
That  it  may  love,  and  love  in  Tain :' 
Nor  ilattery  false,  and  impudence, 
Usurp  the  room  of  basbful  sense ; 
No  morę  at  midnight  bali  appear. 
To  gain  on  beauty'*8  Iiht*ning  ear. 
Beauty  would  hear  the  vows  of  truth ; 
Nor  loTe  would  speak  with  folIy*8  mouth* 

Yct  sbrae  there  are,  the  better  few, 
Wise  thy  example  to  pursue; 
Who  rich  in  storę  of  native  charms, 
Eoiploy  no  artificial  arms. 
Such  heav'nly  Charlotte  ^  form  diTine  I 
Love*s  UHiveł8al  kingdom^s  thine, 
Anointed  queen !  aJl  uncu'nfta'd, 
Thine  is  the  homage  of  mankind :  ' 

Thy  subjects,  willing  to  obey, 
BIcss  thy  mild  rule  and  gentle  sway; 
With  loyal  mind  each  zesUuus  pays 
His  tsibute  dtteous  to  thy  praise. 
Yet  nou«:ht  to  greatness  dost  thou  owe  ; 
Thy  merit  from  thyself  does  6ow  ; 
Alike  our  wonder  and  our  theme, 
In  beauty  as  in  place  supremę. 
Such  thy  fair  aister,  fram*d  to  please, 
Of  aspect  gay,  and  grace  ful  cuse. 
Puve  flows  her  wit  and  unrestrain*d  ; 
By  en^y  and  by  hate  unstain^d ; 
Not  as  the  rushing  torrent  pours,  * 

IncreasM  by  snows^-and  wintry  show*rs; 
InrOlYing  in  its  furious  sway 
The  labourin^  hinds,  a  helpless  prey ;    ' 
Now  wide  o*er8preads  tlie  wafry  scenę, 
And  now  decreas'd,  no  morę  is  seen : 
But  as  a  constant  river  leads 
Its  winding  stream  through  purpłe  meads; 
That  through  the  blushing  landscape  roird, 
Reflects  the  bordering  flowers  in  gold  ^ 

*  Łady  Charlotte  Haoiltom 


And,  borne  along  with  gentle  foroe, 
Distributes  wealth  through  all  its  conne; 
Nor  does  the  Aiithful  spring  deoy 
The  alinkedtal  jiist  sopply. 

Thou  Douglas  <  toe,  in  whom  oombine 
A  spirit  and  a  noble  lioe ; 
Engaging  looks,  that  mitd  inspife 
Fond  delight  and  young  desiie; 
All-winning  sweetness,  vołd  of  pride^ 
Thou  hast  no  fiudts  for  art  to  hide. 
Maria  sucb,  whose  opening  bioom 
Foreshows  the  pr^poant  fruits  to  comck 
O  blest!  for  whom  the  Seasons*  Oight 
Ripens  that  hanrest  of  delight; 
To  whom  the  Autumu  shall  resign. 
To  press  the  rich  luzurtant  Yine. 
Unwounded  vho  can  thee  espy, 
Maid  of  the  black  and  pieicmg  eye  f 
Too  rashiy  hołd,  we  take  ttie  field 
Against  thy  shalts  with  Wisdom*s  tbield; 
Pierc'd  helpless  in  our  goarded  side, 
We  fali  the  yictims  of  our  pride. 

Nor  Erskine  less  the  song  deoiaods. 
Not  least  in  beaaty's  blooming  bands. 
Erskine,  pecnliar  care  of  Hea^o, 
To  whom  the  pow'r  of  aound  is  giv'a^ 
Artist  diTine !  to  her  belong 
The  heav'n]y  lay,  and  magie  song: 
How  do  we  gazę  with  vast  delight 
Her  fingers*  swift  harmonious  fligbt, 
When  o*er  Łh'  obedieut  keys  they  fly» 
To  waken  sleeping  hannonył 
Whene'er  she  speiika,  the  joy  of  all, 
€k>ft  the  silrer  acoenta  lali : 
Whene'er  shelooks,  in  stifi  amaze 
The  eyes  of  all  enamomr'd  gazę: 
Each  word  steals  gently  on  the  ear; 
Tis  Heav'n  to  see,  'tis  Heav*n  to  hear. 

In  everlasting  bhishes  seen, 
Such  Pringle  shines  of  sprightiy  miea: 
To  her  the  pow*!*  of  love  imparts, 
Rich  gift !  the  soft  successful  arts 
That  best  the  loYers'  fires  provoke, 
The  liTcly  step,  the  mirthfal  joke,   . 
'  The  speaking  glance,  the  smorous  wile, 
The  sportAil  laugh,tbe  wuming  smilef 
Her  sou],  awakeniug  every  grace, 
Is  al]  abraad  upon  her  face; 
In  bloom  of  youth  still  to  sorvive, 
All  charms  are  there,  and  all  alire. 

Fair  is  the  lily,  sweet  the  rosę, 
That  in  thy  cheek,  O  Drummond !  glows; 
Pure  is  tht;  8now's  unsulliod  wbite 
That  dothes  thy  bosom's  swelling  height. 
Majestic  looks  her  soul  ezpress, 
That  awe  us  from  desirM  access; 
TUI  sweetness  soon  rebukes  the  fear. 
And  bids  the  trembling  youth  draw  ncar. 
Sce,  how  sublime  she  does  advanoe. 
And  seems  already  in  the  dance; 
£xalted  how  she  moves  along, 
Ten  thousand  thonsand  gtaces  stronfr^ 
Soch  Marchmonf  s  daugfater,  unreprorl), 
The  maid  by  men  of  sense  t>eloT*d; 
Who  knows  with  modesty  to  scora 
The  titles  that  may  fools  adom; 
She  chiims  no  merit  from  her  blood, 
Her  greatest  honour  to  be  good: 

%  Łady  Jaae  DwiglMb 


fiOSCELLANIES; 
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'Heedlan  of  pomp,  trifh  open  heart 
Weil  bas  sbe  cbose  Ibe  |>etter  part. 
Snch  Haiiiilla't  looks  dmpe, 
£arth'8  wonder,  Tinnegbam,  and  tbine! 
Her  soui  all  tendernets  and  love, 
Centle  as  tbe  harmless  dove : 
Who  artless,  cbarms  without  desigo, 
She !  of  the^odest  look  benign. 

Eliza  youDg  in  beaiity  bright, 
Tboiigh  new  to  every  soft  deligbt, 
Yet  soon  ber  coiu|aetts  sball  exteiid» 
SooD  sball  tbe  spn^tly  maid  ascend 
Tbe  rival  of  eacb  kindred  iiame» 
And  triompb  to  ber  inotber's  famę. 
Fuli  in  tbe  pleasing  list  appears 
Robertoun,  in  prime  of  years ; 
Witb  skill  she  does  ber  smiles  bestoir^ 
For  Pallas  bends  ber  Cupid^s  bow : 
"Wisely  sbe  sbuns  to  entertain 
Tbe  design ing»  and  fhe  vain; 
To  these  'tis  all  forbidden  groond, 
Pnideiice,  a  cberub,  guards  ber  round^ 
WiŁh  flaming  surord  fools  to  cxpel; 
In  paradise  fools  must  not  dwel). 

Stnke  again  tbe  £*olden  lyre, 
Let  Hume  tbe  notes  of  joy  inspire^ 
O  loTely  Home !  repeat  again, 
My  lyre,  tbe  ever-pleatrng  strain. 
Dcar  to  tbe  Muse,  tbe  Muse  appnnres 
£acb  cbann,  tbe  Muse  tbe  virgin  lore^: 
The  Muse  preserves  in  lasting  lays 
The  records  of  soft  beauty's  praise; 
In  Ytiin  would  triumph  beauty'8  eye, 
Unsung,  these  triumpbs  soon  wpuld  die; 
Fate  overcomes  tbe  fair  and  strong, 
But  bas  no  pow*r  o*er  sacred  song  ; 
Verse  tbe  dying  name  can  saye, 
And  make  it  livc  beyond  tbe  grave« 
Tlius  Ilume  sball  unborn  bearts  engage^. 
Her  smile  sball  warm  anotber  age; 
Her  race  of  mortal  glory  past, 
Tb*  immortal  famę  shall  ever  last; 
Last  sball  tbe  look  tbat  won  my  heart, 
Tbe  pleasiog  look  sincere  of  art. 
O!  pow'rfnI  of  persuas)ve  face, 
Adom'd  and  perfected  in  grace; 
Wbat  joys  await,  joys  in  cxcess, 
Tbe  youtb  wbom  thou  decree^st  to  bless; 
OrdainM  thy  yieldi  ng  breast  to  morę, 
Tby  breast  yet  innocent  of  love ! 

But  who  is  sbe,  tbe  generał  gazę 
Of  sigbing  crowds,  tbe  world*s  amaze, 
Who  looks  fortfa  as  tbe  blushiug  mom 
On  mountains  of  tbe  east  new  bom? 
Is  it  not  Cochrane  fair?  Tis  sbe, 
The  yeungett  srace  of  graces  three. 
Tbe  eldest  feJl  to  death  a  prey. 
Ab !  snatch^d  in  early  flower  away: 
Tbe  second,  manifold  of  cbannSf 
Blesses  a  happy  husband's  arms; 
Tbe  tbird  a  blooming  form  rcmains; 
O^ar  all  tbe  blameless  victor  reigns : 
Where'er  sbe  gracious  deigns  to  morę, 
Tbe  poblic  praise,  tbe  public  love. 

Supep^  /r  tliese  shall  still  remain, 
The  Ir  ^r^  wisb,  the  poet*B  strain; 
Their  beauties  shall  all  hearts.en^ge, 
Yictorious  over  spite  and  age: 
Like  thee,  Montgomery,  shall  they  shine. 
And  chann  tbe  world  witb  arts  like  tbine. 


'TO  A  ŁADY, 


ON  HER  TAKIKO  S0METHIN6  IŁŁ  THB  AUTUOR 

8AID. 

Why  bangs  tbat  ctoud  upon  tby  brow? 

Tbat  beauteens  Heav'n,  ere-while  aerene? 
Wbence  do  these  stornis  and  tempesŁs  blow» 

Or  wbat  this  gust  of  passion  meaii? 
And  must  then  mańki  od  lose  that  light 

Which  in  tbine  e|^es  was  wont  to  shiiie. 
And  lie  obscur^d  in  eudless  night, 

Folr  eacb  poor  siłły  speech  of  minę  ł 

Dear  cbikl,  bow  could  I  wrong  thy  name? 

Thy  form  so  fair  aud  fauitless  stands, 
That  eould  ill  tongues  abuse  tby  famę, 

Thy  beauty  could  make  large  amends: 
Or  if  I  durst  profanely  try     ' 

Thy  beauty*s  powerful  charms  t'  upbraid, 
Tby  virtue  well  might  give  the  lie. 

Kor  cali  tby  beauty  to  its  aid. 

For  Venus>  cvery  heart  t*  ensnare, 

Witb  all  ber  charms  bas  deckM  thy  face. 
And  Pallas,  with  unusaal  care, 

Bidii  wisdom  hoightcn  eyery  grace. 
Who  can  the  double  pain  euduie  ? 

Or  who  must  not  rcsign  the  field 
To  thce,  celestial  maid,  seoure 

WiŁh  Copid*s  bow  aud  Pallas'  sliield? 

If  then  to  thee  sucb  pow'r  is  given, 

Let  not  a  wretch  in  toiment  live. 
But  smile,  and  learn  to  copy  Heav'n; 

Since  we  mnst  sin  ere  it  forgive. 
Yet  pitjMng  Heaven  not  oniy  does 

Forgire  th'  ofFender,  and  th'  ofTenoe^ 
But  ev'n  itself  appeasM  bestows, 

As  the  reward  of  peuitence.  ' 


UPON  UEARTNG  HIS  PlCTimE  WAS  19 
A  J.ADTS  BREAST. 

Yb  gods !  was  Strephon'8  picture  blest 
With  tbe  fair  Heaven  of  Chloe's  breast } 
Move  softer,  thou  fond  fluttering  heart  \ 
Oh  gently  throb,— too  fierce  tbou  art. 
Tell  me,  thou  brighlest  of  thy  kind. 
For  Strephon  was  the  bliss  design *d  ? 
For  Strepbon'8  sake,  dear  charming  maid, 
Didst  tbou  prefer  his  wandering  shade  ? 

And  thon,  Mest  shade  f  that  sweetly  ait 
Lodged  so  near  my  Cbloe*s  heart. 
For  me  the  tender  hour  improve. 
And  softly  tell  bow  dear  I  love. 
Ungrateful  tbing!  it  scoms  to  bear 
Its  wretched  master^s  ardcnt  pray*r, 
Ingrossing  all  that  beautcous  Heavea, 
Tbat  Chloe,  lavisb  maid,  bas  given. 

I  cannot  blame  thee:  were  I  lord 
Of  all  tbe  wealtb  those  breasts  afford, 
IM  be  a  misertoo,  nor  giv^ 
An  alms  to  keep  a  god  alive. 
Ob  smile  not  tbus,  my  love1y  fair, 
On  these  cold  looks,  tbat  lifeless  air, 
Prize  him  wbose  bosom  glows  witb  &^ 
With  eager  Iove  and  soft  desire. 
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'Tistruc  thychaitts,  O  powerful  maid. 
To  life  can  brinc^  the  Bileot  sbade : 
Thou  const  surpass  the  painter*s  art, 
And  real  warmth  and  flames  impart. 
But  oh!  it  ne'er  can  lovc  like  me, 
rve  ev€r  lov'd,  and  lov'd  but  thee: 
Then,  charmer,  grant  my  fond  request, 
6ay  thou  canst  love,  and  make  me  blest. 


TO  B.  H>. 


IN  THE  ASiEMBŁY. 


Whiłb  crownM  with  radiant  chaittis  diTitie, 
UnnumberM  beauties  round  thee  shine; 
When  Erskine  leads  ber  happy  man. 
And  Johnstone  shakes  the  fluttering  fan ; 
Wben  beanteous  Pringle  shines  confest. 
And  gently  hcayes  her  swelling  breast, 
Her  raptur^d  partner  still  at  gazę-, 
PurBuing  through  each  vinding  maże ; 
Say,  youth,  and  cftnst  thou  keep  securis 
Thy  heart  from  conquering  beauty*8  pow'r? 
Or,  hast  thou  not,  how  soon  I  betrayM 
The  too-believing  country  maid  ? 
Whose  young  and  unexperienc'd  yeafi 
From  thee  no  evil  purpose  fcars; 
And  yielding  to  k>ve^$  gcntle  sway, 
Knows  not  that  lovcrs  can  betray. 
How  shall  she  curse  deceiving  men! 
How  shall  she  e'er  belicre  again  ?    . 

For  me,  my  happier  lot  decrees 
The  joys  of  Iove  that  constant  please; 
A  warm,  benign,  and  geutło  flame, 
1*hat  clearly  bums,  and  still  the  same; 
Unlike  those  fires  that  foołs  betray, 
That  flercciy  bum,  but  swift  decay ; 
Which  warring  passions  hourly  raise, 
A  short  and  momcntary  bla%e. 
My  Hume,  mybeauteous  Humc!  constrains 
My  heart  in  yoluntary  chains: 
Well-pleas'd,  for  her  my  voice  I  raise; 
For  daily  joys  claim  daily  praisc. 
Can  I  forsake  the  fair,  complete 
In  all  that*s  soft,  and  al  I  Łhat's  sweet; 
WhiHi  Heav'n  has  in  her  form  combiu*d 
The  scatter'd  graces  of  her  kind  ? 
Has  she  not  all  the  charms  that  lie 
In  Gordon*8  hlush,  and  Łockhart*8  eye^ 
The  down  of  lovely  Haya*s  1  air, 
Ktllochia'8  shapc,  or  Cockburn's  air  f 
Can  time  Co  love  a  period  bring 
Of  charms,  for  ever  in  their  spring? 
'Tis  death  alone  the  ]ov^r  frees, 
Who  loves  80  long  as  shet  can  please. 


IlWIFFEkENCM. 

By  various  youths  admirM,  by  all  approv*d. 
By  many  sought,  by  one  sinoerely  lov*d. 
Chief  of  £dina*s  fair  I  floarish'd  longi 
Fhist  in  the  dance,  the  yisit,  and  the  saa$i 
Beauty,  good-nature,  in  my  form  combłn'd. 
My  body  one  adorn'ił|,and  one  my  mind. 


*  Henry  Home,  afterwards 
Łif«  of  Hamilton.  C« 


Lord  Kames.    See 


When  youthfiil  years,  a  foe  to  looety  nlglits. 
Impel  young  hearts  to  Hymon^s  chaate 
I  view*d  th*  adrainng  train  witb  eqaal  eye, 
True  to  each  hope,  and  faithful  to  each  sif^: 
The  happy  hours  of  adminition  past, 
The  hand  of  nuptial  lorę  was  giTen  at  tast; 
Not  to  the  fiuthful  youth  my  charms  ioapir'd,_ 
Nor  those  who  sought  my  charms,  nor  wbo  admif^l 
He  not  prefer'd  for  merit,  wit,  or  sense. 
Not  chose,  bat  snffer^d  with  iodifSereDce, 
Who  neitber  knew  to  love,  or  be  beloy'd, 
Approv'd  me  not,  and  just  not  di8approT'd9 
Nor  warmth  pretended,  nor  afiection  abowM; 
Ask'd,  not  implor*d ;  I  yielded,  not  bestowM: 
Without  or  hopes  or  fears  I  join'd  his  side. 
His  mistress  never,  and  but  scarce  his  bride. 
No  joys  at  bomby  abroad  was  only  show  ; 
I  ueither  gain'd  a  frieod,  nor  lost  a  foe: 
For,  lost  ałtke  to  pleasure,  love,  and  fisme. 
My  person  be  enjoys,  aod  I  his  name. 
Yet  patient  still  1  lead  my  anzions  lifo, 
Pleaj*d  that  Pm  calPd  my  formal  hosband*!  wifc. 


THE  YOUNGEST  GRACE. 

A  ŁOVE-EŁEGT. 

A9pREStBDTO  A  ŁADY,  WHO  HAO  JCST  FIiniHS» 
RBR  FlFTEftMTR  YEAR. 

His  saltem  accnmulem  donis,  et  fnngar  inani 
Munere      ■        '  Vii^.  ^iieid.  6. 

As  beauty>s  queen  in  her  aSrial  hall 
Sublimely.seated  on  a  golden  throne. 

Bcfure  her  high  tribuna)  8ummon'd  all 
Who  or  on  earth,  sea,  air,  her  empire  own; 

First  came  her  8on,~  her  pow*r,  ber  darling  boy, 
W  bose  gentlestbreath  can  rai^  tbefiercest  flain^ 

Oft  working  mischief,  though  bis  end  be  jo}% 
And  though  deToid  of  sight,  yet  sore  of  aim. 

With  him,  his  youtbftil  consortysad  no  morę. 
Psyche,  infranchisM  from  all  oiortal  pain, 

Who,  cvery  trial  of  obedience  o»er, 
Enjoys  the  ble«sings  of  the  heaveoIy  reigm 

Next,  as  it  well  beseem^d,  the  toueful  Ninę, 
Daughters  of  memonr,  and  dear  to  Jove, 

Who,  as  they  list,  the  nearts  of  men  incliae 
To  wit,  to  musie,  poetry,  or  love. 

She  who  with  milder  breath  inspiring  flils, 
Than  ever  Zephyr  knew,  the  beatt-bom  sigii, 

Or  else  from  Nature's  pregnant  source  distils 
The  tender  drops  that  swell  the  loTe-sick  eye» 

Or  she  wbo  finom  her  copious  storę  afibrds, 
When  love  decrees,  the  faithful  youth  to  Idess, 

The  sacred  energy  of  melting  words, 
In  the  dear  bour  and  season  of  success. 

Łast  in  the  train  two  sisters  fair  appear^d,  [sweet; 
Sorrowing  tl^y  seem'd,  yet  scem'd  tbeir  aonow 
,  Nor  ever  from  the  ground  their  eyes  they  leaHd, 
•      Nor  tripp'd,  as  they  werc  woot,  on  snowy  feet. 

The  Cyprian  goddess  cast  her  eyes  around. 
And  gaz'd  o'er  all,  with  ever  new  delight; 

So  bright  an  host  was  no  where  to  be  fouod : 
Her  heart  dilates,  and  glortes  ta  ita  mifiit» 


MISCELLANIE9. 

Bat  wlien  wUlioiit  iłieir  lov*d  companioD  dear 

Two  tolHary  Graces  l^and  in  band 
ilpproach'd,  the  goddess  ioly  'gan  to  fear 

What  might  befal  the  youogest  of  the  band : 
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Ah !  whitber  is  retifd  my  darllng joy. 
My  youngest  Grace,  the  pride  <^  all  my  leign, 
yirst  in  my  care,  and  ever  in  my  eye, 
lVhy  is  sbe  now  the  lag  of  all  my  train  } 

"Ah  me !  some  danger  threats  my  Cyprian  state^ 
Which,  goddess  as  (  am>  I  can*t  forenee ; 

Some  dira  disaater  labours,  (ah,  my  fate !) 
To  wręst  loTe^s  sceptre  from  my  son  ąńd  me." 

She  wept:  not  more  she  wept,  when  first  her  eyes 
Saw  Iow  in  dust  her  Ilion*9  towery  pride ; 

Nor  from  her  breast  more  fi^eąyentburst  the  sighsj 
^yhen  her  loT'd  youth,  her  dear  Adonis  died. 

•*  Yet,  yet,*»  she  cry*d,  **  I  wiW  a  monarch  reign ! 

In  my  last  deed  my  greatness  shall  be  seen : 
Ye  Loves,  ye  Smiles,  ye  Graces,  all  my  train> 

Atłend  yonr  mother,  and  obey  yóur  queen. 

**  Wisdom*8  vain  godde^s  weayes  some  treac^e^us 
wilc, 
Or  haughty  Juno,  Heąven*s  relentless  damę : 
Hasie !  bendeach  bow;  hastę !  brighten  everysmile, 
And  lanch  from  every  eye  the  lightning*s  flame.'' 

Then  had  fcll  Discord  brolce  the  go^a  chain 
Tbat  does  the  harmony  of  all  uphold, 

And  where  these  orbs  in  beautęons  order  reign, 
Brought  back  the  anarchy  of  Chaos  old : 

Vrhen  Cnpid  keen  uniopks  his  feather'd  storę, 
When  Ycnus  borna  with  more  than  mortal  fire, 

Sdortals,  immortals,  all  had  fled  befure 

The  LoTes,  the  Graces,  and  the  Smiles  in  ire: 

In  Tain,  t'  nrert  the  horrors  of  tbat  hour, 
Anxiou8  for  ftite,  and  feariog  for  his  sky, 

The  sire  of  gods  and  men  had  try^d  his  powV, 
And  haug  bis golden  balances  on  high: 

Had  not  the  eldest  Grace,  serene  and  mildi 
Who  wish'd  this  elemental  war  might  cease, 

$pning  ftirward  with  persuasiTC  look,  aud  smii^d 
The  furious  mothęr  of  desires  to  peace. 

**Afi  whence  this  rąge^^  Yain  child  of  empty  fear  !*' 
With  accent  roild  thus  spoke  the  heav'nly  maid, 

•<  What  wordSf  O  sovereign  of  hearts !  severe 
Have  pas8'd  the  roses  of  tby  lips  uuweigh'd  ? 

'<  l^^hink  not  mankind  forsake  thy  mystic  laws 
Thy  son,  thy  pride,  thy  own  Cupido  reigns; 

Heard  with  i-cspect,  and  seen  with  tender  awe; 
Mighty  on  tbrones,  and  gentle  09  tfaie  pla^n^ 

**  Remember^st  not  hoyf  in  the  blest  abodes 
Of  high  Olympus  an  eth^rea^  guest, 

Mix'd  with  the  synod  of  th*  assembled  gods, 
Thou8har*d*st  the  honours  of  th'  ambrosialfeast? 

V  Celestial  pleasnres  reigning  all  aroand, 
Such  as  the  pow'rs  who  live  at  ease  enjoy, 

The  smiling  bowl  with  life  immortal  crown*d, 
9i  ^'y  Hebe,  and  the  Phrygian  boy: 


Hermes,  sty  god,  reso1y*d  thy  spleen  to  hit* 
Thy  spleen,  but,  of  itself,  too  apt  to  moye; 

Prone  to  offend  with  oft-mistaking  wit, 
Tbat  foe  pefyerse  to  naturę  and  to  love. 


**  Much  gloz'd  he  spitefiil,  how  rebellious  yontb, 
Lost  to  thy  fear,  and  recreant  from  thy  name, 

Faise  to  the  i^terest  of  the  heart,  and  truth, 
On  foreign  altars  kindles  impious  flame. 

'*  Much  gloz*d  he  tauntfiil,  how  to  cobler  ainis 
The  yooth  awakening  from  each  femnle  wuey 

No  longer  met  i  u  love*s  opprobrious  dames, 
Slaves  to  an  eye,  orva$sałs  to  a  smile* 

**  Now  fifteen  years  the  stilUreturning  spring 
With  ilow'rs  the  bosom  of  the  earth  has  sow*d, 

As  ofl  the  groves  heard  Philomela  sing. 
And  treei  have  paid  the  fragrant  gifts  they  ow*d^ 

**  Since  our  dear  sisier  left  the  heaven1y  bow*r8: 
So  wiird  the  Fates,and  such  their  high  commands, 

She  should  be  bom  in  high  Edina*s  tow'rs. 
To  thce  far  dearer  than  all  other  lands. 

"  There,  clad  in  mortat  form,  she  lies  concealM, 
A  veil  more  bright  than  mortal  form  e^er  knew; 

So  iair  was  ne*er  to  dreaming  bard  reveaIM, 
Nor  sweeter  e'er  the  shadowing  pencil  drew. 

*'  Where'er  the  beauteous  heart-compeller  moyes, 
She  scatiers  wide  perdition  aH  aronnd : 

Biest  with  celestial  form,  and  crowu,'d  with  loyes. 
No  single  breast  is  refinactory  found. 

"  Yain  Pallas  now  th*  nnequał  conflict  shnns  • 
Yain  are  the  terrours  of  her  gorgon  shield  : 

Wit  bends;  but  chief  Apollo'8  yiełding  sons  : 
To  thy  ćiir  dores  hino*8  proud  peacocks  yield. 

"  Ko  ri^al  pow'rs  thy  envied  empire  share; 

Sevolted  mortals  crowd  again  thy  shrine; 
Doteous  to  loye,  and  every  pleasing  care, 

All  hearts  are  hers,  and  all  her  heart  is  thine. 

"  So  mild  a  sway  the  williug  nations  own; 

By  her  thou  triumph'st  o*er  this  subject  hall; 
Whilst  men  (the  secret  of  the  skies  unicnown) 

The  beauteous  appańtion  Laura  cali." 
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WrS  TC/RNED  TO  DESPALRi 

p 

Tis  past !  the  pangs  of  love  are  past^ 

I  love,  I  loTę  no  more ; 
Yet  who  would  think  I  am  at  last 

Hf^ore  wretched  t^n  before  ? 

How  bless'd,  when  first  my  heart  was  free<| 

From  love*8tormenting  care, 
If  cold  indiffereiice  did  succeed, 

Instead  of  fierce  despair } 

But  ąh  !  how  ill  is  he  re1eas'd, 

Tbough  love  a  tyrant  reigns, 
When  the  successor  in  his  breast 

Bedoubles  all  his  pains : 

In  Tain  attempts  the  woeful  wight^ 

Tbat  would  despair  remove : 
Its  little  finger  has  more  weight 

Than  al)^the  l^ini  of  love : 
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Thu8  the  poor  trretcb  that  \eft  his  dome 

With  spirit  foul  accurst, 
Fouiid  seren,  returnin^r  late,  at  home 

Morę  dreadful  tbsn  the  first. 

Weil  hop'd  I  once  that  constancy 
Might  softcn  rigour*8  firown» 

Would  fróm  the  cbains  of  hate  aet  fne. 
And  pay  my  ransom  doini : 

But,  ah !  the  judge  is  too  seTcre, 

I  siok  beneatb  his  ire; 
The  sentence  is  gone  foith,  to  bear 

Despair^s  eteraal  fire. 

The  hopoA  of  siHners,  in  the  day 

Of  grace,  their  fears  abate; 
Iiit  CTery  hope  flies  fieir  away, 

Wben  mercy  sbuts  her  gate: 

The  sniallcst  alms  could  o(t  suffice 

Łoye^s  huiiger  to  assuage; 
Dcspair,  the  worm  that  neTer  dies, 

Stiłi  gnaws  with  ceaseless  ragę. 


VOFE& 


A  FRAGMENT. 


IHB  TLOWESS. 


A  FRAGMBirr. 


Ov  dove8,8weetgenŁle  birds,theheaven-bomMuse 
Prepares  to  sing,  their  manners,  and  wbat  law 
The  blameless  race  obey,  tlieir  cares  and  loveii. 
O  sacred  virgin,  that,  to  me  unseen 
Yet  pre;$ent,whispers  nightly  in  my  ear 
liOre-dited  song  or  tale  of  martial  knight, 
As  best  becomes  the  time,  and  aidful  granta 
Celestial  grace  implor*d:  O!  bounteous,  tay 
What  fayoorite  maid  in  ber  fint  bloom  of  yoath 
"Wiltchoose  to  honour?  Seem  I  not  to  we 
Tha  laurel  shake,  and  hear  the  voice  dirine 
Sound  in  minę  eai :  <<  With  Erskine  best  agrees 
The  song  of  dOYes;  herscif  a  dove,  weli-pleasd 
list  gractous  to  the  tale  benign,  and  hear 
How  the  chaste  bird  with  words  of  fondling  lorę,    | 
Soft  billing,  wooes  his  maid;  their  spousal  lbves, 
Pure  and  unstaiu^d  with  jealou:»  fcar  of  change; 
How  studious  they  to  build  their  littic  nests, 
Natiii«'8artificer8!  and  tender,  breed 
Their  unfledgM  children,  till  they  wing  their  flight, 
Each  parcnt*s  care.*'  Come,  as  the  Muse  ordains, 
O !  thou  of  every  grace,  whose  looks  of  K»ve, 
Erskine,  attractire,  draw  all  woiidering  cyes, 
Constant  to  gazę;  and  whose  snbduing  speech 
Drops  as  the  honcycomb,  and  grace  is  pourM 
Into  thy  lips :  for  ever  thce  attends 
Sweetness  thy  handmaid,  and,  with  beauty,cłothes 
As  with  the  moming*s  rube  invested  round: 
O  comc,  again  invok*d,  and  smilini?  lend 
Thy  pleas'd  attention,  whiist  iii  figur*d  silk 
Thy  knowing  needlc  plants  th'  embroider^d  flowcr 
As  in  its  natire  bed :  so  may*8t  thou  fiod 
Delight  perpetual  and  th'  iiiciining  ear 
Of  Hcav'n  propitious  to  thy  maiden  vow, 
Wben  thou  shalt  seek  from  Iove  a  youth  ador9'd 
With  all  perfection,  worthy  of  thy  cboice. 
To  bless  thy  uightof  joy  and^ocial  care. 
O  happy  be,  for  whom  ibe  vow  is  madej 


Thv  care  of  gardens,  and  the  cardea'!  pridtf 
To  rear  the  blooming  flowen,  inTitet  the  Mose; 
A  gratefiil  task!  To  thee,  O  Hame,  die  ńngs, 
Well-plea8'd  amid  the  Terdant  waliLi  to  rtny 
With  thee,  her  chief  delight,  wfaen  iomraer  młlci» 
Come  now,  my  love,  nor  fear  the  winter**  tmęfii 
For  see,  the  winter^s  post,  the  rains  are  gone : 
Behold,  the  singing  of  the  bitda  is  now, 
Season  benign:  the  joyous  race  prepaire 
Their  native  metody,  and  warbling  ain 
AreJieard  in  every  grove:  the  llowers  appear, 
£arth*s  smiling  ofrspHng,and  the  beauteous  miisadt 
Are  cloth^d  in  pleasant  gneen :  now  fruitfal  treci 
Put  forth  their  tender  buds  that  soon  sball  swell 
With  rich  nectareous  juice,  and  woo  thy  hand 
To  plnck  their  ripen'd  swrets.     Forsake  awhile 
The  noise  of  cities,  and  with  me  retire 
To  rural  solitude.   Lo!  for  thy  head 
I  weave  a  garland,  deck'd  with  Temal  floiren, 
Violet,  and  hyaclnth,  and  blushing  rosę 
Of  every  rich  perfnme ;  here  in  this  calm 
And  undisturb'd  retreat  content  to  dweU 
Secluded  from  n^nk^nd,  with  thee  and  love 
Sweet^ner  of  human  cares.    But  tiiou  peifaapa 
I>eUght*8t  to  hear  the  voice  that  blds  thee  comt 
To  festival  and  dance,  thou  Iong'st  to  meet 
The  rapturM  youth,  that  at  asscinbly  hour 
Awaits  thy  coming:  hastę,  adoniM  in  all 
Thy  nativc  sofŁuess,  fresh  as  breathiog  flowei* 
Sweet  smelliug  in  the  momiug  dew,  and  fire 
His  sout,  ill  able  to  resist  such  charms. 
Won  with  attractive  smiles ;  w  bile  T  far  off 
Bemoan  thy  absence,  and  thy  image  form 
In  every  thicket  aud  each  becretginre. 
To  sootbe  my  louging  miód  by  &ncy'fi  aid^ 
Pleasing  resemblance  I  untU  thou  thyself^ 
O  fairest  among  womeu,  deign  to  grace 
The  bower  that  iove  prepares,  ftom  me  to  lem 
The  care  and  culture  of  the  flowery  kind. 
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TJIE  EPISODE  OF  THE  THISrTLE. 

FŁDWERS,  BOOS  I. 

Nor  to  the  garden  sole  wbere  fair  resides 
As  in  her  conrt  the  scarlet  qneen,  amid 
ller  train  of  flowery  nymphs,  does  Natore  boon 
Indulge  her  gifts;  but  to  each  nameiess  field, 
Wben  the  warra  Sun  rejoicing  in  the  year 
Stirs  up  the  latent  juice,  she  scatters  wide 
Her  rosy  obiidren:  tben,  iimiimeroas  birtht 
As  from  the  womb  spring  up,  and  wide  perfame 
Their  cradles  with  ambrosial  8U'eet8  around. 
Far  as  the  eye  caii  reacb  all  Naturę  smiies, 
Hill,  dale,  or  ralley,  wbere  a  lucid  stream 
Leads  throngh  the  ievel-down  his  siWer  maże, 
Gliding  with  eTCn  pace,  direct,  as  one 
On  journey  bent,  and  now  meandering  fair, 
Unnumber*d  currehts  to  and  fino  conTolT*d, 
His  pastime,  undemeath  the  agaregreen 
The  wanton  fishes  sport;  and  round  his  baaks, 
Sole  or  in  consort,  the  aSrial  kind 
Resound  in  air  with  song:  the  wild  thy  me  here 
Breatbes  fragrancei  and  a  thousand  gUttenąg 
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Art  nwr  tow*d»    Ef'a  here  the  nsuig  weed 
The  landscape  paints ;  the  lioii*s  yellow  tooth, 
TheąnamelCd  dalsy,  with  its  ro8C  adorn*d 
Tbe  prickiy  briar,  and  tlie  Thistle  rude^ 
Au  armed  warrior,  with  his  host  of  spears. 
Thrioe  happy  plaot  I  fair  Scotia'8  gpreatest  pride, 
I^mbłein  of  módest  valour,  uDprovok*d 
That  barmeth  not;  provokM,  th&Ł  will  not  bear 
Wroag  nDrereof^d.  Whatthougb  thehiimble  rooŁ 
Di8honour'd  ent,  the  growth  of  every  field 
Aroge  unheeded  through  the  sŁubborn  soil 
Jejane!  though  softer  flowers,  disdaiuful,  ńy 
Thy  feUowship,  nor  in  the  oosegay  join, 
IlJ*niatch*d  compeers ;  not  less  ^e  dews  of  Heav'n 
Batbe  thy  roagh  cheeks,  and  wash  thy  warlike  mail, 
Gift  of  iudulgent  skies !  Though  lily  pure 
A  nd  roce  of  fragrant  leaf,  best  represent 
Maria'8  snowy  brcast  and  ruddy  chcek 
Blushing  with  bluom;  though  Ormond'$  lanrel 
Sublimer  braach,  indułging  lofUer  shade        [rear 
To  heaven-instructed  bai-d,  that  strings  beneath, 
MelodiouB,  his  souuding  wire,  to  tales 
Of  beauty'8  praise,  or  froin  yjctorious  camps 
Heroes  returning  fierce:  unenvied  may 
The  snewy  lily  flourish  round  the  brow 
Of  Gallia^s  king;  the  thistle  bappier  far 
£xałted  iato  noble  famę,  shali  ńse 
Triamphant  o*er  each  flower,  to  Scotia*s  bards 
Sabjeet  of  lasting  song,  tlieir  nionarch's  choice  ; 
Who,  bounteous  to  the  lowly  weed,  refus^d 
Each  other  plant,  aud  bade  the  Thistle  waye, 
Embroider^d,  in  his  ensigns,  \vide  display*d 
Attkong  the  mura!  breacb.    How  oft,  beneath 
Its  martial  influence,  have  Scotia*8  sona 
Throogb  eyery  age  with  dauntless  vftlour  fought 
On  erery  hosŁiie^round !  while  q*er  their  breast, 
Companioa  to  the  silver  star,  blest  type 
Of  &me  unsullied  and  superior  deed, 
Distinguish'd  oroament !  their  native  plant 
Surrounds  the  sainted  cross,  with  costly  row 
Of  gema,  emblaz'd,  and  flaroe  of  radiant  guld, 
A  aaered  mark,  their  giory  and  their  pride! 

But  wouidat  thou  kiiow  how  first  th*  illustrioua 
Hoae  to  renown  ?  hear  the  tecording.  Muse  J  [plant 
While  back  through  ages  tbat  have  rollM  she  leads 
Th'  inquiring  eye,  aud  wakens  into  life 
Meroesand  migbty  kings  whose  god-like  deeda 
Are  now  nu  morę;  yct  still  the  famę  survives, 
Yictor  o'er  time,  the  triumph  of  the  Muse ! 

As  yet  for  Iove  of  arts  and  arms  rettown'dy 
For  hoary  stres  with  gi^fts  of  wiadom  gracM, 
UnriTal'd  maids  in  beauty^s  blooro,  desire 
Of  erery  eye,  and  youthAil  gallant  chiefa  . 
For  courage  fam^ó  and  błeat  with  sacred  cong, 
Fionrish>d,  aublime,  the  Pictish  throne;  and  shaf^d, 
Itiyał  of  Scotia'*s  power»  fair  Caledon. 
£quals  in  sway,  while  both  alike  aspir'd 
To  single  rule,  disdainingto  obey: 
Oft  led  by  hate  and  tliirst  of  dire  rcyenge 
For  ravi^'d  beauty,  or  fur  kindred  slain, 
Wide  wastijjg  otheis'  realms  with  inroads  fierce 
Until  tbe  Second  Kenneth,  great  in  arms, 
Srandish'd  th*  ayenging  sword,  that  Iow  in  dust 
Humbled  tbe  haughty  race:  yet  oft,  of  war 
"Weary  and  havock  dire,  in  mutual  blood 
£mbru*d,  the  nations  joinM  in  teagu<;s  of  peace 
Short  »pace  enjoyM ;  wbcn  nice.suspicious  fears. 
By  jealous  love  uf  empire  bred,  again, 
With  fatal  breath,  blew  the  dire  tlame  of  war, 
Bekindling  nerce»    Thus,  when  Achaiui  reign*d> 


By  the  disposing  will  of  gracioua  Heay^n 
Ordain'd  the  prince  of  peace,  fair  Ethelind, 
Grace  of  the  Pictish  throne,  in  rosy  youth 
Of  beauty's  bloom,  in  his  young  heart  inspir^d 
SpousaMesires;  soft  loye,  and  doye-ey'd  peące, 
Herdowry.    Then  his  hymeneal  torch 
Concdrd  high  brandish*d;  and  in  bonds  of  loye 
Łink'd  tbe  coutending  race.    But,  ah !  how  vaia 
Hopes  mortal  mau,  his  joys  on  Earth  to  last 
Perpetual  and  sincere:  for  AthelsŁane, 
Fierce  from  the  conque8t  of  great  Alured, 
Northumbrian  ruler,  came.    On  Tweda*s  short 
FuU  twenty  thousand  brazen  spears  he  fixt, 
Shining  a  deathful  vicw;  dismay*d  the  brare 
Erst  undismay'd:  ey*n  he  tbeir  warlike  chief, 
Hungus,  in  arms  a  great  and  mighty  name, 
Felthis  fierce  beart  suspended,  if  to  meet 
Th*  outra^eous  Saxon,  dreadful  in  the  ranka 
Of  battle  disarray*d.    Suppliant  of  help, 
He  sues  the  Scotish  race,  by  friendly  tiea 
Adjur'd,  and  nuptial  rites  and  equal  fcars. 
Led  by  their  gallant  prince,  the  choben  train 
Forsake  tbeir  natiye  walls.    The  glud  acciaim 
Of  shouting  crowds,  and  the  soft  yirgins*  wiah 
Pursue  the  parting  chiefs  to  battle  sent, 
With  omens  not  averse.     Oarkness  arose, 
0*er  Heav*n  and  Bartli,  as  ngw  but  narrow  space 
Sander*d  each  hu^tiłe  force:  sole  in  his  tent 
Tbe  youthful  chief,  the  bope  of  Albion,  lay 
Słumbering  secure,  when  in  the  hour  of  sleep 
A  yenerable  form,  Saiot  Andrew,  aeeu 
Majestic,  solemU)  grand,  before  his  sight 
In  yision,  stood:  his  deep  and  piercing  eye 
Look*d  wisdom,  and  maturę  sedaŁeness  weigVd 
To  doubtful  counsels;  from  bis  temples  flow*d 
His  hair,  wbite  as  the  snowy  fleece  that  clothea 
Tbe  Alpine  ridge,  acrosshis  shoulders  hiing 
A  baldric,  where  sonie  heareuly  pcncil  wrought 
Th*  eyents  of  years  to  comc ;  prophetic  drawn, 
Seasons  and  timcs :  in  his  rigbt  hand  he  held 
A  cross,  far  beaming  through  the  night;  his  Icft 
A  pointed  thistle  rear*d.    *<  Fear  not,'*  he  cry'd, 
"  Thy  oountry*8  early  pridc;  for  lo!  to  thee 
CommlssionM  T,  from  Heav*n*s  eternal  king, 
Ethereal  me^sengcr  of  Łidings  glad, 
Propitious  now  am  sent:— tben,  be  thou  boId« 
Tb  morrow  sball  deliyer  to  thy  hand 
The  troops  of  Athełstane.    But  oh !  attend, 
Instructed  from  the  skies,  the  terms  of  fate, 
Conditional  assign^d;  for  if  misled 
By  sacred  lust  of  arbitrary  sway, 
Thou,  or  of  thee  to  come,  thy  race  sball  wagę 
Injurious  war,  unrighteous  to  invade 
His  neighbour'8  realms;  who  darca  the guilty  deed^ 
Him  Heayen  shall  desert  in  needful  hour 
Of  sad  distress,  deiiyer*d  o'er  a  prey         * 
To  all  the  nations  round.    This  plant  I  bear, 
Expre88iye  eroblem  of  thy  equal  deed: 
This,  inofienaiye  ia  its  natiye  field, 
Peaceful  inhabitant,  and  lowly  grows; 
Yet  who  with  hostile  hands  its  bristly  spearf 
Unpunish*d  msy  proyokc  ?  and  such  be  thou 
Unprompt  t'  inyade,  and  actire  to  defend; 
Wise  fortitude !  but  when  the  rooming  flameS| 
Secure  ia  Heay*n,  against  yon  fated  host 
Go  up,  aud  oyercome.     When  home  retum*d 
With  triumph  croivn*d,  grateful  to  me  shalt  rear 
A  rising  tempie  on  the  destin'd  space, 
With  lofty  towers  and  battlcments  adom*d^ 
A  bouse  where  Gęd  shćdldwell/'  The  yiaioa  spok^ 
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And  inix*dwith  nigbt,when  startiDgfrom  his  couch 
Tbe  ycmth  frum  slamber  wak'd.  The  mingled  cries 
Of  hone,  aod  horsemen  furious  for  the  day, 
Assail  bis  ears.     And  now  botb  armies  cIo8'd 
Teonpestuous  fight.    Aloud  the  welkin  roars, 
Resounding  wide,  and  groans  of  deatb  are  heard 
Superior  o'er  the  din.    The  rival  chiefs 
Ettch  adverse  battle  gor'd.     Herę  Athel  stanę, 
Horrcnt  in  mail,  rear*d  high  his  mooDy  shield 
Witb  Saxon  trophies  charg*d  and  deeds  ofblood, 
Horrid  achievcment!  nor  less  furiuus  there 
Hungus,  in6ani'd  with  desperate  ragę  and  keeA 
Desire  of  Tictory ;  and  near  bim  join*d, 
With  social  yalour,  by  the  vi8ion  fir'df 
Tłie  hopes  of  Caledon,  the  Scotish  oak 
Plies  furious,  that  from  tbe  niighty's  btood 
RŁ'tuni*d  not  back  uustainM.  Thus,  when  theseeds 
Of  fire  and  nitrous  spuine  and  grain  adust, 
Sulphureous,  distend  Eart^s  hollow  womb, 
Sicilian  Etna  labours  to  difgorge 
l^ieadful  ei-uption ;  from  the  smoking  top 
Flows  down  the  molten  rock  in  liquid  ore, 
A  threcfold  current  to  the  wasted  plain, 
Each  rayaging  a  separate  way:  so  fought 
Desperate  the  chiefs;  nine  hours  in  eqiial  scalę 
The  battie  hung,  the  tenth  the  angel  rcar*d 
The  tiitclary  cross,  then  disarray 
Feli  on  the  Saxon  host'    Thus  when  of  old 
Th*  Amalekite  in  va!e  of  Rephidim, 
.  Againstthe  chosen  race  of  Judah,  set 
The  battle  in  array,  and  various  chance 
Altemate  nilM,  when  as  the  Sun  went  down, 
Aaron  and  Hur  upstaid  the  faiHng  hands 
Of  Moscs,  to  sustąin  the  potent  rod, 
Till  Israel  overthrew :  thus  sore  that  day 
The  battle  went  against  the  numerous  hofts 
Of  Athelstane,  impure;  the  daring  chief. 
Far  from  the  slaughter  borne,  a  swelling  stream 
By  sudden  rains  high  snrging  o*er  its  baaks, 
ImpervioU8  to  his  flight,  for  ever  sank, 
}fumber*d  annongst  tbe  dead.    Then  ront  on  rtmt^ 
Confusion  on  cpnfusion,  wild  dismay, 
And  slaughter  raging  wide,  o*ertum*d  the  bands 
Brewhile  so  proud  arrayM.    Amas^d  they  fled 
Before  the  Scotish  sword ;  for  from  the  sword, 
From  the  drawn  sword,  they  fled,  the  bended  bow, 
The  vic^or'8  shoot,  and  bonour  of  the  war. 
The  royal  youth,  thus  vict6i-  of  his  vows, 
Leads  to  bis  native  land  with  conqu('St  crowitM, 
His  warring  powers;  nor  of  the  heavenly  dream 
Unmindi''ul,  bade  the  promisM  towers  aspire 
With  solemn  rites  maide  sacred  to  the  name 
Of  him  in  vision  seen.    Then  to  in^pire 
Ix>ve  of  heroic  worth,  and  kindle  seeds 
Of  virtuous  emulation  in  the  soul 
Ripening  to  deed,  be  crown'd  his  manly  breast 
With  a  refulgent  star,  and  iu  the  star 
Amidst  the  rnbies'  blazc,  distinguishM  shines 
Thn  sainted  cross,  around  whose  golden  verge 
Th'  embroiderM  thistle,blt8t  enclosurc!  winda 
A  warlike  foliage  of  portcd  spears 
Pefencefnl:  last,  partakers  uf  his  fan\e, 
He  adds  a  chosen  train  of  gallant  youths, 
lllustirions  feilowship !  abore  their  peera 
£xalted  emłnent :  the  shining  band, 
Bevote  to  fome,  aiong  the  crowded  streets 
Are  led,  exułting,  to  the  lofty  fane 
With  holy  festiral  and  ritual  pomp 
InstalPd,  of  solemn  prayer,  and  oflerM  vow8 
lnviolate,  and  sacred,  tę  prcserv« 


The  ordinance  of  HeaT^n,  and  gVMt  dteree, 
Voice  of  the  silcnt  night:  O  III  foreseen  *, 
O  judgments  itl  forewam'd  and  8ure  denoaiKfd 
Of  futare  woes  and  covenant8  broke  in  bloody 
That  children's  cbildrea  wept:  how  didst  tbo« 
O  Tirgin  daugbter,  and  what  tcars  bedew'd  [friere, 
The  cheek  of  hoory  age,  when,  as  tbe  Fates, 
TransgressM  the  high  command,  sererely  wilPd, 
Tbe  hapless  youth,  as  the  fierce  lioD'8  wbdp, 
Feli  in  the  fiatal  snare?  that  sacred  bead 
Where  late  tbe  Graces  dwelt,  and  wiadom  miłd 
Subdaed  attention,  gbastly,  f»le,  defonn'd, 
Of  royalty  de8poird,by  nithłess  banda 
Pixt  on  a  tpear,  the  scoff  of  gazingcn>wd% 
Mean  triumph,  borne :  tben  first  the  rmdiant  croM 
Submitted  in  tbe  dust,  dishonoar  foul, 
Her  holy  splendours;  fint,  tbe  thittłe^s  spean 
Broke  by  a  bostile  band,  the  silver-6tar  ^ 
Felt  dim  eclipse,  and  mourn'd  in  dark  MJouniy 
A  tedious  lengtb  of  years,  tiU  be,  the  fifth 
Triumphant  James,  of  Stoart*s  ancient  lnie» 
Restor*d  the  formcr  grace,  and  bade  it  ahine, 
With  added  gifls  adornM.    To  cho^^en  twelre, 
Invested  with  the  omaments  of  famę, 
Their  80vereign'8  love,  he  bounteous,  gaye  to  wcar, 
Across  their  shoulders  flung,  the  nidiant  brede 
Of  evening  blue,  of  simple  faith  nnstainM 
Mysterioud  sign  and  loyalty  sincere. 
Approven  chieft !  how  many  sona,  enn>U*d 
In  the  fair  deathless  list,  bas  Scotia  seen, 
Or  terrible  in  war  for  bold  exp1oit  ? 
Blest  champions !  or  in  the  mild  arts  of  petce 
LawgiYers  wise,  and  of  cndanger'd  rights 
Firm  guardians  in  evil  times,  to  deatb 
Asserting  Virtue'8  cause,  and  VirUic'-«  train  ? 
Blest  patronage !  nur  these»  with  cnvy,  new 
Th*  embroider'd  garter  to  surround  the  lunee 
Of  military  chiefe  of  Brutus*  blood ; 
With  equal  honours  grac*d,  while  monarcha  bear 
The  consecrated  cross,  and  happy  plant 
Bright  on  the  regal  robę  ;  nor  Talued  morę 
Th'  anointing  oil  of  Heav*n !  In  Britain's  sbifU 
The  northern  star  mingles  with  Georgc*8  beams, 
Consorted  light,  and  near  Hibemia's  barp, 
Breathingthe  spiritof  peace  and  focial  loye, 
Harmonious  power,  the  Scotish  thistlc  filia 
Disfinguish*d  place,  and  guards  the  Englisb 
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Wełł  sung  of  old,  in  ererlasting  strains, 
Horace,  sweet  lyrist;  while  the  Roman  harp 
1  le  struiig  by  Tyber'9  yellow  bank,  to  charm 
Tuscan  Maecenait,  thy  well-judging  car; 
How  in  Iife's  joumey,  variou8  wisbcs  lead 
Through  diiferent  roads,  to  difi*erent  edds,  tbe  raca 
Diyerse  of  human  kind.     The  bero  runa 
Careless  of  rcst,  of  ^{(ry  Libyan  beat 
Patient,  and  Russian  cold,  to  win  renown; 
M  ighty  in  arms,  and  warlike  enterprise ; 
Vain  efibrts !  the  coąuettish  nyroph  still  fliea 
His  swift  pursuit,  and  jilts  Ambition's  bope. 
At  home,  this  man  with  eaae  aod  plenty  błe8i'd 

>  This  rrfers  to  the  story  of  King  Alpin  sbio  by. 
the  Pic:ts,  and  his  bead  fixed  to  a  pplsb  See  Bu-*' 
chiUKUi,  book  5, 
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The  towering  dome  dellghts;  and  gardens  fair, 
And  fraitlul  fielda,  with  tilvan  honoun  cronrn^dy 
SŁretch*d  out  in  wide  estent;  the  gay  machina 
Bear  to  the  female  nce^  the  gilded  coacl^ 
With  lireried  temuits  in  retinoe  lonf^, 
AdornM  with  splendent  robes,  tha  pompona  train 
Of  pageantry  and  pride.    His  neighbour  sito 
ImmurM  at  hońne,  a  miser  dire!  nor  dares 
To  touch  hit  ttore,  throngh  dread  of  fancied  want: 
Indiutrious  of  gani,  he  treatures  up 
Large  heapt  of  wealth,  to  bless  a  spendthrift  heir 
Th«t  waatea  in  riot,  lusuiy,  and  mis-nile, 
The  pnrehase  of  his  want;  nonght  shall  he  reck 
Hia  fathei^s  pine,  wben  layith  he  ordains 
^e  feast  in  pillar^d  hall,  or  snnny  bow»r, 
With  Inst-inflaming  winę,  and  wicked  mirth 
Prolong>d  to  morniog  hour,  and  giiilty  deed. 

Othcrs  again,  the  woods  of  Asteiy 
Love  to  inbabtt,4>r  where  down  the  mount 
6ky-climbing  Parnass',  her  sweet-soundiog  wave 
Castalia  ponn,  with  potent  vtrtaes  blessM ; 
Powerful  to  charni  the  ear  of  fuńoui  wrath, 
To  cloae  the  eye  of  angaish,  or  to  strike 
The  lifted  dagger  from  despaińng  breast. 
Such  Addison ;  and  wich,  with  laurel  crown*d, 
loimortal  Congreve ;  such  the  Muses*  grace^ 
Maeonian  Popc :  nor  do  the  Ninę  refuse 
To  rank  with  these,  Fergusian  nigbtlngale, 
TJntaught  with  wood-notes  wild,  sweet  Allan  hight; 
Wbether  on  the  flow'r4>łu8hing  bank  of  Tweed, 
Or  Clyde,  or  Tay'8  smooth-winding  stream,  his 
Cboose  to  reside ;  or  o'er  the  snowy  hills     [Muse 
Beniomony  or  proud  Monnount,  all  the  day, 
Clad  in  tartana,  varied  garb,  she  royes. 
To  hear  of  kings'  and  heroes'  godlike  deeds: 
Or,  if  ddighted  on  the  knee  she  lies 
Of  loTely  nymph,  as  happy  lap-dog  gracM  ; 
Intent  to  sootbe  the  Scotish  damsePs  ear, 
Cochrane  or  Hamilton ;  with  pleasing  song 
Of  him  who  sad  beneath  the  witherM  branch 
Sat  of  Traąnair,  compiaining  of  his  lass ; 
Or  the  fond  maid,  that  o'tr  the  wat*ry  brink 
Wept  sleepless  night  and  day ;  stilł  wafting  o*er 
Her  Aying  love,  from  Aberdour^s  fair  coast. 

Otbers  again,  by  party  ragę  inflhm'd, 
^lindfolded  zeal,  and  superstition  dire, 
Offspring  of  ignorance,  and  cloister-bom, 
With  undistinguishM  vioIence,  assanlt 
Botb  good  and  bad.        .   ■» 
'   Tbere  is,  who  studious  of  his  shape  and  mień 
On  dnRss  alone  employs  his  care  to  please, 
Aspiring  with  his  out\7ard  show ;  who,  vain 
Of  flazen  hair  perfum^d,  and  Indian  cane, 
£mbn>ider'd  yest,  and  stockings  silver-clock*d, 
Walks  through  th*  admiring  train  of  ladies  bright; 
Sole  on  hi mself  intent;  best  likenM  to 
The  paioted  insect,  thiat  iii  suramer^s  beat 
Flutters  the  gardens  round,  with  glossy  wing, 
J>tstinct  with  eyes;  him  oft  the  tender  Miss, 
£scap*d  from  lounpler  and  ike  boarding-school, 
Pursues  with  weary  foot,  from  flow'r  to  flow*r, 
Tolip,  or  lily  brigłit,  or  ruby'd  rosę; 
And  often  in  the  hollow  of  ber  band 
Retains  him  captive,  sweet  imprisonment! 
But,  ah .'  how  vain  the  joys  the  beau  can  boast; 
Awhile  he  shines  in  tavem,  visit,  dance, 
XJnrivard,  clad  in  rich  refulgent  garb 
Łap'd  or  brocaded;  till  the  merchant  bold, 
With  messenger  conspiring,  mortal  dire ! 
Cl  mercUess  heart^  throw  him  in  ^ongicon  deep 


Recluse  from  ladies;  what  arails  him  then 
The  loTe  of  women }  or  the  many  balls 
He  madę  to  please  the  fair  ?  There  must  he  Ita 
Remediless,  if  not  by  pity  won 
Fair  Cytherea,  sea-begotten  damę. 
By  spousal  gifts  finom  sooty  Yulcan  earn 
Fallacious  key;  as  erst,  by  love  o'ercome, 
He  foig*d  celestial  arms,  to  grace  ber  son 
Anchises-bom ;  and  in  the  borrow'd  form 
Of  longing  widów,  or  of  maiden  aunt, 
(While  sly  Cylleuiusy  witłi  opiatc  charm 
Of  Ceres,  tlie  still-watching  Ai^gus*  eyes 
Of  keeperdrench  in  sleq>  profound),  rdease 
The  captive  knight  from  tbe  eochanted  dome. 

Thus  otbers  cboose:  their  choice  aifects  not  me; 
For  each  his  own  delight,  with  secr^t  foróe 
Magnetic,  as  with  Hnks  of  love,  constrahn. 
Behoyes  me  then  to  say  what  bias  mles 
My  inclinations,  sińce  desire  of  famę 
ProYokes  me  not  to  win  renown  in  arms. 
Nor  at  Płeria*s  silrer  spring  to  slake 
Th'  insatiate  thirst;  to  write  on  the  coy  nymph 
Łove-labour'd  soonet;  nor  in  well-dressM  beau 
Tu  please  the  lovely  ses.    For  me  at  Keith'8 
Awaits  a  bowi,  capacious  for  my  cares; 
Tbere  will  I  drown  them  all,  no  daring  thought 
Shall  inteiTopt  my  mirth,  wrfaile  there  I  sit 
Surrounded  with  my  frieuds ;  and  envy  not 
The  pomp  of  needtess  grandeur,  insolent. 
Nor  shall  alone  the  bowi  of  punch  delight, 
Compounded  fluid !  rich  with  juicy  spoil 
Of  fair  Iberia*s  sunny  coast,  combin'd 
With  the  auxiliar  aid  of  rack  or  rnm, 
Barbade,  or  Sumatra,  or  Ooan-born ; 
The  luscious  q>irit  of  the  cane,  that  in 
Fermenting  cups  with  native  element  • 

Of  water  mixt,  puie  limpid  stream !  unite 
Their  social  sweeto.     For  us,  her  ruddy  sonl 
The  Latian  grapę  shall  błeed ;  nor  will  thy  hilla,' 
Far-flowiugRhine,  withbold  their  clusteringTuie& 
Hastę  then!  to  friendship  sacred  let  us  pour 
Th'  exhilaniting  flood,  while,  as  our  hands 
In  union  knit,  we  plight  our  mutual  hearta 
Ciose  as  the  loving  pair,  whom  holy  writ 
Renowns  to  futnre  times,  great  Jonathan, 
And  Je8se*s  son:  no  w  tbis  delighu  my  souŁ. 

There  was  a  time  we  would  not  baTe  lefiu^ 
MacdougaPs  lowly  roof,the  land  of  ale; 
Fiowing  with  ale,  as  erst  in  Canaan  said 
To  flow  with  boney :  there  we  often  met, 
And  quaff'd  away  our  spleen,  while  fits  of  mirth 
Frequent  were  beard :  nor  wanted  amorous  song. 
Nor  jocund  dance ;  lood  as  in  Eden  town, 
Where  the  tir^d  writor  pens  the  lirelong  day, 
Summons  and  homing,  or  the  spousal  band 
Of  Strephon,  and  of  Chloe,  lovely  lass  ! 
Spent  with  his  toil  when  thirsty  twilight  falls, 
He  bies. him  gladsome  to  the  well-known  place, 
Buil-cellari  or  O  Johnston'8  thine !  where  fond 
Of  drink,  and  knowledge,  erst  philosophers 
Have  met;  or  Couts*8  dark  Cimmerian  celi. 
Fuli  many  a  fathom  deep  t  from  far  he  bears 
Tbe  social  clamour  through  the  dome  resonnd; 
He  speeds  amain  to  join  the  jorial  throng. 
So  we  delighted  once:  the  bowl  meanwhile 
Walk'd  ceaseiess  Ktill  the  round,  to  some  foir  name 
Deroted ;  thine,  Maria,  toasted  chief, 
Duty  obścquious !  and  thy  looksbenign 
Mi9s'd  not  their  due  regard:  Dtmdassea  fair 
Cłaim'd  next  (he  kindred  lay ;  nor  didst  tboa  paas. 
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Constance,  uncciebraied  or  ans ung. 

Hail,  sacred  tbree !  hail,  sister  miads!  may  Meav'ii 

Pour  down  utacoinmon  blcssiii^s  on  yonr  heads. 

Thus  dłd  our  youngcr  ycars  i  o  pleasing  stream 
Flow  ino{fensive^  frieodship  grac'd  our  days, 
And  dream  of  Ioving  inistress  bless'd  our  ulght. 
Ko  w,  front  these  joys  convey'd,  (so  fatc  ordaius) 
Thou  waader*st  ioto  foreign  reaims,  from  this 
Far,  far  sejoin*d;  no  morę  with  us  to  dinin 
The  ample  bowl  j  or,  wheu  in  Heav*n  subitme 
The  monthly  Yirgiti  from  fuil  gathcr'd  globe 
Pours  dov\  n  her  amber  streams  of  light,  tiU  wide 
1'he  etber  iłame»  with  clioral  sj^mphony 
Of  Yoice,  attemper*d  to  sweet  hautboy'8  breath, 
Mixt  with  the  violJu?s  8iiver  sound,  below 
The  window  of  somc  maid  belov*d,  shali  ply 
The  nigbtly  serenadę.— -To  otber  joys 
Thbu  now  must  tum,  when  on  the  pleasing  shore 
Of  mild  Hespcria,  thou  beho1d'6t  amaz'd 
The  venerable  ums  of  ancient  chiefs, 
A^ho  Stern  in  arroa,  and  resołute  to  darc 
In  freedom'8  cause,  haye  died,  or  glorious  Hv*d  > 
Camillus;  Brutus,  great  from  tyrant*s  blood; 
Conolanuii,  famous  in  exiłe; 
I^nrelM  Z^mean  Scipio,  the  scourge 
Of  Punic  race ;  or  liberty^s  last  hope, 
Self-murder^d  Cato;  consecraie  to  famę 
They  live  for  evcr  in  the  hearts  of  men, 
Far  bfctter  monument,  th^n  costJy  tonib 
Of  £gypt*s  kings. '  Time,  with  destructiye  hand, 
Shalt  moukler  into  dust  the  pil*d-up  stone, 
With  all  its  praiset;  ah!  how  vain  is  famę! 
With  rirtue  tben  immortalize  thy  life. 

Bat  thcse,  so  potent  Natttre'8  will  decrees^ 
Delight  not  me,  on  oUier  thoughts  intent; 
Not  8tudi,ou8  at  midnight  lamp  to  porę 
The  medal 9  learned  coin  !  wbere  laurel  wi^eathes 
The  saered  head  of  kiogs,  or  beauty  bright 
Of  kings  Street  paramour,  the  Ietter*d  sagę 
Or  pradcnt  senator,  by  eating  time 
DefacM  injurioos ;  the  faithless  trust  » 

Of  human  greatuess !  Nor  do  I  incline 
To  pass  the  Frith  that  parts  from  Gallia^s  reign 
Urly  natire  coast,  solicitous  to  know 
What  other  lands  impart:  all  my  delights 
Are  with  my  friends  in  merry  hour,  at  Steers 
AssemUed,  wbile  unrespitcd  the  glass 
Swift  circles  round  tbe  board»  cbargM  with  fair 
Erskine,  or,  Pringle,  thioe ;  until  the  Sun  [name, 
That,  setting,  warnM  us  to  the  iiiendly  cup«, 
Awake,  and  view  our  rerele  uncompletc. 
Bot  if  the  Hearens,  disposer  of  our  fote, 
Forcc  me,  unwiliing,  shift  my  uative  land ; 
O  !  in  wbatever  soii  my  weary  feet 
Are  d(X)mM  to  ^tray^O  might  t  meet  my  fricnd ! 
Or  if  the  rising  Sun  shall  gild  my  8teps 
On  fruitful  fleidsof  Ind,  Bengala's  shore, 
Spice-bearihg  Tidor'8  isle,  or  where  at  evei 
Neai  western  Califam,  bcncath  the  mniii 
>}e  sinks  in  gold  \  or  on  rine-fosterin^^  hills        ' 
Of  jiearcr  I^tium,  nurse  of  kings  and  gods. 
O !  might  I  view  tliee  on  tbe  flowery  vrrge 
Of  Tyber,  stream  renownM  in  poeta*  scn^ ; 
Or  in  the  Roman  streets,  with  curious  eye 
Studying  the  połish'd  stoiie,  or  trophied  arch 
Traian,  or  Antoninę ;  not  long  content 
With  toil  unprofitabłe.     l'hee  IM  lead 
Weil  pleas*d  to  Horace*  tomb,  dearlaughing  bard! 
Where  tbe  Ealernian  vintage  sbould  inspire 
Sweiet  Łbougbts  of  past  deligbt^  thę  goblet  rough 


With  sculptuiM  gold  rosy  finom  Chios'  isle, 
Shoułd  warm  our  hearts  sacred  to  Pring]e's  ci 
Still  glowing,  and  to  sweet  Humeia^s  lipy 
To  Druinmoud*8  cye,  Maria*s  snuwy  breast 
Soft-heaving,  or  to  love)y  Ecakine^s  smile; 
Wbile  on  tbe  woi^nded  glass  tbe  diamood'8  path 
Paithful,  shall  show  eaOh  farourite  yiigin*!  namef 
Not  witbout  yerse  and  various  embibm  grBc'd. 
The  JLatian  youtb  at  merry  reyełs  met, 
In  fancy  siiall  admire  tbe  Scotish  maid 
Bright  ajs  tbe  ruddy  virgin  Roroan-bom  ; 
Nor  with  their  native  dames  refuae  to  join 
Impaitial,  their  health  beloy*d^  and  would 
The  Ninę  inspire  me  cqual  to  my  choice, 
In  lays  such  as  the  Koman  swan  might  8ing» 
Fair  as  Horatiau  Lydia  sbould  my  Uume 
For  ever  flourish ,  or  Neera  bright, 
Of  sofl  Tibullus*  Muse  the  10vely  tbeme. 
Nor  should  aloue  in  melancholy  strains, 
Of  crucl  nymph,  and  constant  tows  refos^d, 
Gallus  complain,  wben  on  tbe  flinty  rock, 
Or  waJIiog  uear  eartb-diying  Arethuse, 
Sicilian  stream,  he  madę  to  woods  bis  moan, 
Despairing  of  his  loves  :  Maria^s  scom, 
Clotb'd  in  the  style  of  Mąntua,  should  shine 
As  thiae,  Lycoris  !  tbeme  of  futurę  song 
Survi\'ing  as  itself.     Maria^s  scorn 
For  eyer  I  endure :  ah!  bard  return 
To  warmth  like  minę :  nathleas the  monmiDg  Most 
Must  praise  tbe  maid  still  beautcous  in  her  eye, 
Crown^d  with  each  lovely  grace,  and  warm  la 
Thougb,  sullen  t<2  my  suit,  her  ear  be  abot  [bloom; 
Again^t  my  vow8,  ungracious  to  my  1oye» 

But  this  as  time  directs ;  thy  health  demaods 
The  prescnt  care,  and  joys  within  our  pow*r; 
Nor  shall  we  not  be  mmdful  of  thy  ioye. 
Met  Ali  our  festiyals  of  mirthi  but  whea 
Thou  to  thy  native  Albion  shalt  return, 
From  whate*er  coast,  or  Ru88ia*s  northem  ben*, 
Inclotnent  sky !  or  Italy  the  blest 
Indulgcnt  land,  the  Muses*  best  beloy*d; 
Over  a  wondrous  bowl  of  flowing  punch 
We*il  pliglit  our  bands  anew,  at  Doii's,  or  StecPj  * 
Wbo  bears  the  double  keys,  of  plenty  sign  ; 
Or  at  faoetjous  Thom*s,  or  Adamson, 
W  ho  rears  alooe  (what  needa  she  morę  ?)  tbe  rine^ 
Emblem  of  potent  joys;  herself^with  looks 
Suasive  to  drink,  fills  up  tbe  brtmmtng  glaas, 
WclI-pIeasM  to  see  the  sprightly  faealtfas  gorooiiJ. 

Hail, and  farewell!  may  Heav'n  defend  thee  nfe^ 
And  to  thy  natai  shore  and  longing  friends 
Restore  tbee,  when  tby  destin*d  toiU  are  o*er, 
PolishM  with  manners,  and  enrich*d  wich 


r//E  RKONE  AND  THE  ARAR, 

Two  riverB  in  fam*d  6aliia*8bound8  are  knoiwD, 
The  gentle  Arar  and  the  rapid  Rhone;        [drean^ 
Through  pleasmg  banks,  where  łoye-sick  shepherdt 
Mild  Arar  softly  stoals  her  lingering  stream: 
Her  wayc  so  stiil,th'  exploring  eye  deceiyes, 
That  sces  not  if  it  oomes,  or  if  it  l^^yes :  a  ^ 

With  silver  graces  eyer  dlmpled  o*er,  f 

Rcflects  e^cb  flower,  and  smiles  on  eyery  shore; 
Each  youtli  with  joy  th*eiichantin^  ^cene  surreyiii 
A  ud  tłlinks  for  him  the  amorous  stream  delaya| 
While  the  sly  nymph  above  unseen  to  flow. 
To  ber  owa  pmrpose  troe,  8te»ls  calu  below 
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More  rapM  rolls  the  Rhone,  tnmnltaous  ilood, 
Ali  naging  unwithheldi  and  unwithstood; 
In  Taiti  or  fertile  fieMs  iiiv!te  its  stay, 
In  vaia  or  roughest  rocks  oppose  its  way; 
It  bounds  o'er  all,  and,  insolent  of  force, 
Still  hnrries  headlong  on  a  downvard  course. 
Sometimes,  His  true,  we  snatch,  with  painfal  sigtat, 
Acrosa  the  workiog  foam  a  moinenfs  light  ^ 
The  momentaiy  tision  snatch^d  again, 
The  troubled  riTer  boils  and  froths  amain. 
To  wbich  of  tbeae,  alas !  shall  I  conflde  ? 
Say,  shail  I  |»lQuge  in  Rlione's  impetuous  tide, 
And  by  tbe  various  eddi^  roIlM  about, 
Just  as  the  whirlpools  guide,  suck*d  in,  cast  ont! 
Till,  Łhrough  a  thousand  giddy  circies  tost, 
In  tbe  broad  ocean's  bounćiless  floods  Tm^lost? 
Or,  tell  me,  friends— less  renturotis,  shall  1  lave 
My  g]oving  limbs  in  Arai^s  gentle  wave? 
In  wbose  fair  bosom  beauteons  prospects  rise, 
The  earth  in  reiYłure,  and  in  smiles  the  skies : 
Witb  tboughtless  rapture  every  charm  oxplore, 
HeavM  by  no  breeze,  or  wafted  to  no  shore: 
Tlti  tTusting  crcdulous  to  tbe  faise  serene, 
1  siak  to  ruin  in  tbe  pleasing  scenę. 


EPIGRAM 


On  Yulgar  mortals  with  indifference  gaz*d, 
Ali  unconcern*ll,  nor  angry,  nor  amaz^d: 
But  when  the  Caledonian  lad  appear*d, 
Sudden  alarm 'd,  his  manly  mane  be  rear*dy 
Prepar^d  in  fierce  encounter  to  engage 
The  only  object  worthy  of  his  ragę. 


THE  PARODYs 

BY  MR.  W»*«»*». 

Two  toasts  at  eyery  pnblic  place  are  seen, 
GorUlike  Elizabeth,  and  gentle  Jean: 
Mild  Jeany  smiles  at  erery  word  you  say, 
Seems  pleasM  berself,  and  sends  you  pleasM  away. 
Her  face  so  wondrous  fair»  so  soft  her  bands, 
^Ve're  tempted  oft  to  think— ^he  understands: 
Each  fop  with  joy  tbe  kind  endeaTour  sees. 
And  thinks  for  hi  ni  the  anxiou8  care  to  please: 
Bat  the  aly  nyniph  has  niotires  of  her  own, 
Her  bps  are  open*d,  ami-»her  teeth  are  sbown.  / 
Beas  bluoders  out  with  every  thing  aloud,  ' 

And  rattłes  nnwithheld  and  unwithstood: 
la  Tain  the  sighing  swain  implores  a  tnice. 
Nor  ean  his  wit  one  momenf  ^  pause  produce; 
She  bounds  o*er  all,  and  cunscious  of  her  force, 
Still  pours  along  the  torrent  uf  discourse. 
Somekimes,  'tis  true,  jdstas  her  breath  she  draws, 
Witb  watchful  eye  we  catch  one  moment^s  pause: 
But  when  tbai  instantaneous  moroenfs  o'er, 
Sbe  rattles  on  incessant  as  before. 
To  which  of  these  two  wonden  of  tbe  town, 
Say,  shall  1  tnist  to  spend  an  afternoon? 
If  fietty's  drawing-room  should  be  my  (;hoice, 
Zntosricate  with  wit,  struck  down  with  noisp, 
Plea8*d,  and  displeas^d,  I  qułt  the  Bedlaoi  scenę. 
And  joyful  hail  my  peace  of  mind  again*. 
But  if  to  gentle  Jeany's  I  repair, 
RegaPd  on  syłlabub,  and  fed  on  air, 
With  studied  rapture  yawning  I  commend, 
Mov'd  by  no  cause,  directed  to  no  ciul, 
Till  half  asleep,  though  fl&tter'd,  not  content, 
I  come  away  as  joyless  as  1  went. 


OV  A  ŁION  SNRAGKD  AT  SF.EING  A  ŁAD  IN  TIIJB 
UI6UŁAN1>  DRESS. 

Calm  and  serene  th'  imperial  lion  lay 
jiajldly  iodulging  in  tbe  solar  ray. 


MJSS  AND  THE  BUTTERFLY, 

A  FABŁE. 
lir  THE  MANIIER  Ot  THE  ŁATĘ  Kit  CTAT. 

A  TENDER  Miss,  whom  aother's  eare^ 
Bred  up  in  wbołenome  country,  air^ 
Far  from-  tbe  folłies  of  the  town, 
Alike  untaught  to  smile  or  frown; 
ller  ear  unas*d  to  flattery'8  praise, 
Unknownin  woman'8  wicked  ways; 
Her  tongue  from  roodish  tattle  free, 
Undipp'd  in  scandal  and  bohea; 
Her  genuine  form  and  natiTe  grace 
Werę  strangers  to  a  looking-glass: 
Nor  cards  »he  dealt,  nor  flirted  fen. 
And  valued  not  qnadrille  or  man; 
But  simple  Iiv*dy  just  as  you  know 
Miss  Chloe  did — some  weeks  dgo. 

A«  now  the  pretty  innocent 
Walk'd  forth  to  taste  the  early  ścent, 
She  trippM  about  tbe  murmuring  stream, 
That  oft  had  luird  her  though tless  dreara. 
The  moming  sweet,  tbe  air  seiene, 
A  thousand  flowers  adomM  the  seene; 
Tbe  birds  rejoicing  round  appear 
To  choose  tbeir  cónaorts  for  the  year; 
Her  heart  was  light,  and  fali  of  playy 
And,  iike  herself,  all  naturę  gay. 

On  such  a  day,  as  sages  sing, 
A  Butterfly  was  on  the  wing; 
From  bank  to  bank,  from  bloom  to  bloom^ 
He  stretch'd  the  gol^bespangied  płume: 
Now  skims  along,  and  now  aligbts, 
As  smell  allures,  or  grace  invites| 
Now  the  violet's  freshness  sips; 
Now  kissM  the  rose^s  scariet  Itps; 
Becomes  anon  the  daisy*s  (piest; 
Then  pressM  the  lily*s  snowy  breast; 
Nor  long  to  one  ronchsafes  a  stay, 
But  just  saltttes,  and  flies  away. 

The  virgm  aaw,  with  rapture  fir'd; 
She  saw,  and  what  she  saw  dcsir*d, 
The  shining  wings,  and  starry  eyes. 
And  burns  to  sei2e  tbe  łiring  prize: 
Her  beatiug  breast  and  glowing  fiice 
Betray  her  native  love  of  dress. 
And  all  the  wtman  fuli  exprest 
First  flutters  iu  her  little  breast: 
£usnar*d  by  empty  outword  show, 
She  swift  pursues  the  insect-beau; 
0'er  gny  partcrres  sbe  rnns  in  hastę, 
Nor  hecds  the  garden'8  flowery  waste. 

Long  as  the  Sun,  with  genial  pow*r 
Inrreasing,  M'arm*d  the  suStry  hour, 
The  nymph  o'er  every  bordcr  flew. 
And  kept  the  shiniug  gamę  in  view: 
Thłt  wh(>n,  soft;  brcathing  through  the  trees, 
With  coolness  carae  the  eyenine-brecze^ 
As  hovering  o'er  the  tulip*s  pride 
He  hung  with  wiug  diYęrsified, 
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Cau^ht  In  tke  hoHow  of  her  band, 
She  held  the  capŁive  at  commaod.  * 

Fluttcring  in  vain  to  be  releas'd, 
He  thua  the  gentlę  nymph  addre88*d:-«- 
**  Loose,  geoerous  virgin,  loose  my  chaip; 
Froin  mc  wbat  glory  canst  thou  gain.? 
A  vain,  unquiet,  glittering  thing. 
My  011  ly  boast  a  gorgeous  wing; 
From  flower  to  flower  I  idly  8tray» 
The  trt6er  of  a  summer^s  day : 
Then  )et  me  not  in  v.ain  implore. 
But  lcave  me  firee  again  to  aoar." 

His  words  th«  little  cbarmer  morM; 
She  the  poor  trembler'8  suit  approv*d« 
His  gaady  wings  be  then  extends, 
And  flutters  on  her  fingers*  ends; 
From  tbence  be  spoke,  as  yoii  shall  bear, 
In  strains  well  worLh  a  woman'8  ear: — 
'*  W  hen  now  tby  young  and  tendec  age 
Is  pure,  and  hecdless  to  eugage: 
When  in  tby  f)ree  and  open  mień 
No  self-important  air  is  seenj 
Uoknowing  alW  *o  o^l  unknown, 
Tbou'IiT*8t,  orprais'd  or  błam'd  by  nonę. 
But  when,  imfolding  by  de^rees 
The  woman's  fond  desire  lo  pleaie, 
Stodious  to  heave  the  artful  sigh, 
Mistress  of  the  tongue  and  eye^ ' 
Thou  setfsttby  little  cbarms  to  show, 
Aiid  sporfst  fiimiliar  witbthe  bean; 
Forsakiąg  then  the  stmple  plain. 
To  mingie  urith  the  couctly  train» 
lliou  i  u  the  midnigbt  bali  sbait  see 
Things  apparelPd  just  like  me; 
Who  round  and  round,  witbout  design^ 
Tiosdrd  in  empty  lustre  shine: 
As  dancing  tbrougb  the  spacious  dome» 
From  ftiir  to  feir  tbe  fiiskers  roam, 
If  cbarm^d  wiih  the  embroider^d  pride, 
The  victim  of  a  gay  ouŁside, 
From  place  to  place,  as  me  jnt^  n^w^ 
The  glittering  gewgaw  you  p«rsue, 
^hat  mighty  prize  shail  crown  tby  pai&s?. 
A  butterfly  is  all  tby  gaiiis!" 


ON  A  DUL  IN  MY  GARDEN, 

OnCE  at  a  potent  leader^s  voice  it  stayM, 
Once  it  went  back  w  hen  a  good  monarch  pray*d: 
Mortals,  howe*er  we  grieye,  howe*er  deplore, 
The  Oying  sbadow  sball  return  no  morę. 


ON  AN  OBEUSK  IN  MY  GMIDEIT^ 

ViEW  all  aronnd>  tbe  worksof  Power  DtTiitf^ 
Inquire,  ex^ore,  admire,  eztol,  resign; 
Tbłs  is  the  urhole  of  haman  kind  below^ 
'Tis  only  giv*n  beyoud  tbe  grave  to  knom* 


ON  A  DOG. 


Całm  though  not  mean,  courageoos  witboot  rafę, 

Seriuus  not  duli,  and  witbout  tbinking  sagę; 

Plea8'd  at  tbe  lot  tbat  Naturę  bas  assigaM, 

Snarl  as  I  list,  and  f^-eely  bark  my  miód; 

As  cburcbman  wcangle  not  with  jarring  spite. 

Nor  statesmaii-like  caressing  whom  I  bite; 

View  all  the  canine  kind  witb  eqaal  eyes, 

I  dread  no  mastiff,  and  no  cur  de.spise: 

Troe  from  the  first,  and  faithful  to  the  eod, 

I  balk  no  mistress,  and  forsake  no  friend. 

My  days  and  nights  one  eąual  tenonr  keep, 

Fast  but  to  eat,  and  only  wakc  to  sleep : 

Thus  stealing  along  life  I  live  incog, 

A  yery  plain  and  downright  bonest  do^ 


MITHRIDATES. 
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ON  A  StTMMER-ffOUSE  IN  MY  OWN 
GARDEN 

Whilst  round  my  bead^the  zepbyrs  gently  płay, 

To  calm  reflection  [  resign  tbe  day; 

From  all  the  servitudes  of  life  releast, 

I  bid  miid  Friendsbip  to  tbe  sober  feast. 

Nor  Beauty  banibh  from  the  hallow*d  ground, 

She  enters  berę  to  solące,  not  to  wound; 

All  clse  exc]uded  from  tbe  sacred  spot, 

One  half  detcsted,  and  one  lialf  &rgot: 

All  the  mad  buman  tumult,  wbat  to  me  } 

Herę,  chaste  Calliope,  1  lirę  wltb  tbee. 


After  the  manner  qf.  tbe  French  dramatic  rtijnoft 

9f  Racine. 

XIPHAaE9.     AASAT1S8. 

Xip.  'Ti8  tnie,  Arbates,  wbat  all  Łongues  relatp, 
I  Romę  triiunpbs,  and  my  fatber  yields  to  fate: 
He.  whose  wide  empire  stretch'd  firom  sfaore  ta 
The  mighty  Mitbridates,  is  no  morę.  [ibore, 

Pompey,  wide-scattering  terroiir  and  affllright, 
SnrprizM  bis  prudeuce  in  theshades  of  nigbt; 
Througb  all  bis  camp  a  sudden  ruin  spicad. 
And  beap^d  it  round  witb  mountains  of  the  deads 
On  broad  Enpbrates*  bank  tbe  monarcb  lio 
His  diadem  is  falPn  the  Yictor^s  prize. 
Thus  he  whom  Asia  forty  years  beheld 
Still  rising  nobler  from  each  wjell-fottght  fieU, 
W  bo  bold  aveng'd,  biglMtd8*d  on  yalour^s  wings^ 
The  common.cause  of  empire  and  of  kingą, 
Dies,  and  bebind  bira  leave8,  by  fortunę  croety 
Two  spns,  alas!  in  mutual  discords  loat. 

Arb.  Huw,  prince!  So  soon  doea  fell  ambitioB 
To  break  the  uniou  uf  fraternal  love?  [mo^e 

Kip.  Far,  fiir  sucb  guilt  be  firom  Xipbares*  br»^ 
Far  such  ambition,  wbicb  the  good  detest; 
Nor  glory  .shipes  so  tcmpting  in  my  eye» 
Nor  ratę  I  empire  at  a  price  ao  high; 
Troe  to  tiie  kii)dred  bonours  of  my  name, 
1  recogpi^e  a  brotber^sjaster  claim; 
Nor  further  does  my  bighest  wisb  as]Mre, 
Thac  those  Jair  kingdoma  left  me  by  my  siie; 
The  rest  witbout  regret  1  see  become 
His  yalour^s  purchase,  or  the  gift  of  Romę. 

Arb.  The  gift  of  Romę,  8ay'st?  Can  Pbaniace*. 
Can  Mitbridates*  son ?f—  [owe?  ■      ■ 

Xip.  Arbates,  know, 

In  vam  Pharnaces  Teils  himself  in  art, 
Long  sińce  become  all  Roman  at  the  heart; 
I/)st  to  his  fatber'8  glories,  and  his  own, 
Ce  loDgs  to  mount  a  tributary  tbrone :, 
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Vf\iB9i  I,  morę  despenite  froń  my  fiither's  fiitei 
KoDmh  within  my  breast  immortal  bate. 
But  yei.not  all  tbe  rege  tbat  batred  breeds. 
Not  all  the  jealousies  ambttion  feeds, 
Not  all  the  glories  Pontns'  realms  can  boast. 
Not  these  divide  oar  wrctched  bosoms  most. 

Arb,  What  nearer  care  Xipbareg*  fear  alarms? 

X^  Then  bcar  astonish'd,  friead;  MoDunia's 
chaitos, 
Whom  late  onr  fetber  bonoor^d  with  bis  tows, 
Aod  aow  Pbaroaces  with  bold  zea!  pursues. 

Arb,  Mooimia! 

Xip.  1 1ave,  nor  longer  will  conceal 

A  flame  wbicb  tnith  aad  hoiiour  bid  reveal : 
Nor  duty  furt  ber  binds  my  tongue,  sińce  berę 
I  now  no  rival,  but  a  brotber  fear: 
Nor  is  this  flame  the  passion  of  a  day, 
A  sadden  blaze  tbat  bastens  to  decay ; 
I^mg  in  my  breast  I  pent  tbe  rising  groan, 
Told  it  in  secret  to  my  heart  alone : 

0  could  1,  fioiitbiiil  to  itś  ragę,  eypress 
Its  first  uneasiness,  my  last  distress ! 
But  lose  uot  now  tbe  moments  to  disdose 
The  loDg,  long  story  of  my  amorous  woes. 
Suffice  it  thee  to  know,  tbat  ere  my  sire 
Beheld  this  beauteons  object  of  desire, 

1  aaw  and  felt  the  cbarmer  in  my  heart. 
And  boly  passion  dignified  tbe  dart. . 

My  fetber  sanr  ber  too;  nor  sought  to  move 
With  Yows  tbat  she  and  virtiie  coujd  approve; 
Haughty  of  sovereign  nile,  be  hop'd  to  fiod 
An  easy  conquest  o'er  a  \voman's  mind: 
Bot  wben  he  found,  in  honour  resołute, 
She  scom'd  indignant  łiis  imperious  suit, 
*7Va8  then  he  sent  in  Hymen^s  sacred  name 
His  diadem,  tbe  pledge  of  purer  flame. 
Judge  tbeby  my  friend,  wbat  agonizing  smart 
Tore  np  my  senses,  aod  tranafi^d  my  heart, 
When  first  from  famę  tbe  dreadfal  tale  I  heard, 
Tbe  fiiir  Monimia  to  his  throne  prefen^d; 
And  tbat  Arbates  with  his  beauteous  prey 
Shap*d  for  Nymphca*s  walłs  the  destinM  way. 
'Twas  then,  the  morę  to  aggravate  my  doom, 
Itfy  mother  listcn*d  to  the  arts  of  Romę: 
Whether  by  her  great  zeal  for  me  misled, 
Orstung  with  ragc  for  her  deserted  bcd, 
Betray'd  to  Pompey  (impotent  of  mind) 
The  ibrt  and  treasures  to  her  charge  consign*d. 
How  dreadful  did  my  mother'B  gitilt  appear! 
Soonas  tbe  fatal  tidings  reachM  my  ear> 
No  morę  1  saw  my  rital  in  my  sire. 
My  duty  triampb'd  o'er  my  fond  desiie; 
Alone  in  the  un happy  man  survey>d 
The  iather  injur*d,  and  the  king  betray*d: 
My  mother  saw  me,  prodigal  of  breath, 
In  ercry  field  encounter  every  death; 
Keen  to  redeem  tbe  bonoars  of  my  name, 
Repair  her  wron^s,  and  disayow  her  shame. 
The«  the  broad  Euxinc  ownM  my  father's  sway, 
I  madę  tbe  raging  Hellespont  obey; 
HisJMippy  yesseis  flew  without  control, 
Whererer  winds  could  waft,  or  oceans  roli. 
My  filial  duty  had  attempted  morę, 
£v'n  faop*d  his  rescue  on  Euphrates*  shore; 
Sadden  I  heard,  amid  the  martial  striie^ 
A  bostiłe  arm  had  cut  his  thread  of  life. 
*Twas  then,  1  own,  amid  my  rarious  woes, 
Monimia  dear  to  my  rememhrance  rosę: 
f  fear'd  tbe  furioos  king,  the  dire  exces8 
#f  amoroiu  ragę,  and  jealoof  tendeness: 


Hłther  I  flew,  some  hiiscbief  to  preveni, 
With  all  the  speed  prestagi ng  passion  lent: 
Nor  less  my  fears  siolstcr  omens  drew, 
When  in  thi>se  wails  Pbarnaces  struck  my  view, 
Pbamaces!  still  impetuous,  haughty,  bold« 
Rash  in  design^  in  action  uncontrolM, 
Solicits  the  fair  queen,  again  renews 
His  intemipted  hopes,  and  former  vow$, 
Confirms  bis  fiłther*8  death,  and  loiigs  to  moro 
Her  gentle  bosom  to  morę  eqaai  love. 
I  own  indeed,  whiist  Mithridatr-s  reign*d» 
My  ]ove  was  by  parental  law  restrain'd, 
Rever*d  submissire  his  superior  powV, 
Who  claim'd  my  duty  from  my  natal  hour; 
Enfiranchis*d  by  his  death,  it  scorns  to  yleld 
To  aay  otber*8  hopes  so  dear  a  field. 
£ither  Monimia  adyerse  to  my  claim, 
Kejccts,  ah,  Heav'n  fbrbid!  my  tender  claim; 
,Or-— but  whateyer  danger*s  to  be  run, 
*Tis  by  my  death  alone  the  prize  is  won. 
Tis  thine  tu  choose,  whioh  of  the  two  to  sare, 
Thy  royal  master's  son,  or  Pompcy's  slare.    • 
Proud  of  the  Romans  who  cspouse  his  cause^ 
Pharuaces  proud  ly  tbinks  to  dicta  te  laws; 
But  let  him  know,  tbat  here,  tłiat  rery  hour. 
My  father  died,  I  knew  no  riyal  pow*r. 
The  realms  of  Puntus  own  his  sorereign  sway, 
Him  Colchus  and  its  provinces  obcy. 
And  Colchus*  princes  ever  did  maintain 
The  Bosphorus  a  part  of  their  domain.       [claim. 
Arb,  My  lord,  what  pow*r  I  boast  you  justly 
My  duty  and  afiection  arc  the  same; 
Arbates  has  but  one  plaio  puint  in  view. 
To  honour  and  bis  royal  master  true: 
Had  Mithridatesreign*d,  nor  force  nor  art 
Had  e'er  seduc'd  this  faithful  loyal  heart; 
Now  by  bis  death  relca8*d,  my  duteous  care. 
His  royal  will  dcclar*d,  awaits  his  heir: 
The  sełf-same  zc^al  I  to  your  succour  bring^ 
With  which  1  serv*d  your  father,  and  my  king. 
Had  Heav*n  Pbarnaces*  impious  purpose  spęd, 
I  the  first  victim  of  his  ragę  bad  bied; 
Those  walls,  so  long  his  eotrance  whioh  withstood, 
Ere  this  had  redden'd  with  my  odious  blood. 
Go,  to  the  blooming  queen  your  suit  appro\*e. 
And  moold  her  gentle  bosom  to  your  love : 
Afllanc*d  in  my  faith,  dismiss  your  fear; 
Either  Arbutcs  bas  no  credit  here, 
Or  else  Phamaces*  by  my  arts  o'ercomc, 
Eisewbere  sball  boast  him  of  the  aids  of  Romę. 


SPEECH  OF  RANDOLPff. 

A  FRAGMENT  OP  BRUCE,  BQOK  II. 

"  Dbmani/st  thou,  mighty  Bruce,  to  know  from 
My  łineage  I  derive ;  then  bear  a  tale      [whence 
Weil  known  through  fair  Stirlina*s  fruitful  bounds. 
My  natiye  land;  of  ancient  Scotish  kings, 
Thy  royal  ancestry,  O  Bruce !  am  I 
Undottbted  offspring;  and,  forgive  the  boast, 
From  the  same  fount  my  blood  unitcd  flows, 
Allicd  to  thine.     As  yet  Camddoun*s  walls 
By  Forth,  delightful  strcam !  encircled  stood 
The  seat  of  Edenuther,  Pictish  king; 
To  w  bose  destruction,  eager  to  reyenge 
The  breach  of  faith  and  hospitable  laws 
Insulted,  his  embattled  host 
Fiercc  Corbred  led;  for  firom  Dunstaffnage  towerf» 


€i§ 


HAMILTONA  tOBMS. 


Pretending  loTe,  and  hyineneal  rite, 
The  treacherous  Piet  with  oieditated  force. 
Borę  £Łhelind>  her  country's  justest  pride, 
Peerless  and  fair;  a  thoufaiid  heroes  fbught 
For  her  to  death,  fierce  raging  round  the  walls 
Of  lofly  Cameldouii:  theguilty  prince 
Had  dearly  paid  Łhc  price  of  faith  fursw-orn, 
But,  studious  of  new  irauds,  within  his  walls 
Ile  inyites  the  Scotish  train,  friendly  to  ineet 
In  amicable  talk;  fairEtbelind 
To  be  the  pledge  of  futurę  peace,  and  joia 
The  warting  nations,  in  eternal  Icague 
Of  love  conuubial:  the  unwecting  king 
Entcr^d  the  liostile  gatcs;  with  fcast  and  song 
The  towers  resound,  tiil  tbc  dark  midnight  hour 
Awake  the  murderers:  in  slecp  he  fcll 
With  all  his  peers,  in  eariy  life,  and  iefl 
His  vowM  rcYcnge,  and  sister  unicdceai*d. 

"  Now  was  the  royal  virgin  left  expos'd 
To  Łhc  fell  victor's  lujst,  no  friend  to  aid, 
Her  brother  slain,  and  fiercc  and  mighty  chicfs 
That  warr^d  in  her  dcfence:  how  could,  alas! 
Unshelter^d  helpless  Tnnocence  restist 
Th'  infernal  ravisher?  With  sŁedfast  rnind 
She  8Com*d  his  proffei^d  love;  by  virtue^s  aid 
Triuyiphant  o'er  his  lust.     In  vaiu  withtcars 
And  rough  coinplaint  that  spoke  a  $avage  heart, 
Strorc  he  to  gain  and  woo  her  to  his  will: 
in  vain,  cnrat^M  and  ruthless  iu  his  love, 
He  threaten'd.  Deiith  disdatnM^force  was  the  last, 
P.ut  that  her  arm  oppos/d,  resoWd  to  strike 
The  poniai-d  in  her  breast,  her  virtue*s  guaid. 
AU  arts  thus  tried  in  vain,  at  last,  inccns*d, 
Deep  in  a  dunsi:eon,  from  the  cheerful  light 
Far,  far  reinov*d,  the  wretcbcd  maid  he  threw 
Deplorable;  doom'd  in  that  dwelling  drear 
To  waste  her  anxious  days  and  sleepless  nights, 
Anguish  extreme !  ah,  how  unlike  those  hours 
That  in  her  fathcr*s  palące  wont  to  pass 
In  festival  and  dance !    Her  piteous  shrieks 
Mov'd  her  stern  kceper*s  heart,  secrct  he  frees 
Th*  imprison^d  nioid;  and  to  the  king  relates 
Her  death,  dissenibling.    Then  with  fcll  despite 
And  ragę,  inflam'd  for  nnenjoyed  love, 
The  monarch  8torm'd,  hc  loatb'd  his  food,  and  fled 
AU  human  converse,  frustrate  of  his  will.      [walls 

**  Meanwhile  the  nymph  forsakes  the  hostile 
Flying  by  night;  tbrough  pathless  wilds  unknowu 
Guidelesfl  sbc  wanders,  in  her  frighfed  eara 
Still  hears  the  tyrant^s  voice,  in  fancy  vicws 
His  foitn  terrific,  aud  his  dreaded  front 
Severe  in  frowns;  her  tender  heart  is  vexM 
With  evcry  fear,  and  oft  desires  to  die. 
Now  day  returnM,  and  cbeerful  light  began 
T"  adont  the  Heav'ns;  lost  in  the  hills,  she  knew 
No  certain  path;  around  the  dreary  waste 
Eendiog  her  weeping  eye,  in  vain  requir'd 
Hernatire  fields,Dunstafinage'  well-known  iow'rs. 
And  high  Edesta*6  walls,  her  father'8  reign^ 

"  Three  days  the  royal  wanderer  borę  the  heat 
Intensety  fervent,  and  three  lonesome  nights 
Wet  with  the  chilling  dews;  the  forest  oak 
.Supplied  her  food,  and  at  the  ninning  stream, 
Patient,  she  slak^d  her  thirst.  But  wbtn  the  fourtb 
Arose;  descending  from  the  Ooheil  height, 
The  fiowery  fields  beneath,  she  wandcrM  long 
Erroneous,  disconsolate,  forlom. 
^  leme'8  stream  she  pass*d,  a  rising  bill 
Slood  ou  the  bank  oppos'd,  adorn'd  with  trees, 
A  KUvau  icene !  Thither  the  bcut  her  fiight. 


0*ercome  r/ith  toO,  aad  geotly  Ińd  ber  doftltt 

In  the  emboweriog  ahade:  the  dew  of  sleqp 
FelJ  on  her  weaiy  eyes;  then  pleaung  óiemwaB 
Began  tolay  the  tempest  in  her  mind, 
CalRiiog  from  troubled  thoughts:  to  r^al  pomp 
She  seems  restor'd,  ber  broŁher'8  fiate  reveDg*d, 
The  ty  rant  slain :  ahe  dream'd  tiU  mom  aruse, 
Tba  fifth  that  i-ose,  sińce  from  Caaieldoan's  «»ll9 
She  bent  her  fiight;  the  cheerful  day  inriteiy 
From  fair  I>andalgan'8  ever-sanDy  towera* 
Mildred  t'  arise,  who  oft  in  6cldB  of  deatlk 
Yictorious,  led  the  Picts  embatUed  race, 
Illustrious  chief!  He  to  the  hilty  bei/Ut, 
Hi3  moming  walk,  pleas'd  with  the  »ason  fai^ 
Betakea  him  musing :  there  it  wa^  he  aaw 
Fair  Ethelind,  surprisM  as  Heugist^s  son 
Elfred  asleep  bebeJd,  wbeu  as  she  fled 
From  Saxony,  to  shun  a  atep-dlame^s  ragę 
That  sought  her  life,  hc  with  pre\'ailing  worda 
Woo*d  the  conscnting  maid:  nor  Irss  amazM 
The  Pictish  leader  saw  the  beauteuus  form. 
Fixt  in  raiprise,  and  ardent  gazc,  he  stood 
Wondering!  his  beating  heart  with  joy  o'erflov'da 
Hc  led  ht  r  blushing  from  the  sacred  gro^e 
In  bashful  modesty,  and  duubting  joy 
Cha8tis*d  with  fear,  alternate  in  her  bmast, 
Poor  lovely  mourner!  to  his  parents  sbos*d 
The  beauteous  stranger;  they,  in  agc  rpver*d. 
Lift  op  their  trembling  hands,  and  blest  tbe  maid, 
Best  workmanship  of  Hcav'n!  The  youthfui  chief 
Transpotted  every  day  his  guest  l>eheld. 
And  every  day  beheld,  with  new  delight, 
Her  winning  graces  mild,  and  form  diTine, 
That  drew  with  soft  attraction.    Rindling  1«t« 
Inflam'd  his  soul:  still  new  delays  he 

* 

To  gain  a  longer  stay,  ere  he  restore 

The-beauteons  exile  to  ber  natire  land. 

His  promisM  &itb.    The  story  of  ber 

He  o*er  and  o'er  demands;  she  pleas*d  rriatai 

Her  past  adrentnres  aad,  but,  prudent,  kept 

Unknown  her  royal  race;  the  ardent  yoath 

Hangs  on  the  8peaker*s  lips,  atill  morę  and  moK 

Enamour^  of  her  charms,  by  courtły  deed 

He  sought  the  virgin's  love;  by  prajrers  and  yo*9 

Won  to  consent.    The  nuptial  day  arose, 

Awak'd  by  mu^iic^s  sound;  tbe  pow^rs  invok*d 

To  bless  tbe  hallowM  rite,  and  happy  nig|it 

That  to  bis  arms  bestow*d  the  much4oy'd  maid, 

The  gift  of  Heav'n:  then  gladneaa  fiU'd  bis  beut 

Unspeakable^  as  when  the  sapient  king, 

The  son  of  Dayid^  on  tbe  happy  day 

Of  his  espousals,  when  his  motber  bound 

His  brow  in  regal  gold,  delighted  saw 

His  fair.Ęgyptian  bride  adom'd  witb  all     • 

Perfection,  blooming  in  celestial  sweets, 

"  While  tlius  the  royal  exile  liv'd  remote, 
In  Hyqien'8  softest  joys,  tbe  Scotish  cbieCs 
Prepare  for  battle,  stndious  to  redeem 
Their  captive  queen,  unknowing  of  ber  £ate; 
With  ju8t  6ucce«s  unbless^d,  disoomfited 
They  fell  in  nithleas  fight,  their  mighty  meth 
Unworthy  bondagc !  belpless  exile8  sold 
To  fbreign  lands.    The  Pictish  king  enragM 
CoUects  an  host,  embattled  as  tbe  sands 
Along  tbe  Solway  coast,  from  all  tbe  bounds 
Of  his  wide  empire:  Brica*s  rising  towers. 
And  Jeda's  ancifent  waUs,  once  seat  of  kings, 
With  Eden  rais'd  on  rocks,  and  CameUonnp 
Send  fortb  their  chiefs  and  citizens  ta  war,    [tbes, 
Pour*d  tbiough  their  lofty^gates.    Wbat  augniA 
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O  roya!  Tf^i^fl!  ^ckM  thy  tender  hcart, 
Wben  thou,thy  husband  midst  yoar  coufltry'8  foes 
£oroll*d9t  their  leader?  Much  didst  Łhoa  a^iiue 
By  ndptial  ties,  much  by  endearmg  }ove, 
To  spare  thy  ooantry  in  tbe  wa<te  of  war; 
He  too»  the  yootbful  chief,  long  doubting  stood 
TwiKt  love  and  daty,  unresoWd  of  choice, 
Hattd  conflict!  To  Dunstaffnage*  walls  be  fliet, 
And  leli  the  weepiog  fair,  intent  to  drowD 
The  voice  of  lo^e,  soft  pleading  in  his  heart» 
In  sounds  of  battle :  but  in  Tain!  his  wife, 
A  bteuteous  form,  still  rises  to  his  thonghts 
« In  aapplłcating  tears;  he  grieres  to  see 
The  mingliDg  hosts  engage,  and  dreads  to  find 
Aonidst  the  slain,  his  kindred  new  allied. 

**  But  now  tbe  Pictish  king,  with  mighty  chiefs 
Selected  ftom  his  peers,  pursues  his  way 
To  raze  tlie  Scotish  walls.    Dundalgan's  towers 
ReoeiYc  tbeir  monarcha  proud  to  entertain 
The  mighty  guest:  exults  the  haughty  king 
"With  Sfcyage  joy,  when  first  his  eyes  bebeld 
The  maid  so  lately  lost,  again  re8tor'd 
Sad  victim  to  his  lust:  what  could  she  do, 
Hopeless  of  aid  ?  or  how,  alas !  avert 
The  dire  event  that  from  the  mouarch*8  lust 
Her  fears  presag^d?  'Twas  Heav'n  her  Łhoughts  in- 

•spir^c^ 
In  hour  of  sad  extreme:  she  flies  the  dome 
With  two,  alone  of  all  her  menial  train, 
Companions  of  her  flight.    The  king  meanwhile, 
Fierce  with  desire  and  viołeut  to  enjoy, 
Him  nor  tbe  bowi  delti^hts,  nor  sprisrbtly  mirtb. 
Nor  tale  of  martial  kiu.;hŁ  in  ancient  time 
Recited:  the  unfinishM  feast  he  leave« 
With  winę  inflam*d  and  ill-persuadiug  lust, 
Worst  cottnsellors!-^A  secret  way  be  fouad 
That  to  the  qaeeii's  apartnient  led  unseen^ 
Thitber  be  flies  throngh  many  a  lofty  hall, 
Wbere  heroes  oft  have  met  in  wise  consult, 
Elate  in  thoiight;  but  Heav'ns!  what  fell  despite, 
What  raging  pain  tore  his  distracted  mind, 
When  first  be  knew  the  royat  fair  was  fled? 
Desperate  in  rape,  he  hupes  his  absent  prcy, 
intent  to  ravish.    Hurrying  to  the  camp 
He  sought  tbe  gcnerai'8  tent,  bcgirt  around 
Wtth  noble  Picts:  therc  weeping  £thelind, 
In  soften'd  anguish,  on  the  bero's  breast 
He  found  reclining,  sad :  he  would  bave  fleiz'd 
The  trembling  fair*oiie  from  her  lover*s  arms, 
Her  surest  refuge,  miserably  torn, 
Yictim  to  lust  obscene,  had  not  the  youth 
Withstood  the  dire  attempt  of  sorereign  sway. 
Haughty  the  monarch  rag^d,  and  cali'd  his  chiefs 
To  aid;  his  chiefs  refuse  th*  unjust  command: 
Then.  impotent  of  mind,  he  storm'd,  he  rav*d, 
Outrageuns  in  his  ire:  then  wikl  uproar. 
Tumult,  and  martial  din,  sounds  o*er  the  camp, 
While  these  assist  the  king,  and  these  tbe  yontb*. 
By  fearless  friendship  led:  the  clasb  of  swords, 
Througb  the  still  night,  beard  on  the  Scotish  walls, 
Alarms  the  chiefs  in  roidnigbt  council  met: 
The  boldest  of  their  warrior-train  they  choose 
For  secret  ambush,  sbeath'd  in  jointcKi  mail; 
Th*  intrepid  band  bcneath  a  beoding  bill, 
Await  the  risińg  dawn;  Mildred  they  seiz'd, 
The  royal  exile,  and  their  social  train, 
Flying  the  monarch*s  ragę:  the  beaateous  quoen 
Rejoices  to  behold  her  native  walls, 
£xird  so  long:  her  peers  with  lifted  hands 
£xtolPd  tbe  bounteous  pow^rs,  tbcir  qtteen  return^d. 


The  wondrous  work  of  Wite ;  no#  śh^  niUtes 
Her  direful  tale;  the  audience  mełt  in  teara. 

**  Meanwhiie  tbe  monarch  raging  in  the  camp^ 
Forsook  of  ałł  his  peers,  for  Herce  assault 
Prepar'd|  attended  with  a  desperate  crew 
Of  men,  that  shar*d  in  partnersbip  of  crimes, 
March*d  forward  to  bis  fate;Hhe  ambush^d  train 
Rise  sudden,  round  them  spreadthe  slaughter'd  foe. 
Himself ,  as  furious  in  the  front  he  warr^d. 
Bied  by  a  well^im'd  spear;  to  puniab'd  ghoats 
Of  kings  perfidious,  fled  his  guilty  soul. 

<*  The  monarch  slain,  tbe  Pictish  chiefis,  that  lat« 
Forsook  tbe  noisy  camp,  convene  within 
The  Scotish  walls,  the  princes  joyful  plight 
In  leagues  of  mutuał  peace;  in  every  faoe 
Each  grateful  altar  blaz'd;  to  Heaven  they  paid 
Their  vows,  tbcir  quecn  restorM,  and'  with  her 

peace, 
Th)e  purchnse  of  her  loTe:  througb  all  the  town 
Public  rnjoicings  reign*d,  the  voicp  of  mirth  ^ 
Was  beard  in  every  street,  that  Uiazing  ahona 
llluminated  brigfat.    Tbe  diadem 
In8tav'd  with  diamond  genis  and  flaming  gold, 
Maguificcnt !  by  Scotia^s  monarcha  wom 
From  cldest  times,  upon  ber  beauteous  broir 
Plac'd  by  a  mitred  priest,  in  rich  array, 
Encircling,  shines;  her  nati^e  peers  aronnd, 
MixM  with  the  Pictish  chiefs,  admiring  stand, 
Plea8'd  with  her  heareuly  smiles,  her  gentle  look, 
The  type  of  softer  mle:  then  next  they  gave 
The  sceptre  to  her  hands;  the  precious  stones 
BlazM  on  the  beaming  point;    *  Hail !  queen  of 

ScoU;* 
Joyibl  they  ery,  *  hail!  to  thy  own  retarnM, 
Safe  from  a  thousand  toilst  beyond  onr  hopes, 
Crown^d  where  thy  fetbers  reign'd.'   Thos  past 

the  night 
In  celebrated  rites;  wben  mom  arose 
Th'  assembled  senate  partner  of  ber  throne 
Elect  the  nobie  youth,  in  times  of  peace 
To  aid  by  couusci,  and  in  war  to  lead 
Her  marsbalt*d  ćhiefs:*~thu8  ended  all  her  woet. 

"  Bless*d  in  her  husband%and  her  subjects' lorę, 
Peace  flourl8h'xl  in  ber  reign:  three  sons  she  borę, 
All  men  of  valour  known;  wt^U  cuuld  they  bend 
The  bo  w  in  timc  of  need.     Her  eldest,  grac'd 
With  all  the  train  of  beauties  that  adom 
A  princc,  succceded  to  the  Scotish  rule 
His  mothcr's  kingdom;  in  his  hap|iy  dayt 
The  Scotish  prowcss  twioe  o^erthrew  tbe  Dane 
In  bloody  conflict,  from  our  fatal  shore 
RepulsM  with  ignominious  rout,  disgrac^d. 
Her  second  hope,  bom  to  unlockicr  iate, 
Matchless  in  flght  and  eyery  galłant  deed, 
Tbe  terrour  of  his  foes,  his  country'8  hope, 
In  ruthless  battle  by  ignoble  hands 
Feli  in  his  prime  of  youth,  for  ever  wept. 
For  ever  honour'd.    Athiogart,  the  last. 
For  pradence  far  renowuM,  Elgidra'8  channa 
The  bero  fir'd,  as  in  her  father*s  court 
A  peaceful  If^te  by  his  brother  sent 
To  Piotland's  monarch;  there  tbe  rojral  youth 
Gracefu],  in  warlike  touroament  above 
His  eąuals  shone,  aifd  won  the  princely  maki 
Courted  by  rival  kings:  from  that  embrace 
Descend  a  thousand  chiefs,  that  liheal  heir'd 
The  rirtues  of  tbeir  sire:  witnese  the  fields 
Of  Łobcart,  and  the  streams  that  purple  ran 
With  stains  of  Donish  blood:  the  brazen  spears 
And  crested  belms,  and  8i]tiqiie  shialds,  tbe  spotls 
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Of  chiefa  in  batile  slaio,  hung  on  the  roof ; 
Etemal  trophies  of  their  martial  deeds, 
Prom  son  to  son  prescrv*d  with  jealous  care* 
My  father  in  his  country*s  ąoarrel  met 
A  glorions  fate,  wben  góidlike  Wallacc  fought; 
He,  firm  adherer  to  the  oobler  cause, 
Shar'd  all  his  toils,  and  bied  in  al)  his  fights, 
Tia  Falkirk  saw  him  fali;  with  Graham  he  fell, 
Wallace  bis  bołd  compeer«  whom,  great  in  arms, 
"Wallace  alone  surpast.    With  martial  thougfats 
He  fir'd  my  youthful  mind,  and  taught  beiimcs 
To  build  my  glory  on  my  country^s  iove, 
His  great  example!  To  thy  native  reign 
If  thee,  thy  fate  propitious  to  the  good, 
He.stor*d,  he  enjoin'd  me  to  unitę  my  force, 
From  foreign  victor8  to  retrieve  again 
Thy  ravish'd  kingdoms:  then  this  sword  he  gBve 
Jn  daogers  ever  faithful  to  his  arm, 
Plec^ge  of  paternal  love;  nor  shatl  the  fbe 
£xult,  I  ween,  to  find  the  dastard  son 
Begenerate  łrom  his  sire,  to  wield  in  vain 
A  father'8  gift.    In  me,  O  Bruce!  bebold 
A  vUling  warrior,  from  Bodotria^s  stream 
1  lead  my  native  bands,  hardy  and  bold, 
In  fight  di8tingui8h'd  by  superior  deed.** 

He  4aid  and  ceas^d;  the  ann'd  assembly  stood 
Sileni  in  tbought,  till  from  his  lofly  seat 
Great  Bruce  arose— ^*  O  noble  youth!**  be  cry'd, 
"  rescended  from  a  linę  of  noble  sires, 
Accept  thy  monarch*s  tbanks-^Welcome  thyseif, 
Welcome  thy  sequent  chiefs,  thy  country  sore 
Oppres8'd  by  dirc  usorpers,  now  demands 
Warriors  like  thee,where  death  and  bloodshed  reign 
lu  conflict  Stern ;  do  thou  approve  thy  migfat 
AboTe  thy  fetlows,  by  transcendant  acts 
To  Famę  endear^d;  sbe,  on  thy  praise  well-p]eas'd 
Constant  to  dwell,  shall  rear  thee  up  on  high 
The  loftiest  branchi  t'  adom  thy  ancient  stem.'* 

He  śpake,  and  gave  the  youth  his  płighted  hand, 
Tledge  of  benevolence  and  kind  intent; 
The  chiefs  anmnd  embrace  and  glad  receive 
The  youthful  champion,  worthy  of  his  race. 
«        •        •  \     •        * 


KING  LEARS  SPEECH  TO  EDGAR. 

TAKI  MG  A  VIBW  OF  MAN  FROM  THE  8IDE  HS 

HIS  HIBBRIBS. 

"  Is  mąn  no  morę  than  this?  Considcr  him  w^. 
Thou  owest  the  worm  no  silk,  the  beast  no  hide« 
the  sheep  nowool, the  cat  no  perfume: — Ha! 
here's  three  of  us  are  sophisticated !— >Tbou  art 
the  thing  itself:  unaccommodated  man  is  no 
mo:'e  bat  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as 
thoaart.— Off,off,youlending8 ;  come,  unbutton 
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ScE  where  the  solitary  creature  stands, 
Such  as  he  issued  out  of  Nature*s  hands ; 
No  hopcs  he  knows,  no  fears,  no  joys,  no  cares, 
Nor  pleasure*s  poi  son,  nor  amhition*s  snares; 
But  shares,  firom  8elf-forg'd  chains  of  ii^  reieasŁ, 
The  forest-kingdom  with  his  feUow  beast. 
Yes,  all  we  see  of  thee  is  itature's  part ; 
Thou  art  the  creature^s  self ; — the  rest  is  art. 
For  thee,  the  skilfiil  wonn,  of  specious  hue. 
No  shiuing  tbreads  of  ducti|e  radiauce  drew ^ 


For  thee  no  snn  the  ripening  gem  relln*^; 

No  bleating  innocence  the  Beece  resignM; 

The  hand  of  lamry  ne*er  taught  to  pour 

0*er  thy  faint  limbs  the  oirs  refresbing  %hoivr*n 

His  bed  the  flinty  rock;  his  drink,  his  food, 

The  ronning  brook,  and  berries  of  the  wood. 

What  have  we  added  to  Uiis  plain  accoant? 

What  passions?  what  desires?  a  huge  amoant! 

Cloth'd,  fed,  warm'd,  cooPd,  each  by  bis  brotber** 

We  live  ppou  the  wide  creaŁion*s  ^x»il.  (.toil, 

Suit,  monarch,  quit  thy  vain  superfluoua  pride; 

Łay  all  toy  foreign  omaments  aside: 

Bid  art  no  morę  its  spurioas  gifU  supply; 

Be  man,  merę  man;  thirst,  hunger,  gricre^  and  dieb 
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My  anzious  soul  is  tore  with  doubtfbi  shife. 

And  haags  suspended  betwixt  death  and  life ; 

Life !  death !  dread  objects  of  mankiud's  debśte; 

Whether  superior  to  the  shocks  of  fate. 

To  bear  its  fiercest  \Us  with  stedfieut  mind. 

To  Nature*s  order  piously  resign*d, 

Or,  with  magnantmoos  and  brave  disdain. 

Return  ber  back  th'  injurioos  gift  again. 

O !  if  to  die,  this  mortal  bustle  o*er, 

Werę  but  to  close  one's  eyesy  and  be  no  morę; 

From  pain,from  sickness,sorrows,8afe  witbdrawiig 

In  night  etemal  that  shall  know  no  dawit; 

This  dread,  Imperial,  wondrous  frame  of  man, 

Lost  in  still  notbing,  whence  it  first  began : 

Yes,  if  the  graye  such  qoiet  could  suppły^ 

I>evotion'8  self  roight  eren  dare  to  di^, 

Lest  hapiess  victors  in  the  mortal  strife, 

Through  death  we  struggie  but  to  secood  life. 

But,  fearfol  here,  thoogh  curious  to  ezplore, 

Thought  panses,  trembling  on  the  hither  shoies 

What  scenesmay  risci  awake  the  human  fear; 

Being  again  resum*d,  andGod  morę  near; 

If  awfnl  thunders  the  new  gnest  appal, 

Or  the  soft  Toioe  of  gentle  mercy  cali. 

This  teaches  life  with  all  its  ills  to  please^ 

Afflicting  poTerty,  severe  disease; 

To  lowest  iniamy  giyes  power  to  efaarm» 

And  strikes  the  dagger  from  the  boldest  ann. 

Then,  Hamleta  oease;  thy  rash  resolres  forego; 

God,  Naturę,  reason,  all  will  hare  it  ao: 

Leara  by  this  sacred  horrour,  well  supprtst, 

Eacłi  faial  purpose  in  the  traitor's  brcast. 

This  damps  reyenge  with  salutary  fear, 

And  stops  ambition  in  its  wild  career, 

Till  yirtue  for  itself  begin  to  move. 

And  serrile  fear  exa1t  to  filial  love. 

Then  in  thy  breast  let  calmer  passions  riae, 

Pleas'd  with  thy  lot  on  Earth,  absolve  the  akies; 

The  ills  of  life  see  Friendship  can  diyide; 

See  angels  warring  on  the  good  roan's  side. 

Alone  to  Yirtue  happiness  is  giTen, 

On  Earth  self-satisfied,  and  crown'd  in  Heayei^ 


A  SOLILO&UY. 

WRITTEN  IN  JVKE,  174^. 

Mt9teiiio09  inmate  of  this  breast, 

Enkindled  by  thy  flame; 
By  thee  my  being's  best  exprett> 

For  what  thou  art  1.  am;. 


MISCELLANIES. 


&i$ 


rei^ 


Włth  thee  I  claim  edestial  birth, 

A  spark  of  HeaveD'8  onm  ray; 
Withciut  thec  «ink  to  Tileat  eaiih, 

Immimated  cUy. 

Mow  in  this  sad  and  diosal  hoar 

Of  mnltiply*d  distress, 
Haa  any  furmer  thoiight  the  pow^r 

To  make  thy  aonuws  lesut } 

When  aJI  around  thee-cnid  saarap 

Tbreaten  thy  desŁm*d  br^ath, 
And  every  sharp  rr-flection  beairt 

Want,  exile,  chainsi  or  death. 

Can  aught  that  past  in  youth*s  fond 

Tby  pleasing^ein  restore, 
lA\et  beauty*8  gay  and  festiye  traia 

In  iiiemory'8  soft  storę  ? 

Or  does  tbe  MuMe?  'Tis  said  ^r  »ri 

Can  fiercą^t  pangs  appease ; 
Caii  she  to  tby  poor  trembling'  beart 

Now  speak  tba  woids  of  peace? 

Yet  the  was  wont  at  early  dawn 

To  whisper  thy  reposc. 
Nor  was  ber  friendly  aid  withdrawM 

At  gTBtfrful  evening's  clofe. 

rriendship,  'tis  true,  its  sacred  ia!ght» 

May  mitigate  thy  doom ; 
•  /i4  łigbtning,  shot  across  the  night, 
A  moment  gilds  the  gloom. 

O  Ood  !  thy  providence  alone 

Can  work  a  wonder  here, 
Caii  change  to  gładness  every  moan. 

And  banisb  ali  my  fear. 

Thy  arm,  all-powerful  to  8ave, 

May  every  doubtdcstroy ; 
4odi  from  tbe  horroars  of  tbe  grąye^ 

New  raise  to  life  and  joy. 

From  this,  as  from  a  copious  spring, 

Parę  consolation  flows ; 
Makes  tbe  fąint  beart  midst  sufferings  sing^ 

And  midst  detpair  repose. 

Yet  from  its  creatare,  gracious  Heav«n, 

Most  merriful  and  just, 
AftkB  bnt,  for  Itfe  and  safety  giTen, 
'    Onr  iaith  and  bumble  trnst. 
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A  SERIOUS  TBOUGHT. 

Through  rife*s  strange  mysłic  pathp  how  mankind 
A  contradiction  stil)  in  all  their  ways;      [strasrs  I 
|n  youth*8  gay  bloom,  in  weąith*8  jnsulting  bQur, 
As  Henv'n  ali  mercy  was,  tbay  l^/e  secure; 
Vet  fali  of  fears,  and  anxiou8  doubta  eypirys, 
Ąnd  in  the  awfu]  judge  forget  tbe  Sire. 
Fair  ^irtue  then  with  faitbful  step»  pursue, 
^hy  gou4  deeds  many,  thy  ofieilces  few ; 
Thatat  tbe  generał  duom  thdu  may'8t  appear 
With  6lia1  bope  to  sootbe  tby  consciouH  fear  ; 
Tlien  to  pcrpetoal  bliss  espect  Ło  liYe, 
Thy  Saviour  \ą  tby  judge,  apd  may  forgire. 


If  jołn*d  to  make  up  virtuc*s  glorious  tale, 

A  weak,  but  piuus  aid  can  aught  avail, 

Eacb  sacred  study,  eacb  diviiier  page 

That  once  inspir^d  my  youth,  shall  sootbe  my  agf. 

Deaf  to  ambition,  and  to  interesfs  eallj 

Honour  my  titlcs,  and  enough  my  al! ; 

Xo  pimp  of  pleasure,  and  uo  8)ave  of  state, 

Serene  fcom  fouls,  ^nd  guiltless  of  the  great, 

jSome  calin  and  uiidrsturb*d  retreat  1*11  chuose 

Dear  to  myseif  and  fricnds.    Perhaps  the  Muse 

May  grant,  whiie  all  my  thoughts  ber  cbarms  em- 

If  not  a  futuro  fąme,.a  presnnt  joy,  [pio}', 

Purc  from  each  fcYerish  bope,  eacb  weak  dcsire; 

Thoughts  that  improve,  and  slumbers  that  inspire, 

A  steadfiist  peace  of  mind,  raisM  far  abore 

Tlie  guilt  of  hatę  aml  wenknes^es  of  love; 

^tiidioiis  of  life,  yet  free  from  anxious  c^re, 

To  othors  camTid,  to  my  self  sercre : 

Filial,  submissireto  the  Soyereign  Will,' 

Glad  of  the  good,  and  patient*"  of  the  iU ; 

rU  work  in  narrow  sphere  what  HeaTen  approFe^ 

Abatlng  batreds,  and  increaoing  Ioycs, 

My  friendsbip,  stodies,  pleasures,  all  my  own^ 

Alike  to  envy  and  to  fkme  unknowu : 

Sncb  in  some  t^est  asylum  let  me  lie,- 

Take  of  my  fili  of  )ife^  ąod,wait,  not  wish  to  dic 
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miTATED. 

♦ 

Thrice  happy  be !  whom  tby  pntemal  iove 
Ailows.to  tread  tbe  Ffidiant  oeurts  above. 
Tu  rangę  tlieclimes  wbere  pure  cnjoyments  grow, 
Where  biessiągs  sprioff,and  endless  pleasares  flow: 
Ąwful  in  majesty  thy  glories  shine, 
Thy  mercy  speaks  its  autbor  all  divine. 
Thy  tender  and  amazing  care  is  own'd, 
Where-e*er  old  Ocean  walks  his  wavy  rouud  ; 
Those  that  e^lore  the  teniours  of  the  main, 
£mbroil*d  with  storms,in  scarch  of  paltry  gain, 
Where  tides  encoanter  wjth  tumnłtuoos  roar,  - 
f>erive  their  safety  from  thy  boundiess  pow*r: 
Within  their stated  mounds  thy  nod  coutains 
The  lawłess  waves,  wbure  beadlong  tumult  reigns; 
At  thy  despottc  cali  the  rebela  c«^8e, 
Sink  to  a  smiling  calm,— and  all  is  peace. 
Those  that  itfhabit  Earth'8  remotest  bound, 
Trembling  sanrey  thy  terroors  all  anmnd, 
When  kindling  meteors  redden  in  tbe  air, 
.Ąnd  shake  tbyjudgments  from  theirsanguioe  bair; 
At  thy  oommand  foir  blushes  ItMid  the  day, 
And. orient  pearls  glow  fi>om  each  tender  spray, 
Nigbt  with  ber  solemn  gloom  adores  a  God, 
Ąnd  8p;eads  ber  sabłe  horrours  at  his  nod, 
Wbole  naturę  cbeerfhl  owns  ber  Maker*8  roide, 
Eacb  creature  siniles,  and  all  his  works  rejoice. 
Thy  bounty  streams  in  soft  desoendiiig  showers, 
And  wakeny  into  bloom  the  drooping  flowers  ; 
Wegnant  on  high  thy  cloudy  cisterns  moYe, 
And  puur  their  gooial  treasurcs  from  abore; 
Earth  siuiles,  array'd  in  all  ber  youthful  cbarmt, 
Her  flowciy  infants  ope  their  bluahhig  arms, 
And  kindling  life  each  vemał  blossom  warms. 
Tbus  the  giad  year,  with  circlinc  mercies  crown-d, 
Enjoys  tłiy  goodness  in  an  endless  round. 
Wheue'er  thou  smiPst,  fresh  beauties  paint  tbt 
And  flowem  a>vakca*d  vegetate  to  bictb.     [liartlu 
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The  dreaiy  wilds,  wfaere  no  delights  are  fband, 
Where  Dever  spriug  adoni*d  the  sterile  grouod, 
At  thy  command  a  pompous  drcss  assume. 
Fair  roses  glow,  and  opening  lilies  bloom : 
Herę  verdant  hills  arise  on  every  side. 
And  shoot  their  tops  aloft  with  conscious  pride ; 
There  lowing  herds  adorn  the  fertiłc  soil. 
And  crown  vith  fleecy  wool  the  8hepherd'8  toil : 
While  tender  lambsi  their  in&nt  Yoices  raise, 
And  sweetly  bleat  th'  Almighty  Gi^er^s  praise. 
Herę  loided  valleyt  smile  with  wa^ing  com, 
Aod  golden  prospects  every  field  adorn ; 
They  fhout  for  joy^  and  lowly  bending  sing, 
With  tweet  barmonious  notes,  their  gracious  King! 


ODES, 


ĆDE  I 

TO  PANĆY. 

Faiict»  bright  and  winged  maid ! 

In  thy  night-dniwn  car  ronvey*d 

0*er  the  green  eartb  and  wide-s^read  maiiiy 

A  thousand  shadowg  in  thy  train,- 

A  varied  air^eoibodied  host. 

To  don  what  shapes  thou  pieaaest  most ; 

Brandish  no  morę  thy  scorpion  stings 

Aronnd  the  drstin'd  couch  of  kings} 
^Nor  in  Rebellion's  ghastly  8i«e 
^Adire  gigantic  spectre  riie: 

Cease,  for  a  while,  in  rooms  of  sŁate 

To  iUmp  the  tluinbcrs  of  the  great; 

In  Merit*8  lean-look*d  form  t*appear| 

And  holla  *«  traitor''  in  their  ear: 

Or  Freedom'8  holier  garb  belie, 

While  Ju8ticc  grinds  hcr  axe  fast  by : 

Nor  o'er  the  mi8er'8  eye-lids  pour 

The  unrefreshing  golden  show*r ; 

Whiltt,  keen  th*  unreał  bliss  to  feel, 

Hi«  breast  bedews  the  ruffian  steel.> 
With  these,  (when  next  thou  tak*8t  thy  ronnd) 

The  thoughts  of  gniłty  Pride  confound: 

Tbese  swell  the  horrours  and  aifright 

Of  Conscience'  keen  condemning  night. 

por  thiM  (nofji  gracious  poii>r !  repine) 

A  gentler  ministry  be  thinei 

Wbate*er  in>$pire9  the  poet'8  theme, 

Or  1over'8  hope-enliven'd  dream. 

Monimia^s  mildest  form  assume; 

9pi«ad  o*er  thy  cheeks  ber  youtbftd  bloom; 

Uafold  her  eyas'  unblemish'd  rays, 

That  roeltto  virtae  as  we  gazę ; 

That  EuvyM  goiltiestwish  disarm* 

And  view  benign  a  kindred  charm: 

Cali  all  the  Graccs  from  thy  storę, 

Till  thy  creative  pow*r  be  o*er ; 

Bid  ber  each  breathing  sweet  dispense. 

And  robę  in  ber  own  innocence. 
My  włsh  ts  giv'n :  the  lipells  begin ; 

TH*  ideał  world  awakcs  wilhin ; 

The  tonely  void  of  still  repose 

Prcgnant  with  some  new  wonder  grows: 

See,  by  the  twilight  of  the  skiei, 

The  beauteous  apparition  rise ; 

Slow  in  Monimia*s  form,  along 

Glides  to  the  bi^mooy  of  tong* 


But  wbo  is  he  the  vtigja  leads, 
Whom  high  a  flaming  torch  precedei^ 
Ina  gown  of  stainless  lawn, 
0'er  each  manly  sboulder  drawn  ? 
Who,  clad  in  robę  of  scarict  grain, 
The  boy  that  bean  ber  flowing  train? 
Behmd  his  back  a  quiver  hung, 
A  bended  bow  acroas  is  flung; 
His  head  and  heels  two  wings  unlbM, 
The  aznre  feathers  girt  with  gold  :•« 
Hjrmen !  'tis  he  who  kind  inspires 
Joys  unfeignM  and  chaste  desires: 
And  ^ou,  of  love  deoeitftd  child ! 
With  tiger>heart,  yet  lamb-like  miU, 
Fantastic  by  thyself,  and  ▼ain. 
But  seemly  seen  in  Hymen's  train; 
If  Fate  be  to  my  wisbes  kind, 
O I  may  1  find  you  ever  join'd; 
But  if  the  Pates  my  wish  deny. 
My  humble  roof  come  ye  not  nigli. 

The  spell  works  on :  yet  stop  the  daj 
While  in  the  house  of  sleep  I  stay.    . 
About  me  swells  the  sudden  groYe*  \ 

The  woyen  arboureite  of  love ;  i    \ 

F1ow'r8  spring  unbidden  o*er  the  groondJ   t 
And  morę  thau  Naturę  plants  around.    1  '       ^ 
Fancy,  prolong  the  kitid  repose ;  \  SaI*' 

Still,  still  th'  enchanting  yision  g1ows|     A  \ 
And  DOW  I  gazę  0'er  all  her.  channs,         J 
No  w  sink  transport<>d  in  her  arms. 
Oh  sacred  energy  divine ! 
All  these  enraptur'd  scenes  are  Oiine. 
Hail !  copious  source  of  pure  delight ; 
AUhail !  thou  heaven-T«nrealed  rite; 
Endearing  Trath  thy  train  attends. 
And  thou  and  otaek-eyM  Peace  are  fneiMU: 
Closcr  entwine  the  magie  bow'r ; 
Thick  rain  the  roac-empurpled  show^r : 
The  mystic  joy  impatient  flies 
Th*  onhallowM  gaae  of  vn]gar  ejrea. 
Uuenyied  let  the  rich  and  great 
Turmoil  without,  and  parcel  Fate, 

Indulging  here,  in  bliss  supremę, 

Might  1  enjoy  the  golden  dream : 

But,  ah !  the  rapture  most  not  stay; 

For  see !  she  glides,  she  głides  away. 
Oh  Fancy  !  why  didst  thou  decoy 

My  thoughts  ioto  this  dream  of  joy, 

Then  to  forsake  me  all  ałooe. 

To  mourn  the  fbnd  delosion  gone? 

O!  twck  again,  benigu,  restore 

The  picturM  Tision  as  befbre. 

Yes,  yes:  once  morę  I  fold  my  eyes; 

Arise,  ye  dear  deceits,  arise. 

Ideas  błand !  where  do  ye  roTe  } 

Why  &des  my  vitionary  grove? 

Ye  flckle  troop  of  Morpheus*  train, 

Then  will  you,  to  the  pioud  and  vaitt, 

From  me,  &nt«stic,  wing  your  flight,  ' 

T  adom  the  dream  of  lalse  delight  ł 

But  now,  seen  in  Monimia*8  air, 

Can  yoa  asśume  a  form  less  fair, 

Some  idle  beauty*s  wish  supply, 

The  mimie  triumphs  of  her  eye? 

Grant  al!  to  me  this  liTe-long  night, 

Letcharms  detain  the  riśing  light; 

For  this  one  night  my  liferies  wear. 

And  I  absoWe  you  for  the  year. 

What  time  your  poppy-crowned  god 

Sends  his  tnith*telling  scoats  abroad. 
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Ere  yet  t1ie  eock  to  matins  flngi. 
And  the  lark,  ^itb  mounttng  winjcs, 
The  riffip]e  viilage-iwain  has  warn'd 
To  shake  offaleep,  by  labour  eam^d^ 
-Or  on  tbe  roscTs  Bilkea  heniy 
Aurora  weeps  ber  earliest  gem  ; 
•Or,  beiieatb  tbe  opening  dawn, 
Sm  ileś  tbe  fair-eKtendcd  lawn. 
When  ID  tbe  soft  encircled  8  bada 
Ye  flnd  reclin*d  tbe  gentle  maid, 
Each  butiy  motion  la  id  to  reat. 
And  all  composM  ber  peaceful  breastt 
Swift  paint  the  &ir  internal  acene, 
The  phantom  JaboHrs  of  your  reig^j 
The  IJTing  imagery  adom 
Witb  aU  tbe  limnings  of  the  moro* 
Witb  all  the  treasaren  Naturę  keeps 
CónceaKd  below  tbe  forming  deeps ; 
Or  dre8s'd  in  the,rich  wavmg  pride, 
That  corers  tbe  green  mottutałn*8  side, 
Or  blooms  beiąeatb  the  amoroas  gala 
In  the  wide-embosom*d  Tale. 
Łet  powerfiil  Musie  too  essay 
The  magie  of  ber  bidden  iay : 
While  each  harsh  tbought  away  sball  fly 
Bown  the  fiiU  stream  of  barmony, 
Compaasion  mild  sball  fili  tbeir  pl«ce, 
Each  gentle  miniater  of  grace^ 
Pity  that  often  melts  to  lorę, 
Łet  weeping  Pity  kind  imprQve 
The  8ofteii*d  heart,  prepar'd  to  take 
Wbate^er  impressions  Love  shall  miike* 
Oh !  in  that  kind,  that  sacred  bour, 
When  Hate,  wben  Angcr  ha^e  no  pow*r; 
When  sighing  Love,  mild  simple  boy, 
Coortship  sweet,  and  tender  joy, 
AloDc  possess  the  fair-one'8  beart; 
Łet  me  then,  Fancy,  bear  my  part^ 

Oh  goddess!  bow  1  long  t*  appear; 
The  bour  of  dear  success  draws  near: 
6ee  wbere  tbe  rrowding  Shadows  wait; 
Hajste  and  unfold  the  ivory  gate : 
Ye  gracious  foms,  em]>loy  your  aid, 
Come  in  my  aoKious  look  array'd, 
Come  Love,  come  Hymen,  at  my  pray'r 
|>d  by  Uithe  Hope,  ye  di>cent  pair 
By  mutua]  confldence  combin'd. 
^s  erst  in  sleep  I  saw  you  joinM. 
Fili  my  eyes  witb  beart-swelfd  tears* ' 
Fili  my  breast  witb  beart-born  feara,   ^ 
Half-utter^d  vows  and  half  suppressM,    \ 
Part  łook*d  and  only  wish'd  tbe  rest ;     \ 
Make  sighs,  and  speaking  sorrows  proyel  ^ 
SafTering  much,  how  much  I  love;  A 

Make  the  Muses'  lyre  complain,  ^. 

Strong  by  me  in  warbled  strain  ;  \ 

Let  the  melodious  numbers  flow  \ 

Powcrful  of  a  lover'8  woe,  -  I 

Till  by  tbe  tender  Orphean  art,  / 

I  throngh  ber  ear  should  gain  ber  beart. 

Now,  Fancy,  now  the  fit  is  o*eT^ 
I  feel  my  sorrows  veik  no  morę : 
But  wben  condc-mn^d  again  to  mourn, 
Fancy,  to  my  aid  return. 
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BcGOnB,  pnrsnits  so  vatń  and  light; 
Ęnowlege,  fruitlcss  uf  deligbt^ 


Lean  Study,  sii«  of  sallow  Doobt^ 
I  put  thy  musing  taper  out: 
Fantastic  alł,  a  long  adieu ; 
For  what  bas  ]ove  to  do  witb  you  f 
For,  lo,  I  go  wbere  Beauty  Ores, 
To  satisfy  my  suufs  desires ; 
For,  lo,  I  toek  tbe  sacred  walls 
Where  Love,and  gentle  Beauty,  calls: 
For  me  she  bas  adorn'd  tbe  room. 
For  me  bas  shed  a  ricb  periiime : 
Has  she  not  prepar'd  tbe  tea  ? 
The  kettie  boils— she  waits  lor  me. 

I  come,  nor  single,  but  along 
Youthfttl  Sports  a  joUy  throag  i 
Tboogbtlessjoke,  and  infant  wiles; 
Harmless  wit,  and  Tirgin  smiles; 
Tender  words,  and  kind  intent; 
Languisb  ft»nd,  and  blandisbment ; 
Yielding  curtsy,  wbiaper  Iow; 
Silken  blusb,  witb  cheeks  that  glow ; 
ChaHte  desires,  and  wJsbes  meet; 
Tbin  clad  Hope,  a  foot-man  fleet; 
Modesty,  that  tums  aside. 
And  backward  striires  her  fbrm  to  bide^ 
Healtbful  Mirth,  still  gay  and  young. 
And  Meekness  witb  a  maiden*s  tongue ; 
Satire,  by  good  bomour  dresa^d 
In  a  many-coloui^d  ve8t : 
And  enter  leaning  at  tbe  door, 
W  ho  send^st  tby  flaunting  page  before, 
Tbe  roguish  boy  of  kind  delight, 
Attendanton  the  ]over's  nigbt, 
Fair  his  ivory  shuttle  fltes 
Througb  tbe  bright  tbreads  of  mingling  dyes 
As  swifl  bis  rosy  fingers  move 
To  knit  tbe  silken  cords  of  love ; 
And  stop  wbo  softly-stealing  goes 
Occasion  high  on  ber  tiptoes, 
Wbom  youth  witb  watchful  look  esple^ 
To  seizn  tbe  Ibrelock  ere  she  flies, 
Bre  be  ber  bald  -pate  sball  surrey. 
And  well-plied  heels  to  run  away. 

But,anxious  Care,  be  far  from  bence; 
Yatn  sormise,  and  alter'd  iiense ; 
Missbapen  doubts,  the  woes  they  bring ; 
And  Jcałousy,  of  fierrest  sting; 
Despair,  that  solitary  stands, 
And  wrings  a  halter  in  bis  hands; 
Flattery,  fiilse  and  boUow  found, 
And  Dread,  with  eye  stiłl  looking  roundj 
Ayarice,  bendi ng  under  pelf : 
Conceit,  still  gazing  on  herself: 
O  Love!  exciude  bigh-crested  Pride, 
Nymph  of  Amazonian  strtde  t 
Nor  in  these  walls,  like  waiting-maid. 
Be  Curiosity  8urvey'd, 
That  to  tbe  key-hole  łays  her  ear, 
Lłstening  at  tbe  door  to  hear ; 
Nor  fatber  Time,  uniess  he*9  fobnd 
In  triumph  Ird  by  Beauty  boond, 
Forc'd  to  yield  to  Yigour'8  stroke. 
His  blunted  scythc  and  hour-glass  broke. 
But  come,  ail  ye  wbo  know  to  please; 
lnviting  glancp,  and  downy  easc ; 
Tbe  beart-boni  joy,4be  gentle  care ; 
Soft-breatbed  wisb,  and  powV  of  prayer  j 
Tbe  simple  vow,  that  means  no  ill; 
Believing  9uiet,  submissiye  Will ; 
Constancy  of  m^ekest  mind, 
I  That  suffert  k>ug,  and  still  is  kind*; 
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Ali  ye  wtao  pni  oor  woes  to  iUglift; 
AU  ye  who  miniiter  deligbt; 
Nods,  and  wreaths,  and  becks,  and  tips ; 
Meaning  ^uka,  aod  roguish  trips; 
Fond  deceits,  and  kind  surprises; 
Sudden  sinkS|  and  sodden  risea; 
Łaughsy  and  toys,  and  gamesome  fighta; 
Jotly  dance,  and  ginU,  and  flightf: 
Then,  to  make  me  wholly  blett, 
Let  me  be  there  a  welcome  guett. 


ODE  111. 


Immortalia  ne  speres,  monet  annos* 


HOR, 


Now  Spring  begios  ber  fmiling  round, 
LaTish  to  paint  th*  enamellUground ; 
The  birds  exa]t  their  cbeeifbl  Toice, 
And  gay  on  eTery  bough  rejoice. 
The  lovely  Graces,  band  in  hand, 
Kntt  in  LoTe'8  eteroal  band, 
With  dancing  step  at  eariy  dawn, 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 
Where*er  the  youtb^l  sisten  moTe, 
They  fire  the  «onl  to  geniąl  love. 
Now,  by  the  riTer*8  painted  side* 
The  swajn  delights  his  country  bridc, 
While,  pleas'd,  she  hears  his  artless  towi  : 
Above  the  feather*d  songster  wooet. 
Soon will  the ripeoMSummer  yifekt 
Her  yarious  gifts  to  every  field ; 
Soon  fruitful  trees,  a  beauteous  shpw, 
With  niby-tinctur*d  birtbs  iball  glow; 
Swept  smells,  frąm  beds  of  lilies  borne, 
Perfnme  the  boeezes  of  the  mom. 
The  sunny  day,  and  dewy  night. 
To  rural  play  my  fair  invite; 
Soft  on  a  bank  of  yiolets  laid, 
Cool  she  enjoys  the  evening  shade; 
The  sweets  of  Summer  feast  her  eye, 
Yet  soon,  soon  will  the  Summer  fly. 
Attend,  my  iovely  maid,  and  know 
7o  profit  by  the  morał  show: 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  art  seeD» 
Frash  on  the  stalk,  for  ever  green ; 
^ow  does  th'  unfoided  bud  discioae 
Fuli  blown  to  sight  the  bluahiog  rosę: 
Yet,  ooce  the  sunny  season  past, 
Think  not  the  coz'ning  sceiie  will  lattt 
let  not  the  flątterer  Hope  periBuade: 
Ah !  must  1  say  that  this  will  (ade> 
For  see  the  Summer  posts  away> 
8ad  emblem  of  our  own  decay. 
Now  Winter,  from  the  frozen  nortfa, 
prires  his  iron  chariotforth: 
His  grisly  band  in  icy  chains 
Fair  Tweda**  silyer  flood  ooDStraips: 
Cast  up  thy  eyes,-how  birak  and  barn 
Ue  wan4er8  on  the  tops  of  Yare ! 
Behold  his  footsteps  dire  arę  seen 
ConfetaM  on  many  a  withering  green. 
Griev*d  at  thę  sight,  irben  thon  shalt  se^ 
A  snowy  wr«ath  clothe  every  tree» 
Frequenting  now  the  stream  no  morę, 
Thou  fl/st,  di»pleas*d,  the  barren  sbore. 
When  thon  shalt  miss  the  fiowers  that  grew 
Mut  Itte  to  ch)irm  thy  rąvis6'4  yieiTi 


« 


Shall  1,  ah  horrid !"  wiR  thon  uj,    - 
"  Be  like  to  this  another  day  ł" 

Yet,  when  in  snów  and  dreary  frail 
The  pleasure  of  the  field  is  lott. 
To  blazing  heaiths  at  borne  we  mn. 
And  fires  supply  the  distaot  Son  ; 
IiLgay  delights  our  bonrs  employ, 
V?e  do  not  lose  but  change  our  joy ; 
Happy  abandon  every  care. 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  coort  the  fur. 
To  turn  the  page  of  aocient  baidSy 
To  drain  the  bowl,  and  deal  the  catda* 
Bot  when  the  beauteous  wbite  and  red 
From  the  pale  ąshy  cbeek  is  fled; 
When  wrinkles  dire,  and  age  severe» 
Make  beauty  fly  we  know  not  wbere: 
The  foir  whom  Fates  unkind  disarm* 
HaTO  they  for  erer  oeasM  to  charm? 
Or  is  there  left  some  pleaaing  art^ 
1\>  keep  secure  a  captiTe  heart? 

**  Unhappy  Love  v*  mtgbt  loTers  ny« 
"  Beauty,  thy  food, does  swift  decay; 
When  once  that  short*łiv'd  stock  is  spent, 
W  bat  art  thy  fiunine  can  prerent? 
Yirtues  prepare  with  caily  care, 
That  LoTe  may  live  on  Wisdoai's  tee; 
l'hough  Ecstacy  with  Beauty  fliea, 
Esteem  is  bom  when  Beauty  dies. 
Happy  to  whom  the  Fates  decree 
The  gm  of  Hea?'n  in  gi^ing  thee: 
Thy  beauty. shaU  his  yooth  engage^ 
Thy  Tinoes  ihaU  deligfat  his  age.** 
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Jawus,  who,  with  sliding  pace, 

Run*st  a  nerer-ending  race. 

And  driT*st  about,  in  prone  career, 

The  whirling  rircle  of  the  year, 

Kindly  indidge  a  littie  stay, 

I  beg  but  one  swift  bonr'B  dday. 

O !  while  th'  important  minutea  wait, 

TiCt  me  revolve  the  books  of  fate; 

See  what  the  coming  year  intends 

1  o  me,  my  countiy,  kind  and  friends. 

Then  may'st  thou  wiog  thy  flight,  and  g% 

To  scatter  blindly  joys  and  Woe; 

Spread  dire  disease,  or  purest  healtb. 

And,  as  thou  lisŁ^st,  grant  place  or  wealth* 

This  hoor^  withheld  by  potent  cbarms, 

Bv>n  Peace  sball  sleep  in  FowV5.mad  anBS| 

Kings  feel' their  inward  tormęnts  less. 

And  for  a  moment  wish  to  Mess. 

Liie  now  pieaerits  another  acene^ 
Hie  same  ttrange  laroe  to  act  again; 
Again  the  weary  buman  pląy'r8 
Advance,  and  take  their  sereral  shares  i 
Clodius  rióts,  Cssar  fights, 
Tully  pleads^and  Maro  writes, 
Anunon*s  fierpe  son  cpntrols  the  glob^ 
And  Harlequin  diverta  the  mob. 
To  Tinie*8  dark  cave  the  yńr  retreats^ 
These  boary  uufreqttented  seats; 
There  from  his  loaded  wing  he  lays 
The  ińonths,  the  minutes,  faours  and  day«^ 
Then  fliea,  tbe  Seasons  in  his  tiaio. 
To  conipass  round  the  year  again. 
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See  fbero,  tik  varioii9  heapi  ćoiiibiii'd, 
The  vait  dcsigns  of  bammii-kiiid; 
WbateTer  cwellM  the  8tote8man'»  Łhoagbt, 
Tbe  miflchieft  mad  ambition  wrotigbt, 
Public  ńT«Dge  and  bidden  guilt, 
Tbe  blood  by  slecret  mutder  spilt, 
Friendsbips  to  lordid  mterest  giTen, 
And  ill-tnatcb'd  bearta,  iie>er  pair'd  in  Heaven; 
What  Avarioe»  to  croirii  bis  storę, 
Stote  ftt>m  tbe  oipban,  and  tbe  poor; 
Or  Łumify^i  morę  shameftil  waste, 
Sqiiaoder>d  on  th'  uritbankAd  feast» 
Ye  kings,  aad  niilty  gieat^  drew  naar  j 
Before  this  awftil  court  appear : 
Barę  to  tbe  Moae^s  ptercing  eye 
The  sećrets  of  aU  mortals  lie;     . 
Sbe,  strict  aTeikger,  bringt  to  ligbt 
.  Your  crimes  coDcńl'd  in  darkest  nigbif 
As  Conscience*  to  ber  trust  most  tnie, 
Sbali  judge  between  tb*  oppress'd  and  yoiu 

Tbis  casket  sbows»  yc  irretched  traiii» 
How  often  Merit  saed  in  Tain. 
See,  tbere^  midry^d)  tbe  widoWs  tearss 
See,  tbere»  nnsooth*d  the  orpban*8  leart: 
Yet,  looli)  wbat  mighty  snms  appear, 
The  Tile  proAision  of  tbe  year. 
Cott]d'8t  thou  liut,  impions  Greatness,  give 
Tbe  tmalłest  alms,  tbat  Want  migbt  lirei 
And  yet,  how  many  a  laige  repast 
Paird  tbe  rich  glatton's  siekły  tasle  I 
One  table'8  Tain  intemperete  load, 
Witb  ambDsb*d  deatby  and  sicknesi  8trow>d| 
Had  blest  tbe  oottage'  peacefui  shade, 
And  giTeo  its  children  healtb  and  bread: 
The  rustic  sire,  and  faithfut  spouse, 
Witb  «ach  dear  pledge  of  honest  tows^ 
Had,  at  the  sobei^tasted  meaJ, 
Repeated  oft  the  grateful  tale; 
Rad  bymn*d,  in  native  language  free, 
The  song  of  thanks  to  Heaven  and  thee; 
A  mutic  tbat  the  great  ne'er  hear» 
Yet  sweeter  to  th*  intemal  ear 
Tban  any  soft  seducing  notę 
B'er  thriłFdfrom  Farinelli's  throat. 

Let's  stiU  search  on'— -^This  hundle's  large. 
What*s  bereł  'Tis  Science'  {daintire  charge^ 
Hear  Wisdom>B  philoeophic  sigh, 
(Neglected  all  hertieasores  lie) 
Tbat  nonę  ber  secret  baunts  esplore^ 
To  learn  what  Plato  taoght  before ; 
Her  sons  ^edocM  to  tum  their  parta 
To  Plattevy'8  morę  thriviog  arts; 
Kefine  their  better  sense  away 
And  joln  Corruptian^s  flag,  for  pay* 
flee  his  reward  the  gamester  shaie, 
Wbo  painted  morel  Yirtue  iair ; 
Inspir^d  the  minds  of  generons  yoitth     ^ 
To  loTe  the  simple  mistress  Ttuth; 
The  patriot  path  distmcUy  show*d, 
Tbat  Rom*  and  Greece  to  glory  trode; 
That  self-applause  is  noblest  famę,    . 
And  kings  mmy  greatness  link  to  sbame, 
Wbile  honesty  is  no  disgnce, 
And  Peaee  can  smile  witiiout  a  place.  - 
Hear  too  Astronomy  repine, 
Wbo  tanght  unnumber'd  worlds  to  sbine; 
Wbo  treve]s  boundless  etbcr  througb, 
And  brings  tbe  distant  orbs  to  view, 
Can  sbe  ber  broken  glass  r^air, 
Thottgh  AT^rice  bas  her  all  to  span? 


Wbat  itaighty  se<»«tB  had  been  found> 
Was  Yirtue  mistress  of  five  pound? 
Yet  see  where,  giren  to  Wealth  and  Fride> 
A  bulky  pension  łies  beside. 

Araunt  then,  Riches;  no  delay; 
I  spuiii  tb*  igaoble  beaps  away. 
What  though  your  cbarms  can  purchase  all 
The  giddy  hononrs  of  this  bali ; 
Make  Nąture*8  germlos  all  divide^ 
And  banghty  peers  reilounce  their  pride; 
Can  buy  proud  Flavia*8  sordld  sitaile, 
Or  ripe  for  fote,  tbis  destinM  isle. 
Tbough  Greatness  condescends  to  pray^ 
Will  Time  indulge  one  hour*8  delay, 
Or  give  the  wretch  intent  on  pelf. 
One  móment^s  credit  witb  himself  ? 
Yirtue,  tbat  trae  from  false  diaoemsy 
The  vu]gar  oourtly  pbrase  unlearos,  . 
Superior  far  to  Fortune*8  frown, 
BcMtoWs  atone  tbe  stable  crown» 
The  wreath  from  honoui^s  root  that  spriogtf 
That  fiules  upoa  the  brows  of  kingsr 


^M^M* 


ODE  r. 


0^  TRI  BATTŁE  OF  OŁADSBfTJIE.  1745. 

As  over  Olad8muir*8  blood-stain*d  field, 

Sootia,  imperial  goddess,  flew; 
Her  lifted  spear  and  radiaut  shield 
Conspicuous  blaziog  to  the  view : 

Her  yisage,  lately  olouded  witb  despair, 
Now  reas8ttm*d  its  first  majestic  air. 

Sttcb  seen  as  oft  in  battle  waroi 

She  glow*d  tbrough  many  a  martial  age  ^ 
Or  Aild  to  breathe  the  ciril  cbarm, 
Ip  pious  plans  and  counseł  sager 
Fori  o*er  tbe  mingling  glories  of  her  face, 
A  manly  greatness  heighten'd  female  grece. 

Łoud  as  the  tmmpet  roUs  its  sound* 

Her  Yoice  the  power  celestial  reisM; 
Whilst  ber  victoriou8  sons  aronnd 
In  silent  joy  and  wonder  gaze<|: 
The  sacred  Muses  heard  tb*  immortal  lay, 
And  thuB  to  earth  the  notes  of  fome  conrey : 

**  'Tis  done!  my  sons!  'tis  nobly  donel 

Yictorious  oyer  tyrent  power; 
How  quick  tbe  rece  of  iame  was  run ! 
The  work  of  ages  in  one  hour:  [leigns; 

Slow  creeps  th'  oppre8sive  weight  of  slaTish 
One  gloriout  moment  rosę,  aad  burst  your 
chains. 

'^  But  late,  forlom,  dejec^d,  pale, 

A  prey  to  each  iosulting  fte; 
I  saught  the  grove  and  gloomy  Tale^ 
To  vent  in  solitude  my  woe; 
Nc^  to  my  band  the  balanoe  iair  restor'd  j 
Onoe  morę  i  wield  on  high  the  imperial  sword : 

<*  What  arm  has  this  deliverence  vougbt? 

Tis  be!  the  gallant  youth  appears; 
O  warm  in  fields,  and  cool  in  tbuugbt! 
Beyond  the  slow  adyance  of  yeare ! 
Hastę,  let  me,  rescued  now  from  futui^  harmsy 
Straia  close  the  fiUal  Tirtue  ia  my  anns. 


^$0 
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**  Early  t  ntira*d  tbis  foyal  yoath, 

Ah  !  ill  detaioM  on  Ibreign  sborea; 
f  aird  his  mind  with  love  of  tnitb, 
With  fortitude  and  wi8doiii*8  stores: 
For  wheo  a  noble  action  is  decreed, 
HeaT'a  forms  tbe  bero  fSor  the  destin^d  dced. 

'*  Nor  could  tbe  tofi  aedocing  charms 

Of  mild  He8peńa's  blooming  soil 
E^r  queućb  bis  noble  thirst  of  arms» 
Of  generous  deeds  and  honest  toil ; 

FixVl  with  tbe  warmtb  a  country  lorę  imparts* 
He  fled  tbeir  weakness,  but  admir^d  tbeir  aits* 

"  With  him  I  ploughM  the  stormy  main ; 
My  breath  inspir^d  th'  auspicious  gale; 
ftesenr^d  for  Glad5muir's  glorioos  plain, 
Through  dangers  wing*d  his  darin^  sail:     [pose 
Wheie,formM  with  inborn  worth,  hedurstop- 
His  single  ralour  to  an  host  of  foes. 

**  Hecame!  be  spoke!  and  a11  aronnd, 

As  swift  as  Heav*n's  ąoick-darted  flafne, 
Shepherds  tum*d  warriors  at  tbe  sound, 
And  every  bosom  beat  for  fiune; 
They  caught  heroic  ardour  from  his  eyes. 
And  at  his  tide  the-wilUng  beroes  rise. 

"  Ronse,  Englaod !  rouse,  Fame^s  noblest  son, 
In  all  tby  ancient  splendour  shine; 

If  I  the  glorious  work  begun, 

O  let  the  crowning  palm  be  thine : 
'     I  bring  a  prince,  for  sucfa  is  Heav'n*8  dccree, 
Who  oYercomes  but  to  f6rgłve  and  free. 

s 

**  So  shall  fierce  wars  and  tomults  cease, 

While  Plenty  crowns  the  smiling  plain; 
And  Industfy,  fair  child  of  peace, 
8hall  in  each  crowded  city  reign; 

So  shall  these  happy  realms  for  ever  prove 
l^be  sweetu  of  union,  Uberty,  and  Ioyc." 


SONGS. 


Yb  shepherds  and  nymphs,  that  adom  the  gay 
plaiuy  [strain; 

Approacb  from  your  sports,  and  attend  to  my 
Amongst  all  your  number  a  lover  so  tnie 
Was  ne'er  so  undone,  with  sucb  bliss  in  bis  view. 

Was  ever  a  njrmph  so  hard-bearted  as  minę? 
Sbe  knows  me  siocere,  and  she  sces  how  I  pin^; 
Bhe  does  not  disdain  me,  nor  frown  in  ber  wrath. 
But  calmly  and  mildly  resigns  me  to  death. 

Sbe  caJls  me  ber  friend,  bot  her  lover  denies : 
She  smiłes  when  I'm  cheerful,  but  hears  not  my 
A  bosom  so  6inty»  so  gentle  an  air,  [«igbs; 

lospires  me  with  bope,  and  yet  bids  me  despair ! 

1  iUI  at  ber  feet,  and  implore  her  with  tears: 
Her  answer  oonfounds,  while  her  manner  endears; 
When  softiy  sbe  tells  me  to  bope  no  relief, 
ily  trembling  lips  bless  her,  to  spite  of  my  grief. 

By  night,  while  I  tlomber,  stlll  baunted  with  care, 
I  start  up  in  anguish  and  sigh  fbr  the  fair: 
The  fair  sleep  in  peace,  may  she  «ver  do  so! 
And  OBijr  whmi  dreanujig  tmągine  mx  woe. 


Then  gazę  at  a  distanc*,  oor  fcrtber  aipire; 
Nor  tłiink  sbe  should  iore,  wbom  sbe  caanot  i 

mirę; 
Hush  all  thy  complaining,  and  dying  ber  daws, 
Commeod  her  to  HeaT'n,aiid  thysdif  to  the 


Ah  the  fhepheid's  mooraftil  fiste, 

When  do(Mn'<l  to  love,  and  doooM  tar 
To  bear  tbe  scornfal  faiiwne^t  bate. 

Nor  dare  disclote  his  anguish. 
Yet  eager  looks,  and  dytng  tigbs^ 

My  seeret  soui  disoover; 
While  rapture  trembling  tbnmgh  minę 

Reveal8  how  much  1  love  ber. 
Tbe  tender  glance,  tbe  red'BiDg  cbeek» 

0'erBpread  with  risingbtusb«, 
A  thousand  Tarious  ways  they  ^peak 

A  tbousand  Tarions  wishes. 


For  oh!  that  form  ao  beaTenfy  fchr, 

Those  langukl  eyes  so  sweetly  nnilui|^ 
That  artlesa  blusb,  and  modest  air, 

So  ftitally  beguiiing. 
Tby  every  look»  and  every  grace, 

So  charm  wbene>er  I  view  thee; 
Till  death  o*ertake  me  in  tbe  chaae^ 

Still  will  my  bopes  pnrsne  thee : 
Then  when  my  tedions  hourt  are  pait. 

Be  this  last  błessing  gi^en, 
Low  At  tby  foet  to  breathe  my  iaat. 

And  die  in  siglit  of  HeaveD. 


Adieu,  ye  pleasant  sports  and  pl^fl^ 
Farewel,  each  song  that  was  diTerting^ 

Love  tunes  my  pipę  to  mournful  lavs» 
1  ting  of  Delia  and  of  I>amou*s  partiqg« 

Long  had  be  łov'd,  and  long  conceal*d 
The  dear,  tormenting,  pleasant 

Till  Delia^s  roildness  had  prevaird 
On  bim  to 'show  bis  inclńnation. 

Just  as  the  fair-one  seem*d  to  giTe 
A  patient  ear  to  his  love-iPtory, 

Da  mon  must  bis  Delia  leare. 
To  go  in  queei  of  toilaomegloiy. 

Half-spoken  worde  bung  on  his  tongne, 
Tbeir  eyes  refus'd  the  usual  greeting; 

And  sighs  supplyM  their  wonted  soog, 
These  charming  soonds  were^chauf^to- 

A,  Dear  tdol  of  my  sool>  adieu ! 

Cease  to  lament,  but  ne*er  to  love  me, 
While  Damon  liTea,  he  liTes  for  yoo. 
No  other  charms  sbaH  ever  norę 


r»»»- 


B,  A  las !  who  knows,  when  parted  for 

From  Delia,  but  you  maydeod^e  her! 
Tbe  thoupfht  destroyt  my  heart  with  ome, 
Adieu»  my  dear,  I  fear  for  e^er. 


A.  If  ever  I  forget  my  towb,. 

May  then  my  guardian  mngei  leere 
And  niore  to  aggraTate  my  woea» 
Be  you  io  goaii  aa  tft  foif  ive  me. 


les 
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Yb  ifaepberdt  ot  ihi»i>t«iant  fAto 

Where  YairoiritreaiDsaloDg, 
Foraake  yonr  niral  toils,  and  join 

In  my  triumpbant  song. 
8be  graots,  Ihe  yields ;  one  heavenly  finiM 

Atoncs  ber  long  delayB> 
One  happy  minutę  crowns  the  paiiit 

Of  many  sUffering  dayi. 

Baiae,  raise  Uie  Yictor-mMes  of  joy^ 

Tbese  suffering  daya  are  o'er, 
Łove  satiatei  now  hit  boandless  wish 

From  beauty'8  boundless  storę; 
No  doubtful  bopet,  no  anxious  fearl 

Tbis  rising  calm  daatroy^ 
Kow  every  prospact  smlles  around. 

AU  ópeniDg  into  joy. 

The  Sun  witb  double  lustre  shone 

That  dear  consenting  bour, 
BriirbteaM  each  bill,  and  o*er  each  vald 

New  coloui^d  every  flower ; 
The  galeg  tbeir  gentle  sigbg  withAdd, 

No  leaf  was  seen  to  meve, 
Tlie  bovering  songsters  round  were  mute^ 

And  wonder  hushM  Łbe  grove. 

The  bills  and  dales  no  morę  resound 

The  Iambl(in'8  tender  ery, 
\^ithout  one  murmnr  Yarrow  stolć 

In  dimpling  silence  by ; 
Ali  naturę  seem*d  in  still  repose 

Her  Toice  alone  to  hear, 
That  gently  roU*d  tbe  tnnefui  wave» 

Sbe  spolce  and  b]e88'd  my  ear. 

*■  Take,  takc,  wbate*er  of  bliss  or  joy 

You  fondly  faocy  miue, 
Wbate^er  of  joy  or  bliss  1  boast 

LoTe  renders  wboUy  thinej'* 
The  woods  struck  up,  to  tbe  soft  gale 

Tbe  ieaves  were  seen  to  move, 
Tbe  featb«r*d  cboir  resiimM  tbeir  yoii^e^ 

And  wionder  filled  the  grove. 

^the  bills  and  dalea  again  reaoiind 

Tbe  lambkins  tender  ery, 
'With  allhis  mnrmnrs  Yarrow  trillM 

Tbe  song  of  triumph  by ; 
Abore,  beneatb,  aronnd>  idl  on 

Was  rerdurc;  beauty,  song, 
t  snatcb'd  ber  to  my  trembling  breast^ 

AU  naturę  joy*d  along. 


.Oo,  plaintiTe  sounds !  and  to  tbe  h\t 

My  secret  wonnds  impart. 
Tell  all  I  hope,  ieU  all  I  fear, 

Cach  motion  in  my  hearU 

B«^t  she,  DKithlnks,  is  listHiing  now 
To  some  «ncbanting  strain, 

Tbe  smile  that  triumphs  o'er  ber  brow 
Seems  not  to  heed  my  pain. 

Yes,  p1aintive  sounds,  yet,  yet  dday, 

Howe^er  my  loye  repine, 
l.et  that  gay  minutę  pass  away^ 

Tba  oBĘt  pet)i»fi$  19  tbiM* 


Yes,  plaintiye  sońnds,  no  h>ngbr  crott, 
'   Yoor  griefs  shall  »ood  ^be  o'er, 
Her  cheek,  undimpled  now^  bas  lost 
The  smtle  it  lalely  wore. 

Yes,  plaintive  sounds,  sb«  now  is  yours, 

'Tis  now  your  time  to  move ; 
Essay  to  soften  all  ber  powers. 

And  be  that  softness,  loveb 

Cease,  p1aintive  sounds,  your  task  is  done» 

That  ensioui  tender  air 
ProTes  o^er  ber  bearttbe  c^nąuest  won» 

I  eee  you  mełtiog  tbere. 

Return*  ye  smiles,  returA  again^ 

Return  each  sprightly  grace, 
I  yield  up  to  your  cbarraing  reign, 

All  that  enchanting  ftsce. 

I  take  no  ontward  sbow  amiss 
Rov8  wbere  tbey  wiU,  ber  eyes^ 

Still  let  ber  smiles  eacb  sbepherd  bless» 
So  sbe  bat  bear  my  sigbs. 


You  ask  me,  charming  fair, 
Why  tbus  I  pensiye  go, 

From  wbence  proceeds  my  cpre, 
What  nourifthes  my  woe  ? 

Why  seek'st  tbe  cause  to  find 

Of  illstbati  endure? 
Ab!  wby  so  vainly  kind, 

Unless  resolv'd  to  cure? 

It  needs  no  magle  art 

^^"0  know  wbence' my  alarms; 
Ezamine  your  own.beart. 

Go  read  them  in  your  oharmsw 

V 

Wbene*er  the  youthful  quire 
Along  tbe  rale  advaneet 

To  raise,  at  your  desire, 
Tbe  lay,  or  form  tbe  dance : 

Beneficent  to  each> 

You  some  kind  grace  afibrd^ 
Gentle  in  deed  or  speech, 

A  smile  or  friendly  word. 

Wbilst  on  my  love  you  pał 
No  value  ;-'>-or  the  same, 

As  if  my  fire  was  but 
Some  paltry  village  flame* 

At  tbis  my  colour  flies. 

My  breast  with  sorrQWbeaves; 
Tbe  pain  I  wonld  disgoise. 

Nor  man  nor  maid  deceiyes^ 

My  loye  stands  aU  di8play'dy 
Too  strong  for  art  to  hide, 

How  soon  the  heart»s  betra/d 
With  soch  a  clue  to  guide ! 

How  cruel  is  my  fate,     . 

Affronts  1  cóuld  hayc  borne, 
Found  comfort.  in  yonr  bate, 

Or  4riu|Dpb'd  in  your  tcom: 


m2 

But  whilH  1  tbas  tdorf, 
Vm  dnven  to  wild  dcspair; 

Indifference  is  morę 
Than  ra§^łig  lo?e  can  bear. 


HAMILTON'?  POEM^. 


WocLD*ST  thon  knor  her  sacred  diarńat 
W  ho  this  destin*d  beart  alarmu, 
What  kind  of  nymph  the  HeaTens  decree 
The  maid  thafs  madę  for  love  atid  me. 

Who  ponts  to  hear  the  stgh  sincere,' 
W  ho  meł^a  to  «ee  tha^ender  tear, 
From  each  uogeiitle  pa^siofi  firee^;' 
Such  the  maid  tfaafs  madę  for  me< 

Who  joys  #hene'er  sbe  gees  me  glad, 
Who  lorroWs  wben  she  sees  me  sad. 
For  peace  and  me  can  pomp  resign ; 
Such  the  beart  tbafa  madę  for  miiie. 

Whoae  soul  with  geiieitJus  friendship  glowt, 
Who  feels  the  bteS»ings  she  bestows, 
G<  ntle  to  alf,  but  kihd  to  mć; 
Such  be  mioe,  if  such  fftei^  be. 

Whoae  genuine  tbooghts,  devoid  of  art, 
Are  all  the  nati^es  of  her  heart, 
A  simple  train,  from  fiilsebood  free ; 
Such  the  maid  that'8  nyade  for  me. 

Avaunt,  ye  light  cdqtifeta»  reti^, 
Whom  glitterins;  fops  arotind  adntire^ 
UnmovM  your  tinselcharms  I  see, 
Morę  genuiiie  beautiei  are  for  me. 

Should  LoTe,  fiantastic  as  be  łs, 
Raise  up  rome  rival  to  my  bliiu; 
*And  should  she  change»  but  can  that  be  f 
l$o  other  maid  is  madę  for  me. 


BY  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

OM  READING  THE  FORBGOINg'. 

Ir  yon  would  know^  my  dearest  fnend| 
Tbe  man  wbose  merfi  may  pretend 
To  gain  my  heart,  that  yet  is  free, 
Him  thafs  madę  for  love  and  me ; 

His  mind  should  be  his  Ćhiefest  care^ 
AU  his  improvements  centi^  there, 
From  each  unm^uly  passioąi  iree ; 
That  is  the  man  who'8  madę  for  me. 

Whoee  geiwrous  bosom  goodness  warma^ 
Whom  sacred  virtue  ever  charms, 
Who  to  no  vice  a  atave  will  be ; 
This  is  the  maa  wbo's  madę  for  me. 

Wbose  tongue  can  easily  Impart 
Tbe  dictates  of  his  honest' heart, 
In  plain  good  sense;  from  flattery  firee^ 
Such  he  most  be  i^łO*s  madę  for  me. 

He  alone  can  1ove  jnspire, 
Who  ieels  the  warmth  of  friend6hi|>'8  flre  ; 
Humane  and  gene/ous,  kind  and  free; 
That  is  the  man  who'8  madę  for  me. 

If  such  an  one,yny  friend,  e*er  tries 
To  naka  me  his  by  ttrictest  tiea, 


The  study  of  my  Itfe  sfaaR  fae^ 
To  please  the  mau  so  dear  to  nn 

Ye  powder'd  beanx,  from  me  retire, 
Who  ouly  yaur  dear  iielves  admire; 
Though  deok*d  in  ricbesŁ  lace  you  be. 
No  tinserd  fop  has  charms  for  me.- 

Olasgow, 
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0  GBMTLB  maid !  whoe>r  thou  art, 
-  That  seek'st  to  bless  a  friendly  heart; 

Whoae  Muse  and  mind  aeem  fram^  to  prove 
Tbe  tendemeas  of  mutual  lorę. 

The  beart  that  AuĆters  in  his  breast, 
That  longs  and  pants  to  ble  at  resi, 
Roam*d  allrbund  thy  sev,  to  find 
A  gentle  matę  f  and  hop'd  her  ktnd. 

1  saw  a  fiice— and  found  it  fair ; 
I  searchM  a  riiihd-^Hiaw  goodness  therei 
Goodness  and  beauty  both  combin*d  f 
But  Heav*n  forbad  her  to  be  ktiML 

To  thee  for  reiuge  dare  I  ńy^* 
The  victim  of  another  eye  ? 
Poor  gift !  a  lost,  rejected  heait, 
Deep  wounded  by  a  foreign  darC* 

From  this  ineritable  chain, 
Alas!  1  bope  to  'scrape  in  Tain. 
Is  there  a  pow'r  can  set*  me  fre^, 
A  pow*r  on  £artb-«K)r  is  it  thee?' 

Yet  were  thy  cheek  as  Venns  fair; 
Bloom*d  all  the  Paphian  goddess  thers^ 
Such  as  she  blessM  Adonis' armsj 
Thou  could'A  but  eąoal  Laura*s  chamii'. 

'  Or  were  thy  gentlest  mind  replete 
With  all  that>8  mild,  thafs  soft,  tliara  aweeCf 
Was  all  that^s  sweet,  soft,  mi  Id,  Gombin*dy 
Thou  couk]*8t  but  eąnal  Laura's  mind. 

Since  bćauty,  goodness,  is  not  found 
Of  equal  forceto  soothe  this  wunnd* 
'  Ah !  what  can^ease  my  aoguish*d  mindf 
Perhaps  the  charm  of  being  kind. 

Canst  thou  transported  view  the  layg 
That  warble  fortb  anothei^s  praiae» 
Indulgent  to  the  vow  unknown, 
Weil  pleasM  with  homage  not  thy  own  f 

Canst  thou  Che  aiglitf  włth  pity  hear 
That  swełl  to  touc^  aao<her*B  ear? 
'  Canst  thon  with  soft  ćompaaaion  setf 
The  tears  that  fali,  and  not  for  thee> 

Caąst  thou  thy  blooming  hopea  rea^gn^ 
Tbe>ow  sincere,  so  deariy  thine; 
All  theśb  reaign,  and  prore  to  me 
What  Laura  wou'd  aot  deign  to  beł 

When  at  thy  iset  I  tremblhig  fiill, 
My  life,  my  soul,  my  Laura  c^l ; 
Wiit  thou  my  ansious  cares  befnńler 
And  o'er  thy  foce  spread  Iiaiiim'a  anile* 
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Perliapt  Time^t  gendy  iteftlfti;'  pto 
May  Laura*8  iatal  ibrm  efiace, 
Thoo  to  my  beart  alone  be  dear/ 
Alone  Łby  image  triumph  here. 

Come  then,  best  angel !  to  my  airl  * 
Coroe,  surę  thou*rt  such,  the  gentlest  maid: 
If  thou  caost  work  tbis  cure  divine. 
My  heart  henceforth  is  wbolly  thine. 

£dit(biargh» 


TtIS  YÓUNO  LABirS  ANŚWER4 

IToim,  Laura'8  cbarms  I  cannot  boaA| 
For  beauty  I  ne'er  was  a  toast ; 
|*in  not  remarkable  for  senae; 
To  wit  r ve  aot  tbe  leaA  pretence. 

tf  gold  and  8ilver  bave  tbe  power 

To  cbarro,  uo  thoosands  swell  my  dower; 

Mo  sbining  treasures  1  possess, 

To  make  Łbe  wortd  my  work  confess. 

Ab  taiest  plain  good.natur*d  lass, 
(TheKbaracter  by  wbicb  I  pass,} 
I  dpuDi  will  scarcely  bave  tbe  art 
To  dńve  yoiii'  Laura  AtKn  yoor  beart* 

Bat,  sir,  your  haTing  been  in  loyę« 
"Wilł  not  yoar  title  to  me  prove : 
Far  nobler  qaalities  must  be 
Id  him  wbo's  madę  for  love  and  me. 

rris  trae  yon  can  with  ease  impart 
The  dictates  of  your  bonest  heart, 
In  plain  good  sense,  from  flattery  free: 
£ut  thłs  alone  won*t  answer  me. 

Once  morę  pernse  my  linę*  with  cafe; 
Try  if  you  fińd  your  picture  there : 
For  by  thut  test  youMl  quickty  see, 
If  you*re  the  man  who*s  madę  for  ma* 

CŁatgom 
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fO  A  LADY 

WIIO  RIDICDŁID  THB  ACTHOR^t  ŁOYM. 

A  FBMAŁB  friend  advi0'd  a  swain 
Whose  heart  sbe  wishM  at  ease, 

"  Make  love  thy  pleasure,  not  thy  pain, 
Nor  let  it  deeply  seiac. 

*'  Beauty,  where  vauities  abound^ 

No  serions  passion  claims: 
Tben,  till  a  phenix  can  be  found« 

Do  not  admit  tbe  flames.*' 

^ut  griev*dy  she  finds  all  his  replies 
(Since  prepossess'd  when  young) 

Take  all  their  hints  frotn  Silvia*8  eyes. 
Nonę  firam  Ardelia'8  tongue. 

Thus,  Cupid,  all  their  aim  they  miss, 

Who  would  unbend  thy  bo  w; 
And  each  slight  nymph  a  pbenix  is> 

If  thou  woiild>st  hAve  it  ao. 


THE  BRA^a  OP  YARHOHr, 


JO  LAtY  JAliB  HOME, 
IN  IMITATIOlf  OFTflB  ANCIBNTtfCOtlSH  UAJINBl^ 

A.  Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bony  bony  bride, 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winsome  marrow  ? 

Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bony  bouy  bride, 
And  tbink  nae  nuir  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow.  * 

B,  Where  gat  ye  that  bony  bony  bride  ? 
Where  gat  ye  tbat  winsome  marrow  ? 

A.  I  gat  ber  where  I  dare  na  weil  be  seen, 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  óf  Yarrow. 

Weęp  not,  weep  not,  my  bony  bon^  bride, 
Weep'  not,  weep  not,  my  winsome  marrow, 

jifor  let  thy  beart  lament  to  ]eive 
Puing  tbe  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

B  Why  Jo^  ihe  weep,  thy  bony  bony  bride  f 
Why  does  shó  w^ep  tby  winsome  marrow  } 

And  why  dare  ye  nae  mair  weil  be  seen 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow? 

A.  Lang  mann  she  weep,  lang  maun  she,  maun  sha 
weep, 

Lang  maun  she  weep  with  dnie  and  aotrrow, 
And  lang  maun  1  nae  mair  weil  be  seen 

Puing  the  birks  00  the  Braes  ot'  Yaitow. 

For  she  has  tint  her  luTer  luTer  dear» 
Her  iuver  dear,  tbe  cause  of  sorrow. 

And  I  bae  słain  the  comliest  swain 
That  e'er  pu'd  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrotr* 

Wby  runs  thy  stream,  O  Yarrow,  Yarrow,  red }     ) 
Why  on  thy  Braes  heard  the  Toice  of  sorrow* 

Aod  why  yoii  melancboleons  weids 

Hung  on  the  bony  BiFRStJTYarrow?  ' 

Wbat  yonder  floats  on  the  nieful  rueful  fludeft 
What*s  yonder  floaUt  ?  O  dule  and  sorrow ! 

Tis  be,  the  comely  swain  (  siew 
Upon  tbe  dulefiil  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Wash,  O  wash  his  woundsy  his  wounds  in  team^. 
His  wounds  in  tears,  with  dule  and  sorrow, 

And  #rap  his  limbs  in  mourning  weids. 
And  lay  him  on  the  Braes  of  yarrow. 

Tlien  boild,  then  buiłd,  ye  sistcrs  sisters  sad^ 
Ye  sisters  sad,  his  tamb  with  sorrow, 

And  weep  around  in  waefiil  wise. 
His  helpless  fate  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Cursc  ye,  curse  ye,  his  useless  useless  shield, 
My  arm  that  wrooght  the  deed  of  sorro^*^, 

The  fifttal  spear  that  pierc'd  his  breast. 
His  comely  breast,  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Did.I  not  Wam  thee  not  to  Ine, 
And  w&rn  from  fight?  hut,  to  my  sorrow, 

0*er  rashly  bald,  a  stronger  arm 
Thou  mefst,  and  fell  on  the  Bi-aes  of  Yarrow. 

Sweet  smells  the  birk,  green  grows,  green  grows  the 
Yellow  on  Yarrow'8  bank  the  gowan,       [grass, 

Fair  hangs  the  apple  fraethe  rock^ 
Sweet  the  waie  •f .Yarrow  flowao. 
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Flows  Y&rrow  sweet?  m  wweei,  as  sweet  flows 
As  green  its  grass,  its  gowan  yellow,     [Tweed, 
^ ''      As  sweet  smelh  on  its  braes  the  birk, 
Tbe  apple  frae  the  rock  as  mellow. 

^air  was  thy  luye>  fair  fair  indeed  thy  tuve, 
In  floury  bands  thou  bim  did'8t  fetter, 
'^       Thougb  he  was  fair  and  weil  beluiv>d  again, 
Than  me,  he  neVer  lued  thee  better. 

tfusk  ye,  theo  bnsk,  my  bony  bony  bride» 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winsome  marrow, 
''      Busk  ye,  and  lae  me  On  the  banks  of  Tweed* 
And  think  nae  mair  oA  the  Braes  of  Yarrow* 

C  How  can  I  busk  a  bony  bony  bride? 

How  can  1  busk  a  winsome  marrow  ? 
How  lue  him  on  the  banks  of  Tweed> 

That  siew  my  luve  on  tbe  Braes  of  Yarrowl^ 

O  Yarrow  fields,  may  neyer  never  rain^ 
No  dew  thy  tender  blossoms  cover. 

For  there  was  basely  slain  my  luve, 
My  iuve,  as  he  had  not  been  a  tuver. 

The  boy  pat  on  his  robes,  his  robes  of  green^ 
Hit  parple  Yest,  *ta*a8  my  awn  seuing  | 

^h !  wretched  me!  I  little  litłle  ken'd 
He  was  in  these  to  meet  his  min. 

The  boy  too\  out  his  milk-whitemilk»irhiteiteed, 
'/  i  Unheedful  of  my  dtale  and  sorrow; 

But  ere  the  toofal  of  the  night 

He  lay  a  corps  on  the  Braes  of  YAnow. 

>•    Much  I  njoicM  that  waeful  waeful  d|ly ; 
\^  I  sang,  my  voice  the  wOods  retnniing; 

^       But  lang  ere  night  the  spear  was  flown 

That  slue  my  luve,  and  left  me  mouniin[(. 

'  What  can  my  bąihsrotis  harbarous  fiither  do» 
.  r        Bot  with  his  crueTra^^  pOllOe  me? 
My  loyer^s  blood  is  on  thy  spear, 
How  can*st  thou,  barbatous  man,  then  woo  me? 

My  happy  sisters  may  be  may  be  proud, 

With  cruel,  and  ungcntle  scofBo, 
May  bid  me  seek  on  Yarrow  Braes 

My  luver  nailed  in  his  coffla. 

My  brother  Douglas  may  upbraid. 

And  strive  with  threat*ning  words  to  AuTe  me^ 
My  luTer^s  blood  is  on  thy  spear, 

How  canst  thou  ever  bid  me  luye  thee  ? 

Tes  yes,  prepare  the  bed,  the  beci  of  lure, 
With  bridal  sheets  my  body  cover, 

ITnbar,  ye  bridal  maids,  the  door, 
Let  in  th*  expected  husbttnd*lover. 

But  who  th'  expocted  husband  husband  isf. 

His  hands.  methinks,  are  bath'd  in  tJaugbter^ 
Ah  me!  what  ghastły  spectre's  yon, 

Comes,  in  bis  pale  sbroud,  bleeding  after  ? 

Me  as  he  is,  here  lay  him  lay  him  down, 

O  lay  his  cold  head  on  my  pillow;  ' 

\Take  at^,  take  afTtbcse  bridal  weids, 
'  And  crown  my  carcful  head  with  witlow. 

Pale  thoosrh  thou  art.  yet  beat  yet  best  beliiv*d, 
O  could  my  warmth  to  life  rrstore  tbeet 

Yet  lie  ałl  night  betwecn  my  briests, 
No  youth  lay  ever  there  btfore  thee. 
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Pale  pale  indaed,  O  iove)y  lovely  yoatb^ 

Forgive  fbrgive  so  foul  a  slanghter. 
And  lie  all  night  between  my  brie»ts» 

No  yoath  shall  ever  lye  there  after. 

A.  Return  return,  O  moumfiU  moomful  bcide. 
Return  and  dry  thy  uaeless  sorrow,  ^   ^ 

Thy  luver  heeds  naoght  of  thy  sighs, 
He  lies  a  corps  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrdw. 


TffE  FUOWER  OF  YARROfK 

TO  ŁAOT  MARY  MONTOOMBRY* 

Oo,  Yarrow  flower,  thoa  shalt  be  blett. 
To  lie  on  beauteous  Mary*8  breast; 
Go,  Yarrow  flower,  so  sweetly  8meUing» 
Is  there  on  Karth  so  soft  a  dwdling? 

Go,  loyely  flower,  thou  pretttest  flower 
That  ever  smilM  in  Yarrow  bower, 
Go,  daughter  of  the  dewy  moming, 
With  AWes*  blush  the  fields  adoming. 

Go,  lovely  rotę,  what  do'st  tbon  here  ł 
Łingering  away  thy  shorUliyM  yesr, 
Yainly  sbining,  idly  blooming, 
Thy  une^joyed  sweets  consuminf^. 

Vain  is  thy  radiant  Garliet  hne. 
No  band  to  puli,  no  eye  to  view ; 
What  are  thy  charms,  no  beart  desiriogf 
What  profits  beauty,  nonę  admiring? 

Go,  Yarrow  flower,  to  Yarrow  maid* 
And  on  her  panting  bosom  laid, 
There  all  thy  native  form  oonfeasiiig« 
The  charm  of  beauty  is  possessiog. 

Come,  Yatrow  maid,  from  Yarrow  field, 
What  pleasare  can  the  desert  yield  ? 
Come  to  my  breast,  O  all  exceLling! 
Is  there  on  Earth  so  kind  a  dwelltng? 

Come,  my  dear  maid,  thou  pnettiest  nmló 
That  ever  smird  in  Yarrow  shade, 
Come,  sister  of  the  dewy  momińg, 
With  Alyes'  blosh  the  dance  adoming. 

Come,  love1y  maid,  love  talls  thee  ben^ 
Linger  no  morę  thy  fleeting  year, 
Yainly  sbining,  idly  blooming, 
Thy  unet\)oyed  sweets  consuming* 

Vain  is  thy  radiant  Gariies  bne. 
No  band  to  press,  no  eye  to  view; 
What  are  thy  charms,  no  heart  desiring? 
What  profits  beauty,  nonę  admirtng  ? 

Come,  Yarrow  maid,  with  Yarrow  rosct 
Thy  maiden  gracea  all  disclose; 
Come,  blest  by  all,  to  all  a  blessing; 
Thie  charm  of  beauty  is  possessing. 


IMITATIONS. 


TO  A  SWALLOW4, 

FROM  ANACRBOH. 

M AUClous  birdl.wbat  punisbment, 
Due  to  thy  crimes,  can  Jova  inrentf 
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Or  clip  fhf  wings,  or  cat  ihy  tongue» 
And  spoil  thy  flight,  and  futurę  song: 
That  Łhus,  unseasonable  guest, 
Thou  dar*at  disturb  a  lover*8  rest, 
And  tear  the  maid,  profuse  of  charmfly 
•My  fair  Maria,  firom  my  arins« 


TO  A  DOVE. 


FHOM  A-MACKKOir. 

Sat,  beauteous  dove,  wbere  doit  thou  fly? 
To  what  ne«r  ąuarter  of  the  sky 
Dost  thou  with  silken  plumes  repair. 
To  sci-nt  with  sweets  the  ambient  air  ? 
Stay,  gentle  bird,  nor  thou  refuse ' 
To  beśr  along  a  loirer^s  irows. 

O  tell  the  maid,  for  me  beIov*d, 
O  tell  how  constaot  I  have  prov*d; 
How  sbe  to  me  all  nymphs  exceird« 
The  first  my  eyes  with  joy  beheld } 
And  sińce  she  treats  me  with  disdain^ 
The  first  my  eyes  beheld  with  pain. 
Vet  whether»  to  my  wishes  kind, 
Sbe  bear  my  priy'r  with  graoious  mtnd^ 
Or,  unrelenting  of  her  wilii 
Her  hot  displeasure  kindle  still, 
])  in  ber  b«anty*8  chains  bound  fost, 
Shall  new  her  with  indiff'rence  last. 
F4y  swift,  my  dove,  and  swifŁ  return 
With  answer  back  to  those  that  mourni 
O  !  in  thy  bill,  bring  soft  and  calm 
A  branch  of  8i1ver«flow*ring  palm. 
But  why  should  I  thy  flight  delay  ? 
Oo  fleet,  my  herald,  spe«l  away. 


aORACE. 
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What  happy  youth,  Maria,  now 
Breathes  in  thy  willing  ear  bis  tow? 
With  w  bom  8pend'st  thou  thy  erening  honrt 
Amidst  the  sweets  of  bręathing  flowers? 
For  whom  retired  to  secret  shade, 
Soft  on  tby  panting  bosom  laid, 
Sefst  thou  thy  lookswith  nioest  care. 
And  bind*st  in  gold  thy  flowing  bair } 

0  neally  płain !  How  oft  shall  be 
Bewail  thy  &lse  inconstancy  ? 
Ct>ndemn'd  perpetual  frowns  to  prove, 
How  often  weep  thy  alter^d  love  r 
Who  tbee,  too  credolous,  hopes  to  find^ 
As  now  still  golden  and  still  kind^ 
And  heedless  now  of  Fortune's  power 
Sets  far  away  the  eril  bour: 

How  oft  sbalt  thun,  ill-star'd,  bewail 
Thou  trasted  to  the  faithleits  gale } 
When  unaccustomM  to  8urvey 
The  rising  winds  and  sweUing  sea; 
When  clouds  shall  rlse  on  that  dear  face, 
Tłiat  shone  adornM  in  every  grace; 
That  yet  untaught  in  wicked  wiles. 
Was  wont  t'  appear  to  thee  in  smijes. 
Wretch'd  they  to  whom  thoa  6hin*st,  untry*d 
Tby  shifting  calm  and  treacberous  ttde: 
Fur  me,  once  8hipwreck'dt  now  od  shore, 

1  yaatura  out  my  bark  no  morę. 
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0  HAPPT  youth,  who  now,  possett 
Of  my  Maria*8  smiles,  art  blest ; 
Tbink  not  tby  joys  will  constant  prova{ 
How  many  changes  are  in  lóve ! 

1  once  Was  happy  too  like  thee, 
That  Sun  of  beauty  shone  on  me: 
Id  darknf^ss  ever  to  deplore, 

Tbe  Sun  isset  to  sbine  no  morę; 
Doom*d  ne*er  to  view  the  rising  light. 
But  weep  out  loye^s  eternal  uigbt 
.    When  first  I  spread  the  Ioyer's  sail^ 
LoTeblew  from  sborea  friendly  gale; 
Sweet  appear'd  tb*  encbanting  scenę* 
All  calm  below,  abovc  sereue : 
'Joyous  I  raade  before  the  wind, 
Heedless  of  what  I  left  behind; 
Nor  rocks  tior  quicksand8  did  Tdread^ 
No  ad^erse  winds  to  check  my  speed  ; 
No  savage  pi  ratę  did  I  fear. 
To  ra%ish  all  my  soul  beid  dear. 
Far  oif  my  treasure  to  convey. 
And  sell  in  ibreign  lands  away : 
Maria*s  hands  unfurlM  the  sails, 
Her  prayers  invok'd  the  springing  galesi 
'Twas  calm  wbate^er  her  eyes  survey'd, 
Her  voice  the  raging  storm  obey*d; 
And  Cer  the  bosom  of  the  tides, 
Her  will  the  ruling  rudder  guides. 
But  ab !  the  change,  she  flies  away. 
And  will  Toucbsafe  no  longer  stay. 
See  now  the  swetiing  scas  arise,  ^ 

Loud  storming  winds  enrage  the  skiei* 
All  weak  the  tempest  to  withstand, 
Trembling  and  pale  I  put  to  land. 
Wet  from  the  tossing  surge,  aghast 
I  thank  the  gods,  the  danger^s  past  { 
And  swear  to  yenture  out  no  morę, 
Secure  upon  the  safer  shore : 
Yet  should  the  swelling  seas  subside^ 
And  roli  serene  a  silver  tide; 
Should  yet  the  angry  tedipest  cease. 
And  gently  breathe  a  gale  of  peace  j 
Much,  much  1  fear,  IM  dare  again 
A  second  shipwreck  on  the  maiiA. 


HORACE. 


BOOK  I.  ODE  VII. 


TO  THE  EARŁ  OF  STAIit. 

Let  others  in  exalted  lays 

The  lofty  dome  of  Hopetoun  praii«, 

Or  where  of  old,  in  loneły  celi, 

The  musing  druid  wont  to  dwell : 

Or  with  tbe  sacr^  sisters  roam, 

Nearholy  Meirose'  riiinM  domet 

There  are  who  paint  with  all  their  might 

Tbe  .fields  where  Fortha's  streams  dclight ; 

That  winding  through  Stirlina*s  płain, 

RoUs  beauteous  to  the  distant  main: 

Or,  faithful  to  the  &rmer's  toil, 

Extol  lair  lothian*s  fertile  soil ; 

Where  Ceres  her  best  gifts  bestows^ 

And  Edin  town  her  stnictures  shows. 

Nur  me  delight  those  »łlVan  scence, 

Those  cbeqQer'd  bowen  and  wioding  grecm  -, 
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Where  śit  alid  natnre  join  to  yield 
tJniiaiBber'd  sweets  to  Marlefield: 
Nor  yet  that  loft  and  secret  sbade, 
Wbere  iair  Aboyn  asieep  is  laid ; 
Where  gay  in  s^rightly  dance  no  roore 
Shte  dreams  her  former  triumphs  o'cr. 
These  sceM;s  can  best  entice  my  soul, 
Where  smootb  BIancaŁria's  waters  roli ; 
Where  beauteous  Hume  in  smlling  hour» 
Plucks  tbe  green  herb  or  risiog  flow'r; 
Pleas'd  on  tbe  borders  to  behold 
Tbe  apple  redden  into  go]d. 

But  whate^er  place  thy  presenee  boast^ 
Let  not,  O  Stair !  an  hour  be  loit. 
When  the  rougfa  north  and  angi^  atomie 
Nature's  lovely  looks  deform ; 
Tbe  soutb  restoret  the  wonted  gnice^ 
And  wipes  the  cloudi  from  Heaven's  fiice« 
So  thou  to  6fiish  all  thy  care, 
The  flask  of  brisk  Champaign  preparej 
InTite  tby  friends,  with  wise  design. 
And  wash  tbe  ii  U  of  life  with  winę: 
W  het  ber  beneath  tbe  open  sky, 
Stretch*d  in  the  tented  couch  to  ite, 
Thy  fitte  ordains;  to  shine  again 
Great  on  some  futurę  Blenbeim'8  plain; 
Higher  to  raise  thy  deatbless  name 
TriuDiphant  to  sublimer  famę: 
Or,  if  secure  from  feverisb  heat» 
Newliston  cover  thy  retreat, 
Where  wit  contpires  with  loTe*i  delighta. 
To  grace  thyday.^  and  bleas  tby  nlghtt. 
When  Fergus  led^  in  days  of  yore. 
His  exil*d  binds  to  Scotia's  shore; 
The  godlike  ibunder  of  our  state, 
SnstainM  the  shocks  of  ad^erse  fiite: 
Yet  bravei  disdaining  to  repine, 
^round  his  brows  be  bound  the  Tine: 
Let*s  followstill  witboutdelay 
Wh«rever  Fortune  shows  the  way ; 
Courage,  my  ladt,  let  nonę  despair, 
When  Fergus  leads,  'tis  base  to  fieari 
With  better  auspioe  shall  arite 
Our  empire  in  the  northem  skiet: 
Bcauty  and  Talour  shall  adom 
Our  happy  ofiśpring  yet  unbom : 
Now  fili  the  glasB,  come  fili  again. 
To  morrow  we  ihtfll  cross  the  maia» 


BORACE, 


900K  I.  ODJB  Xf. 


TO  MISS  EKSKINB* 


f  irQUiRB  not,  E  feir,  what  end 

The  gods  for  tbee  or  me  intend ; 
How  rain  the  searcb,  that  but  bestows 
The  knowiedge  of  our  futurę  woes  I 
Far  bappier  they,  who  oe*er  repine 
To  dra  w  the  lots  their  fates  assign; 
Tben  be  adyisM,  and  try  not  thou 
What  spelłs  and  cunning  men  can  do. 
In  mirth  tby  present  yeais  employ. 
And  conseerate  thy  cbarms  to  joy ; 
Whether  the  Fates  to  tby  old  scon 
propitiotts  •d4  %  wiaUtr  norę  i 


Or  tbis  shall  lay  thee  cold  in  e«rtlb 

Now  raging  o*er  Edina*s  fritb. 

Let  youth,  while  yet  It  blooms,  eseite 

To  mirth,  and  wit,  and  gay  delight; 

Nor  thou  refu9e  the  ▼oice  that  calls 

To  yisits  and  to  sprightly  balls. 

For  Time  rides  ever  on  tbe  post, 

£v'n  while  we  speak  the  momenfs  lost. 

Then  cali  each  joy  in  to  this  day, 

, And  spend  them  noif,  while  now  yoo  nuijl 

Hare  every  pleasure  at  command; 

Fools  let  tbf  m  lie  in  FortQne*s  band. 


BORACB. 
BooK  I.  onm  XXIŁ 

TO  H— —  S^— s 

Thb  man  sinoere  and  porę  of  ill, 
Needs  not  with  shafts  his  quiTer  filff 

Nor  point  tbe  Tenom'd  dart; 
0'er  him  no  weapon  can  prevai], 
Clad  in  the  firmest  ooat  of  mail, 

A  brsTe  and  bonest  heart. 

Secure  in  innocence  be  goes 

Tbroagb  boiling  iiritbs  and  bighland  snowi} 

Or  if  bis  course  be  guide, 
To  wbere  lkr-ikm*d  Locbleven*s  waTe 
Does  fooiid  his  islands  winding,  lare 

Bacbanan*s  billy  side. 

For  in  Glentannar,  as  I  stood 
And  sung  my  Enkine  to  tbe  wood, 

Unbeeding  of  my  way ; 
My  eteiy  care  forsook  bebind, 
While  all  on  Brskine  ran  my  mind^ 

U  cbancM  my  steps  to  stray  : 

When,  lo !  forth  msbing  from  bebind 
A  savage  woIf  of  monstrous  kind, 

Fierce  sbook  his  borrid  bead : 
Unarm'd  1  stood,  and  void  of  fear 
Bebeld  the  monstrous  sayage  near» 

And  me,  unarm'd,  be  fled. 

A  beast  of  such  portentoos  slze, 
Such  hideous  tusks  and  glaring  eyei^ 

Fierce  Dąunia  never  bred ; 
Nor  Jaba*8  land,  witbout  controal,- 
Where  angry  lions  darkling  bowi. 

His  equal  eyer  fcd. 

Place  me  where  the  Summer  breeza 
Does  m^er  refresb  the  weary  trees, 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain, 
Whicb  side  of  Earth,  o&nded  Heav'» 
To  the  dominion  fool  bas  giren, 

Of  cloiids  and  beating  rain. 

Place  me  underneath  tbe  day, 
Near  neighbour  to  the  buming  rayf 

Yet  tbere  tbe  maid  shall  movej 
There  present  to  my  fancy'8  eyes. 
Sweet  smiling  Rrskine  will  I  pris^ 

Sweet  speakiog  Enkine  lora. 
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V0R4CB. 
soos  I.  oi»K  xxin. 

TO  MIM  P   ■   Ib 

"Tbłł  me,  Mftna,  tell  me  wby 

Thon  doBt  Arom  him  that  lo^es  thee  pm  j 
Why  from  his  fond  embracea  fly, 

▲nd  every  soft  endearment  shuD  ? 

80  througfa  the  rocka,  or  dewy  lawn, 
With  ptainti^e  criea,  its  dam  to  find, 

Pliet  wing^d  witb  feara  the  youngling  fsiwn. 
And  tfembles  at  each  breath  (^  wind. 

Ab!  atop  thy  flight,  why  abooldst  thou  fly? 

What  canst  tboo  in  a  lover  fear? 
ffo  angry  boar,  nor  lioo  I, 

Purane  tby  tender  limba  to  tear. 

Ceaae  theD,  dear  wildneaa,  ceaae  to  toy ; 

But  haate  all  riTaU  to  ontahine, 
^nd  grown  maturę  and  ripe  for  joy, 

Łeare  mamma*a  arma  and  come  to  minę* 


HORJCE. 

BOOK.  I»  ODB  XXiy. 

^  A  YOOlrO  ŁADY  ON  THB  DBATB  OF  HBB 

PATHER. 

What  measure  ahall  affliction  know? 
What  bounda  bJe  aet  to  sach  a  woe, 
Tbat  weeps  the  losa  of  one  ao  dear! 
Come,  Muae  of  mourning !  hastę,  ordaiii 
The  aacred  melanchoiy  strain : 
When  Yirtue  bids,  'tia  impioua  to  forbear. 

Thy  voice,  with  powerful  blessings  fraught, 
Inapires  the  aolemn  serious  thought; 
^  A  heaven1y  8orrow*s  healing  art, 
That,  whilat  it  wounds,  amends  the  beart. 
A  iar  morę  pleasing  nipture  thine, 
"When  bending  Qiver  FricDd8bip's  abrine, 
Than  Mirth*s  fantaatic  yaried  lay, 
Deceitfal,  idle,  fluttering,  ^ain, 
Still  ahifting  betwixt  joy  and  pain» 
Wfaere  aport  the  wanton,  or  w^ere  ieast  the  gay. 

In  dnat  the  good  and  ftieiidly  lies. 
Must  endleas  alumber  seal  those  eyea?  '  '    ■■ 
Oh !  when  ahall  modest  Worth  agaiii, 
lotegrity,  thftt  knowa  no  atain, 
Thy  aiater,  Joatioe,  freeirom  faJamey 
fLind  Truth,  no  falae  afPected  naiiie. 
To  meet  in  aocial  anton,  find 
So  plain,  ao  upright,  and  ao  chaate  a  mindł 

By  many  good  bewaiL'd,  he*a  bat  5 
By  thee,  O  beaoteoua  virgin  1  most : 
'Thou  c]aim'st,  ab  pious !  ab,  in  vain ! 
Thy  father  firom  the  gra^e  again. 
Kot  on  thoae  terma,  by  dooming  Heav*nj 
Hia  loan  of  mortal  life  was  giv'ą. 
Tbe  eqaal  lot  ia  caat  on  alJ, 
Obedient  to  the  nnireraal  cali. 
'Ev*n  thou,  each  decent  part  fuIfiU'dy 
\7ife,  aiater,  mother,  friend,  and  child^ 
IS ost  yield  tp  the  aapreme  decree, 
And  eyery  aociiU  Yir\q|i  we^p  for  tl^B^. 


What  though  tiion  boaat  each  aonl  snbdning  ar^ 
That  rules  tbe  movementa  of  the  human  beart  j 

Thongh  thine  be  every  potent  charm, 

The  ragę  of  Enyy  to  disarm: 

Thus  for  Heay*n  grants,  the  great  reward 

Of  beauty,  iinder  Virtae'a  goard : 
Yet  allin  yain  aacenda  tby  pioua  pray'r. 
To  bid  th'  impartial  Pow*r  one  moment  apare; 
That  Pow*r  who  chaateai  wbom  he  dearut  loye«« 
Deaf  to  the  fitial  aorrowa  he  approyea; 
Seal'd  aacred  by  th'  inyiołable  Fatea, 
Uniocka  no  morę  tbe  adamantine  gatea, 
When  once  th*ethęrial  breath  bas  wing*d  its  way^ 
And  left  bebind  its  load  of  mortal  clay. 

Severe  indeed !  yet  ceaae  the  dateoua  tear: 
'Tia  Nature'8  voice  that  calls  aloadr**  Forbear/* 
See,  aee  descending  to  tby  aidy 
Patience,  fair  celeatial  maid ! 
She  strikea  through  Iife*b  dark  gloom  ft  brighteninf 
And  amilea  Adveraity  away:  [ray^ 

White-handed  Hope  advances  in  ber  traio, 
Łeada  to  new  life,  aud  wakens  joy  again ; 
8he  rendera  light_the  weigbt  of  human  woea. 
And  teacbea  to  submit  when  'tis  a  crime  t'  oppoi4* 


HORJCE. 


BOOK  I.  ODB  XXXII, 

TO  Hit  ŁYRB. 

If  e'er  with  thee  we  foolM  away,    , 
Vacant  beneath  the  abade,  a  day, 

Still  kind  to  our  deaire; 
A  Scotiah  aong  we  now  implore. 
To  llye  this  year,  and  aome  few   morc^ 

Come  then,  my  Scotiah  lyre. 

First  atrung  by  Stewarfa  cunning  hand« 
Who  rul'd  fair  Scotia*8  happy  land, 

A  long  and  wide  domain : 
Who  boid  in  war,  yet  whether  be, 
Reliey^d  hia  ware-beat  ship  from  ae^    ^ 

Or  campM  upon  the  plain, 

The  joya  of  winę,  and  Muaea  yoong« 
Soft  Batuty,  and  ber  page  he  aung» 

That  atill  to  ber  adheres  : 
Maigarety  author  of  hia  aighsi 
Adom'd  with  comely  coaUblackeyeii 

And  comely  coal-biaok  haira. 

O  thou,  the  grace  of  aong  and  1ov6| 
£xalted  to  the  feaata  above, 

The  feaat'8  aapreme  tielight; 
Sweet  balm  to  heal  our  carea  belowt 
Gracioua  on  me  thy  aid  bestow^ 

If  thee  I  seek  aright. 


BORACE. 

BOOK  I.  ODB  XXXIlt, 

TO  A  fłBBTtBMAR  IB  ŁOYE» 

Why  do*at  thou  ttill  in  teara  complaiB, 
Too  mind(ut  of  thy  Iove*8  disdain  ? 
Why  atill  in  melancholy  yerse 
Uomeek  Maria*9  kat*  reheraa^ 
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HAMILTON'S  POEM& 


That  Thiniis  iinds  by  fate^s  decrce 
Morę  favour  in  her  sight  than  thee  ? 
Tbe  love  of  Cyras  doos  enthrall 
Lycoris  h.ir,  witb  forehrad  smali; 
Cyrus  decyli nes  to  Phoioe*9  eyes, 
Who  unreienting  hears  his  sighs: 
But  woWes  and  lambs  shall  sooner  joift 
Than  they  in  mutual  fairh  combine. 
So  laeemeth  good  to  Love,  who  bindt 
Unequał  forms,  uiiequal  minds, 
Cniel  in  his  brazen  yoke, 
PleasM  with  too  seYere  a  joke. 
Myaelf,  in  youth's  morę  joyous  reign. 
My  laundrpss  held  in  pleasing  chain; 
When  pliable  to  iove's  delights 
My  age  excus^d  the  poet's  flights: 
Morę  wrathful  she,  than  storms  that  roaf 
ĄloDg  the  Solway^^s  crooked  shore» 


BORACB. 


BOOK  II.      ODB  IT. 


to  THB  BARŁ  MARSUAŁ  OF  tOOTŁAMO. 

Ne  sit  ancjUe  tibi  amor  pudori.      ■ 

Avow,  my  noble  friend,  thy  kind  desires^ 
If  Phillis'  gentłe  form  thy  breast  intpires. 
Kor  glory,  nor  can  reason  disapprore; 

What  though  onknown  ber  humble  name, 

Unchronicled  in  records  old, 

Or  tale  by  Battering  poets  told: 
She  to  her  beauties  oweg  her  noblest  famę, 

Her  noblest  hononrs  to  thy  lo?a. 

Rnow  Cuptd  sooras  the  trophied  śhield, 
Vain  triumph  of  some  guilty  field, 
Wbere  dragons  hiss  and  lions  roar, 
Blazoi)*d  wilh  argent  and  with  or» 
His  herald ry  is  hearts  for  hearts, 
He  fltamps  himself  o*er  all,  and  dignifies  his  darts. 

3mote  by  a  simple  village  maid, 
See  noble  Petrarcb  ni^ht  and  day 
Pour  his  soft  sorrows  tbrougb  the  shade; 
Nor  could  the  Musc  his  pains  allay : 
What  thuugh  with  hands  pontific  crown^d, 
With  all  the  scarlet  senate  round, 

He  saw  his  brows  adorn  the  living  ray; 

Though  sighiog  virgins  tried  each  winni ng  arty 

To  cure  their  gentle  poet's  love-sick  heart, 
Cupid,  morę  powerful  than  thero  all, 
Resolv'd  his  tuneful  captive  to  enthrdll, 

Sobdued  bim  with  a  shepherdes8's  1oi>k; 

He  wreathes  his  verdant  honours  round  her  crooki 
And  taught  Valclusa's  smiling  groTes 

To  wear  the  sable  liveries  of  his  Loves. 

But  thii  eYample  scarce  can  move  thy  mind, 
The  gentle  power  with  verse  was  ever  join*d: 

Then  hear,  my  lord,  a  dreadftil  tale, 
Not  known  in  fair  Arcadia's  peaceful  vale, 

Nor  in  the  Ącadentię  grove, 
Where  mild  Philosophy  mightdwell  with  LoTe; 

But  poring  o'er  the  mystic  page, 

Of  old  Stagiiia'8  wonderous  sagę, 
In  tbe  dark  cavG  of  syllogistic  doubt, 

Wbere  neither  Muse,  nor  bcauty'8  queen, 

Kor  wmidcring  Gr«ce  was  crer  leen,. . 


Lcjre  found  his  destin'd  yidiiB  <mt. 

And  put  the  rude  militia  all  to  rout: 

For  whiist  poor  Abelard,  ab!  foon  deereef 

Love*8  richest  sacrifioe  to  bleed, 
Unweeting  drew  the  argumeotal  tbread« 
A  finer  net  the  son  of  Yenus*  spread: 

luToWing  in  his  ample  category, 

With  all  hit  musty  schoolmen  round, 

Th'  unbappy  youth,  alike  ret|own*d» 
lo  philosophic  and  in  amoron*  story. 

lnflexible  and  stem>  the  czar, 

Amid&t  tbe  iron  tons  of  war, 
With  dangers  and  dlstress  encofnpatt  rtmn^, 
In  his  large  bosom  deep  receiWd  tbe  woand. 
No  Yenus  she,  surrounded  by  the  Loves, 
Nor  drawn  by  cooing  harnest  doves; 

*Twas  the  caprice  of  Ldyc  to  yoke 
Two  daring  souls,  nnhamest  and  unbroke.. 

When  now  the  many-1aurell*d  Swede, 
The  field  of  death  his  noblest  triumph  fled. 
And  fbrc'd  by  fate,  but  unsubdued  of  sou]. 
To  the  Ml  victor  leli  the  caa<iuest  of  the  pol^ 

Henry,  a  monarch  to  thy  heart, 

In  action  brave,  in  council  wite, 

Felt  in  his  breast  tbe  fhtal  dart,  [l^Y^f 

Shot  from  two  snowy  breasts,  and  two  fair  loteiy 

Though  Gallia  wept,  though  SuUy  łrownVl, 

Though  rag'd  the  impious  league  around, 

The  little  urchin  entraiice  found. 
And  to  his  haughty  purpose  forc'd  to  yield 
The  virtuous  conąueror  of  Coutra*s  field. 

Who  knows  but  some  four-taiPd  basbaw 

May  hail  thee,  peer,  his  son-in-ław, 

Some  bright  sułtana,  Asia'8  pride. 

Was  grandame  to  the  beauteous  bride: 
For  surę  a  girl  so  sweet,  so  kind, 
Such  a  sinoere  and  lovely  mind^ 
Where  each  exa1ted  virtue  shines, 
Could  never  spring  from  Tulgar  loins. 

No,  no,  some  chief  of  great  Arsaces'  lin^ 
Has  form'd  herlineaments  di^ine: 
Who  Rome^s  imperial  fasces  broke. 
And  8purn'd  the  natidn*s  galling  yoke, 
Though  now,  oh !  sad  rcTerse  of  &te, 

The  former  lustra  of  her  royal  state, 

She  sees  iąjurioos  Time  deface. 
And  weeps  the  ravish'd  sceptres  of  her  race. 

Her  mclting  eye,  and  slender  waitt 
Fair  tapering  from  the  swelling  breast, 
All  Nature's  charuis,  all  Nature*s  pride, 
Whate^er  they  show,  whate*er  they  hide, 
I  own.r-But  swear  by  bright  Apollo, 
Wbose  priest  I  am,  nmight,  nought  can  foDow; 
Snspect  not  thou  a  poefs  praise, 
Unburt  I  henr,  uninjur'd  gazę: 
Alas!  such  bądinage  bat  iii  would  suit 
A  married  man,  and  forty  years  to  bo<»t> 


HORACE. 


BOOB  II.     ODE  XVI. 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  M— ?. 


£a8E  from  the  gods  the  satlor  prays, 
0'crtaken  in  tb'  JEgeaii  seas^ 
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Wheii  stonns  begin  to  roitr; 
When  clouds  wnp  up  the  Moon  from  iigbt. 
Nor  shine  the  stara  with  eerUio  lij^ht 

To  guide  him  safe  to  shore, 

Eaae,  lleroe  the  Rnssian  in  war*8  tnde: 
Ease,  gnceful  in  bis  tarUn  plaid, 

The  Higblander  demands, 
M  t,  not  to  be  bought  or  sold, 

Tor  purple,  precious  gems,  or  gold, 

Or  wide  and  laige  command. 

For  nor  can  wealth,  nor  golden  mace. 
Borne  bigb  before  the  great  in  place. 

Make  cares  stand  out  o*the  wayj 
The  ansuons  tumułu  of  the  mind, 
That  round  the  pałace  uncoofin'd 

StiU  roam  by  night  and  day. 

Kich  he  lirefl  on  smali,  whose  boaid 
£hines  with  frugal  affluence  stor*d| 

The  wealth  his  sire  possest; 
Kor  fear  to  lose,  creates  htm  parr^ 
Kor  sordid  love  of  greater  gain, 

Can  break  his  easy  rest, 

Why  do  we  draw  too  strong  the  bow» 
Beyond  our  end  our  hopes  to  throw. 

For  warm  with  other  suns 
Why  change  our  clime  ?  to  ease  his  toil 
What  e^ile  from  his  native  soi],. 

From  self  an  exile  runs? 

For  yicious  care  the  ship  ascends^ 
On  the  way-faring  troop  attends 

First  of  the  company : 
Swifter  than  harts  that  seek  the  floods^ 
Swifter  than  roli  wind-driven  clouds^ 

Along  the  middle  sky. 

Glad  in  the  pMient  hour,  a  mind 
JDisdains  the  care  beyond,  assign*d 

To  all  eontent  at  heart; 
Tempers  of  Iłfe  the  bitter  cup 
With  sweefning  mirtb,  and  drinks  it  np. 

Nonę  blest  in  erery  part. 

Dwindled  tby  sire  in  slow  oki  age, 
3fonng  K— — m  from  oiT  tbis  stagtf 

Was  hivi8h'd  in  his  pnme: 
The  hour  perhaps  benign  to  me, 
yf\\\  grant  what  it  denies  to  thee. 

And  lengthen  out  my  time. 

A  nnmerDus  herd  thy  va11eys  fiUs, 
The  cattle  on  a  thonsand  hills, 

That  Iow  around  are  thine: 
The  welł-pair^d  mares  thy  jólded  car 
Draw  through  thv  streets,  thyself  from  Bir, 
'   In  richest  silks  to  shine: 

« 

ConspicnouB  seen.    To  me  my  fate. 
Kot  much  to  blame,  a  smali  estate, 

Of  raral  acres  faw: 
A  slei^der  portion  of  the  Muse 
Bounteous  besides,  the  Grace  alloitrs. 

To  scom  tb'  ill-thinking  crew. 


HORACB. 
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BOOK IV.     ODB  U 


Ysirot!  caU*st  than  once  more  to  arms? 

Sound'st  thou  onoe  more  thy  dire  alarmsl 

Annoy'tt  my  peaoeful  state  again-* 

Oh,  ńith  of  treaties  swors  in  vainl 

Seal^d  with  the  signet  of  thy  doret. 

And  ratified  by  all  the  Loves. 

Spare,  goddess!  I  implore,  impllore ! 

Alas!  thy  suppliant  is  no  more 

What  once  he  was  in  happier  time, 

(Illustrated  by  many  a  rhyme) 

When,  skiird  in  erery  ruiing  art, 

Good  A****8  swayM  his  yielding  heart; 

LoTe*s  champion  Iben,  and  known  to  fam% 

He  boasted  no  inglorious  name. 

Now,  uruel  mother  of  desires! 

That  douhts  and  ansions  joys  inspires, 

Ah  why,  so  long  disus'd,  again 

Levie8t  thou  tby  dreadfiil  tratn; 

That,  when  in  daring  6ghts  be  toil'd* 

So  oft  his  youthful  ardour  foird  i 

Oh !  let  thy  bostile  fory  cease, 

Thy  ftuthfiłl  Teteran  rest  in  peaoe, 

In  the  laborious  senrice  wom. 

His  arms  decay'd,and  ensigns  tom. 

Go,  go,  swan-wing'd,  through  Uquid  air, 
Where  the  bland  breath  of  youthfól  pray'r 
Recals  thee  from  the  long  delay. 
And,  weeping,  chides  thee  for  tby  stay. 
My  iowly  roof,  that  knows  no  state, 
Can't  entertain  a  guest  so  great: 
In  P*****th's  dome,  majestic  queen» 
With  better  grace  thou  shałt  be  seen, 
If,  worthy  of  the  Cyprian  dart, 
Thou  seek'st  to  pierce  a  Iovely  heart: 
For  he  to  noble  birth  bas  join*d 
A  graceful  form  and  genUe  mind; 
And  to  subdue  a  Tirgin  breast 
The  youth  with  thuusand  arts  is  blett ; 
Nor  silent  in  his  country*8  cause, 
The  anxious  guardian  of  ber  laws.' 
He,  in  thy  noblest  warfare  tried, 
Sbali  spread  thy  empire  far  and  wide; 
Confirm  the  glories  of  thy  reign; 
And  not  a  glance  shatł  hl\  in  vain. 
Tben,  when  each  riTal  shall  submit 
The  prize  of  beauty  and  of  wit. 
And  riches  yield  to  fair  desert    - 
The  triumph  of  a  femałe  heart; 
Grateful  thy-marble  form  shall  stand, 
Fair  breathing  finom  the  sculptor*8  band, 
Below  the  temple'8  pillar'd  pride, 
Fast  by  a  sacńd  fountatn*s  side. 
Where  Tweed  sports  round  each  winding  masę, 
There  song  shall  warble,  incense  blaze; 
Nor  domb  shall  rest  the  siWer  lyre. 
To  aiiimate  the  festi^e  choir. 
There  twice  a  day  fond  boys  shall  come, 
And  tender  yiigins  in  their  bloom, 
(With  fearfbl  awe  and  infimt  shame) 
To  cali  upon  thy  hallow*d  name, 
As  thrice  about  the  wanton  round 
With  snowy  feet  they  lightly  bound. 

For  me  no  beauty  now  invites, 

Long  recreaut  to  the  soft  delights. 
Łost  to  the  charmtng  arts  that  mo«e, 
Ah,  dare  I  hope  t  mutuAl  tote^ 
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The  fend  belief  of  pleasing  pain 
That  bopes,  fears,  doubts,  and  hope$  igain? 
Ko  wfeaths  upoo  siy  forebead  bloom, 
Where  ftowers  tbetr  veraal  souls  conaume. 
Ko  norę  Uie  reigniiifc  toast  I  claim: 
I  yi^ld  tbe  6eroe  contended  name, 
Thougb  daring  ance  to  drink  all  up, 
While  Bacchns  coald  supply  tbe  cup. 
**  Farewelf  de]uaive,  idie  power! 
Weloome,  contemplation^fl  bour. 
Now,  DOW  I  search,  neglected  long, 
The  channs  that  He  in  morał  song, 
How  to  assuage  tbe  boiling  blood, 
The  lessons  oł  the  wise  and  good; 
Now  with  fraternal  sorrows  mourn; 
^ow  pour  the  tear  o'er  friendship*s  uni^ 
<>r'^higher  raise  the  wish  refin'd, 
Tbe  gencrous  pray*r  (br  haman  kind; 
Cr,  anstoos  for  my  Britain*8  fate. 
To  freedom  beg  a  looger  datę, 
To  calm  her  morę  than  ci  vii  ragę. 
And  spare  her  yet  one  other  age, 
These,  thew  tbe  iahours  I  pursiie; 
yiantastic  Love!  a  long  adieu.^ 
——Yet  wby,  O  beauteoui^  *****?  why, 
Heave8  the  long  forgotten  sigb  ? 
Wby  down  my  cheeks,  when  yóa  appear^ 
Steals  drop  by  drop  tb*  unbidden  tear? 
Onoe  skillM  to  breatbe  the  ansiouc  tow^ 
Wby  fiiils  my  tongne  its  maater  now ; 
And,  ialtering,  dubioua  striTei  in  Taia 
The  tender  meaniog  to  eicplain  ? 
'Wby,  in  tbe  yiaions  of  the  night, 
Sises  thy  image  to  my  sight? 
Kow  seiz'd,  thy  mach-loT>d  form  I  bold» 
Kow  lose  again  the  transient  fold; 
Dneąual,  panting  far  bebiud» 
Pursne  thee  ieeter  than  the  wind, 
"Whetber  the  dear  delosion  straya 
Through  fair  Hope-park'8  encbanting  masa, 
Or  where  thy  cruel  pbantom  glides 
Alopg  the  iwifUjr  mnniag  tides. 


PJRT  OF  EPISTLĘ  JI, 

OP  THB  FIRST  B.OOK  OF  HORACB. 

Whkn  thro*  the  world  Fate  led  the  desŁin*d  way, 
Tell  me,  my  Mitchell,  in  tbe  broad  survcy, 
What  country  pleas^d  thy  roaving  fancy  most? 
Say,  wast  thou  smit  witb  Baia's  sunny  coast? 
Or  wi8b'd  thou  rather,  weary,to  rep^se 
In  some  cool  vale  where  peaceful  Arno  flows? 
Or  in  Ombrosa  dream  the  lonely  hour,       [bow>r; 
Where  high-arch'd  hills  th*  Ętrurian  phades  em- 
Where  Plenty  pours  her  gplden  gifts  in  vain, 
Tbat  dubious  swell  for  Carlos  or  Lonrain? 
Or  cbarm*d  thee  morę  tbe  happy  Tiny  plaina, 
And  lofty  tow^rs,  where  mighty  Louis  reigns? 
Say,  Is  it  true  what  travellers  report 
Of  glories  shining  in  tbe  Gallic  court? 
Or,  do  they  all,  thougb  e*er  so  pompous,  yield 
To  tbe  thatch*d  cottage  in  thy  native  field? 

But  bark,  methinks  L  bear  thee  aiixiou8  say 
That  thou  at  Palestiiie  M'ould'st  choose  to  atay. 
Yes,  Palestine;  I  know  the  place  fuli  well, 
Where  holy  dotards  riot  i  a  each  ceJl, 
Tbe  hapleśa  peasant  pines  with  want  and  aoriow, 
And  «U  unpeopled  ąa  a  rojsl  pojrougUc 


Yet  there  for  ever  would  thy 

Rather  than  cbange  once  morę  tbe  frantic 

And  distant  bear  the  rollings  of  the  main; 

I7nenvied,  calm,  enjoy  a  peaceful  lot. 

My  friends  remembiering,  nor  bv  tbem  foigoC 
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Dbar  Ramsay,  if  I  know  thy  soul  ariglit, 

Plain-dealiog  honosty'8  thy  dear  ddigbt: 

Not  great,  but  candid  bom;  not  rich,  bnt  firee; 

Thinks  kings  most  wretched,  and  moat  happy  me? 

Thy  tonrue  untaught  to  lie,  thy  knce  to  bend, 

I  fbar  no  flatterer  where  I  wtsh  a  IKend.  ' 

As  the  chaste  matron*s  tender  look  and  kind, 

Where  sits  the  soul  to  speak  the  yeaming  mind^ 

Prom  the  i^se  colouring  of  the  wantoo  ahowa 

1*h*  unhaliowM  rosea  and  poUuted  aDOFU, 

A  glare  of  beauty,  nauseous  to  thę  dgbt, 

.Gross  but  to  feed  desire,  not  raise  deligbt; 

So  differs  far,  in  yalue,  use,  and  end, 

The  praising  foe  from  the  reproving  ftiend. 

Such  dłstance  lies  betweęn,.nay  greater  far, 

Who  bears  an  honeat  beart  or  bears  a  star. 

A  iault  there  ię,  but  of  anotber  sort, 

That  aims  by  na«tine8S  to  make  its  court; 

By  downright  riideness  would  attempt  to  pleaae. 

And  stioks  his  firtendship  on  yotir  lips  in  ęTeai»e: 

With  him  (for  such  ^ere  Sparta'8  rigid  rulcs) 

AU  the  polite  are  knare$;  tbe  cleanly,  fbols^ 

Good  hnmonr  for  impertinence  pre^ails; 

So  strangely  honest,— he*ll  not  pair  his  naila. 

Know,  vIrtuous  sir,  if  not  indced  a  slare, 

Yet,  sordid  as  the  thing,  tliou  art  a  knave; 

Virtue,  its  own  and  erery  plain  man's  goide^ 

Serenely  waiks,  with  vice  on  every  stde, 

Keeps  its  own  eourse,  to  its  own  point  does  bend. 

To  fol  lies  deaf,  that  cali  from  either  end. 

This  simple  maxim  should  a  statesman  doabt, 

Two  characters  sball  make  it  plaioly  oa|: 

The  flrst  is  his  (the  ppposite  of  proud). 

By  fbr  morę  bumble  than  a  Christian  shoold, 

Pursues,  distasteful  of  plain  sober  cheer, 

Th*  inbospitable  dinner  of  a  peer; 

Usurps,  without  the  task  of  saying  grace, 

The  poor  starv*d  chaplain's  perquisities  and  place | 

To  vice  gives  virtue,  to  old  age  girea  youtb  ; 

So  well-bred  bcy-^he  iiever  spoke  one  tnith: 

With  watchful  eyes  sits  fuli  against  ipy  lord. 

And  catchea,  as  it  falla,  each  heary  word; 

That,  echo'd  back,  and  sent  from  lungs  morę  aU^ 

Assumcs  new  furce,  apd  baiidies  round  the  tabłe. 

All  stare:  "  Was  ever  thing  so  pretty  spoke? 

yon*d  almost  swear  it  was  his  grace's  joke." 

Yet  such  as  thcse  divide  the  great  man*8  atore^ 

And  flatter  out  the  friendless  and  the  poor. 

Nor  le$8  the  fool  our  censore  musi  engage^ 
Whom  ev^ry  trifle  rouses  into  ra^c. 
He  firms  for  all,  so  fierce  tlie  wordy  war, 
I^heo  far  less  tcnacious  at  tbe  bar ; 
Words  beap*d  on  irurds  so  fast  tos^ethcr  drirę, 
I  ike  clustring  Jbees  tbat  dark^n  firum  tbo  hire, 
H(^  fights,  aias!  what  mortal  dares  confute  him) 
With  tongue,  band,  eyes,  and  eveiy  inch  about 

him. 
**  Oeny  me  this;  ab!  rather  than  comply 
A  tbiog  80  p)ain^<-rl'd  apoper  ftarye  or  dic^ 
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Bot,  praJTy  rńmt  &)1  this  mł^ty  fury  draws } 
Sp-r,  nve9  ibe  pntriot  o'cr  exptrif>g  fows? 
Say,  on  tbe  oppressor  does  bt*  anger  MU 
Pleads  ke  for  tho  <KBtreM'4,  Hfeer  good  Ncwhalt? 
A^insl  cormplion  doe»  his  veri.i(Oiiiice  rife? 
The  army  ?  or  tbe  geaernl  e^cise? 
On  trlflin^  themes  like  tliese  our  oMin  is  mute, 
Aa  >S  '  ■    '■      ,  if  fie«-leapyMf  l^fesent  your  aoit. 
Morę  sacred  tnitha  hi»  mbIoOś  ragę  frtipply; 
What  atl  ftcknowledger,  or  wkatt  tftl  <leAv : 
If  rofocś  !■  red  are  wor^e  than  fof uea  in  luiirn; 

Or  •••  b«  as  great  n  dtitice  aa ^j 

Or  łf  our  HanDfbat^s  fam*d  Alpiiie  road 
Be  tbiriy  f&otf  or  Ave-and-tbirty  broad. 

Tbe  neiona  man,  tkotigk  in  tbe  worat  degree, 
Hia  neigbbonr  tbinks  moie  rieioa«  atdl  thaii  be. 
Js  tkere  wbomHrwłesa  lewe  akrouiM  br^g  to  gallowA? 
Ile  crica,   **  W  kat  veiigeanoe  Waits  od  perjut^d- 

femyws!"    . 
Rucbead,  wbo  ptnfd  amńist  h4s  bonndleaa  storę, 
Conld  wonder  why  ^ict^  Sełkirk  risWd  for  raore: 
The  youŁhfnt  knigbt,  wbo  aąuanders  al)  away 
On  «>kOre»,  on  eąmpage,  on  dresa,  and  pkiy ; 
The  imtn  wbo  tbirsta  and  hiMigers  after  ^oTd; 
The  triekiag  tnMWaiBArs  and  tbe  merćbant  bold, 
W^hom  fear  of  pDverty  compels  to  fly 
TbrmłgU  mb9,  escisemen,  roeka,  oatbs,  perjury; 
Start  a«/sacb  othcr's  criines  with  pfmia  frigbt, 
Yet  tbink  febomsolYes  for  cver  n  the  Hgbt. 

But,  abote  ali,  tbe  rogae  of  weatth  exclaiin9. 
And  caAli  tbe  pooror  srnner  iKby  naones; 
Tboftgh  kte  fonł  8ou>,  diseoknwM  all  witbin, 
Hasdeepcr  dramk  tbe  tinctafeof  eacb  sin: 
Or  eiae  dd^kea,  aa  tbe  itfotber  sagę 
Rebukea  tli^  hopoa  and  torment  of  ber  age, 
(And,  l»itb,  thońgb  inaolent  of  weałtb,  in  tbis 
Methiivfc%  good'  frłend,  be  talk9  not  imicb  amiss) 
*•  Yiełd,  yield,  O  fool!  to  my  superior  merit, 
Włtbout  a  shfrpeiice  tbon,  aWd  ain  %vith  apirit ! 
Fur  me  thoae  high' adreatures  kfpt  bf  fatc; 
For  crimęa  k>ok  gracefal  witb  a  hirge  estate: 
Tb«i^  ć<:a6e,  Tain  niadoioiK  and  cn.)ntend  no  morę ; 
ljeav'tt  meaut  thee  twicoos  whcn  it  inade  tbee 
poor.>* 

But  crmjiaa  Kka  tbea^  fo  gok>  we  can  Ibrgire; 
Wbalt  boota  it  bow  tbey  Oie  or  bow  tbey  live> 
Then  weep,  myfriend,  when  wicKed  wealth  you 
To  ehange  ih^  spedo^  of  fho  vjrtuous  mind.  [firn], 
You*ve  doiibt]c89  heard  bow  'tvrvti  a  statesman*s 
WheneW  be  would  obligiC!,  that  ia,  bef  iHy^     [y^St 
limted  fint  the  destinM  pray  Ui  dine, 
Tlie»  wbisper^d  in  bia  car,  "  Yoo  must  be  fine: 
Fioe  clothes,  ;;ay  equipa«e,  a  splendld  board 
Gire  youth  a  lu^tre,  and  become  a  lord. 
Why  łoi4ier  nieanly  in  paternal  grounds. 
To  neighbours  owe  thy  eaae,  tby  bealth  to  hoiinds? 
Go  rooni  about  in  gilded  cbariot  buri'd;    [wórld: 
Make  frienda  of  atrangera,  cbild,  and  leata  tlie 
Theae  kind  inttructora  teacb  you  best  of  any, 
Tbe  wise  sir  William,  atid  the  good  lord  Fanny." 
€h»ltieaa  he  beara  of  pcnsion  and  of  place, 
Theo  siuka  in  honoiir  an  he  swells  in  lace; 
Each  Jkndy  vinue  ylekh,  ąnd,  day  by  day, 
Mel  ta  i»  tbe  siMisfaine  of  a  eowft-  a«»  ay. 
At  first  (not  erraty  maHty  thooght  n^^M) 
M^  wonderc  whyhe  dai«a»  not  tell  hia  mind; 
Foela  the  laat  ibotsitepa  of  Mtiritig  grace, 
Ai«d  vłrtuoiia  btuabea  5ngefing  on  his  fhce: 
Tbe  artiiil  tempter  pUestbe  8tavisb*bour, 
And  worka  the  gtid|eoft  dow  Wilfeia  Ma  pow'r; 
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Then  tips  his  fcllow  statesman,  **  Hc'l]  assume 
New  modes  of  thinking  in  the  drawing-room; 
See  idle  dreams  of  grcatness  strike  bis  eycs, 
See  pensions,  rihbons,  corooets  arise. 
The  man,  whoin  labour  only  couid  delight, 
ShaU  loiter  all  the  day,  and  feast  all  pight: 
Wbo,  mild,  did  once  the  kindest  naturę  boast, 
UDniov*d  sball  riot  at  the  orphan^s  cost; 
To  pleasores  vilc,  that  bealth  and  famę  destroy^ 
Yield  the  domestic  cbarm,  tbe  social  joy. 
See,  cbarm *d  no  morę  with  Maro^s  rural  page, 
He  slumbers  over  Lucao*8  free-bom  ragę. 
Each  actlon  in  inverted  lights  is  seen; 
Meannesa,  frogality;  and  freedom,  spleen | 
IIow  foolisb  Cato !  Csesar  bow  divine ! 
In  spite  of  Tully,.  friend  to  Catiline."     ' 
Thus  to  each  fair  idea  long  unknown, 
Tbe  slaye  of  each  man'8  vices  and  bis  own, 
Enrbird  a  member  of  tbe  bireling  tribe, 
He  tow*rs  to  vii  lany  *s  last  act,  a  bribe; 
Andtums,  to  make  his  ruin'd  fortunes  elear, 
Or  gamester.  bully,  jobber,  pimp,  or  peer; 
Tiir,  late  i^racted  through  a  purer  air, 
The  beams  of  royarfarourfall  clsewhere: 
Lo,  vile,  obscure,  he  ends  his  busŁling  day^ 
All  stain'd  the  lustre  of  his  orient  ray; 
And  envies,  poor,  unpitied,  scorn*d  by  alT^ 
Marchmont  tbe  glories  of  a  genen)us  foli. 
Such  sad  examptes  can  tbis  land  afford? 
^Yby  'tis  tbe  bistory  of  many  a  lord ! 

Bot  you,  perbaps,  tbink  odd  whate*er  I  say  t 
Yet  drink  with  such  originals  each  day. 
Then  censure  we  no  morę,  too  daring  friend, 
Whom  Scandalom  Magnatum  may  offend. 
How  poor  a  figurę  should  a  poct  make, 
Ta*en  into  custody  for  scribbling's  sake? 
Ab,  bow  (you  know  the  Muses  never  pay) 
Wrth  all  his  yerses  earn  five  pounda  a  day  ? 
Leare  we  to  Pope  each  knave  of  high  degree, 
Sing  we  such  rules  as  suit  or  you  or  me.    . 
Then,  fii-st,  into  no  other*s  secrets  pry; 
To  such  be  deaf  your  ear,  be  blind  your  eye:      , 
Of  these,  unask'd,  why  should  you  claim  a  share? 
But  keep  these  safe  intrnsted  to  your  care: 
For  this,  beware  the  cunning  Iow  design, 
That  takes  advantage  of  your  ragę  or  winę; 
For  ragę  no  pause  of  cooler  thought  aifonla, 
Is  rash,  intemporate,  headlong  in  its  words. 
Lock  fast  your  lips;  then  guard  whate^er  you  say» 
Łest  in  the  fit  of  passion  you  betray; 
Anddread  tbe  wretch,  wbo  boasts  the  fotal  pow'r 
To  cbeat  in  friendship'8  unsuspecti ug  hour! 

There  is  a  oertain  pleasing  force,  that  binds 
Faster  tban  chains  do  slares,  two  willing  młnds. 
Tempera  oppos*d  each  may  itself  controni. 
And  melt  two  Yarying  naturcs  in  one  soul. 
This  mUde  two  brotbers'  different  humours  hit, 
Though  one  bad  probity,  and  one  had  wit: 
Of  sbber  manners  this  and  plain  good  sense, 
Aroided  cards,  winę,  company,  expense ; 
Safe  firom  the  tempting  fatal  sex  withdrew. 
Nor  madę  adyances  furthcr  than  a  bow. 
A  different  traln.of  life  Uis  twin  pursues;    [stewą, 
Lov!d  pic^res,  books,  (nay   autbors  write)  the 
A  niistress,  opera,  play,  each  darling  tbeme; 
To  scribble,  above  all,  his  joy  supremę. 
Must  tbcse  two  brotber<:  always  meet  to  scold, 
Or  ouarrel,  like  to»  Jove*s  fam*d*  twins  of  old  ? 
Eaob  yiclding,  mutual,  could  each  other  please. 
And  drewlife'5  yoke  w^iłb  tolecable  ease: 
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This  thinking  mirth  not  ali^ays  in  tbe  wroog, 
Woald  sometimes  condepceud  to  h(*ar  si  song; 
And  that,  fibtigued  with  his  exalted  Hts, 
His  beauties,  gewgaws,  whirligigs,  aiid  wits, 
"Would  ]eave  tbem  all,  far  happier  to  regale 
With  t>rose  and  friendship  o*er  a  pot  of  ate» 
Then  to  thy  friend'8  opinion  sometimes  yield, 
AiK^seem  to  lose,  although  thou  gain*ttt  tbe  field; 
Nor,  proud  thnt  thy  superior  sense  be  sbowo. 
Raił  at  bis  Htudies,  and  extol  your  own. 

For  wben  Aurora  weeps  tbe  balmy  dcvr, 
(And  dreams,  as  rererend  dreamers  tell,  are  tnie) 
Sir  George  my  shonlder  slaps,  just  in  tbe  time 
Wben  some  rebellious  word  consents  to  rbyme: 
Sudden  my  rerses  take  tbe  rude  alarm, 
New-€oi;i'd,  and  from  the  mint  of  fency  wann; 
]  start,  I  stare,  I  question  with  my  eyes : — 
At  once  tbe  whole  poetic  vision  flies. 
**  Up,  up,»  exclaims  the  knigbt;  *<  tbe  seasonfiiir; 
See  bow  serene  tbe  sky,  bo  w  calm  tbe  air ; 
Hark  !  from  the  hills  tbe  cbeerftil  borns  rebound, 
And^cho  propagates  the  jovial  sound; 
Tbe  certain  houtid  in  tbougbt  bto  prey  pursoes, 
Tbe  scent  lies  warm,  and  loads  tbe  tainted  dews.*' 
I  quit  my  concb,  and  cheerfally  obey, 
Contetłt  to  let  the  yonnker  bave  his  way; 
I  moant  my  courser,  fleetcr  tban  tbe  wind^ 
And  leaTe  tbe  ragę  of  poetry  bebind: 
But  wben,  tbe  day  in  bealtbful  labour  lośty 
We  eat  our  supper  eam*d  at  common  cost;  [troul, 
Wben  eacb  frank  tongue  speaki  out  wit^oat  con- 
AAd  the  free  beart  expatiatc8  o'er  tbe  bGvl; 
Tbeugh  all  Iove  prose,  my  poetry  fiuds  grace. 
And,  pleasM,  1  ehant  the  glories  of  tbe  cbase. 

Of  old,  wben  Scotia*s  sons  for  empire  fougbt, 
£re  ararice  had  debasM  eacb  generous  tbougbt, 
Kre  yet,  earb  manlier  exercise  forgot. 
One  balf  had  IcamM  to  dose,  one  bałf  to  Tóte, 
Eacb  hardy  toii  confirai'd  tJieir  dawni ng  age* 
And  mimie  sigbts  inspir*d  to  martial  ragę; 
'Twa^thfeirs  with  certain  speed  tbe  dart  to  send, 
With  youtbful  force  tbe  stubbom  yew  to  bend; 
.0*ercame  with  early  arm  the  ficrcest  floods, 
Or.rangM  'midst  chilling  snows  tbe  pathless  woods; 
Toird  for  tbe  savage  boar  on  which  they  fed: 
'Twas  thus  tbe  chief  of  Rannockbom  wasbred: 
That  gare  (not  )>oU8h*d  then  beloir  mankind) 
Strengtb  to  tlie  limbs,  and  vigour  to  the  mind. 
The  smiling  damę,  in  those  vicŁorioas  days,   . 
Wa9  woo'd  by  vaIour,  iMt  seducM  by  praise ; 
Who  n£*er  did  frars,  but  for  ber  country,  fed. 
And  never  sa*w  berlover^  but  in  steel; 
Conld  make  a  Douglas*  stubbom  bosom  yiełd^ 
And  send  ber  bero  raging  to  the  field ; 
Heard  kind  the  honcst  vrarrior's  one-tongu*d  vow, 
Pleas*d  with  a  geuińne  beart,  as  H***  is  now. 
How  would  the  «enerous  lass  detest  to  see 
An  essenc^d  fbpling  puiing  o*er  bi«  tea; 
Ab  bow,  distasteftil  of  tbe  mimie  show, 
Disdain  the  faise  appearanre,  as  a  foe! 
To  greet,  unfolding  every  social  charm, 
Uer  soldier  from  the  field  of  glory  warm. 

But  now,  alas!  tbese  generous  aims  aie  o'er; 
Eacb  foe  insults,  and  Dritain  figbts  no  morę, 
Yet  bumbler  tasks  may  cłaim  the  patriot*8  toU: 
Who  aids  ber  laws  no  morę,  may  mend  ber  sotl. 
Since  to  be  happy  man  must  ne*er  be  still^ 
Tb''internal  void  let  peaceful  labonrs  fili ; 
Wben  kind  amusemeifts  bours  of  fkme  employ, 
Tbe  working  mind  subsides  to  sober  joy: 


Bebold,  in  fiiir  automfial  honoonspicad, 
The  wbeaten  gariand  wreathe  the  laurePd 
Wbere  sUgnant  wa^es  did  in  duU  lakes  appear, 
Ricb  harvest8  wa^e,  tbe  boanty  of  tbe  year; 
In  barren  heatbs,  wbere  summer  iieveraniil*d, 
Tbe  rural  city  rises  o'er  tbe  wild; 
Along  tbe  cool  canal,  or  shooting  grove, 
Disport  the  sons  of  mirth  and  gameaome  lorę. 

It  now  remains  I  conntel,  if  iodeed 
My  Coiusel,iTtend,can  stand  thee  eo^t  in 
Judge  well  of  wbom  yoo  speak ;  nor  will  yon 
It  always  safe  to  tell  encb  man  your  mind. 
Ev*n  honesty  regard  to  safety  owet ; 
Kor  need  it  publish  all  it  thinict  and  koam%» 
Tb'  etemal  quest'ner  fbun;  a  certain  role, 
Tbere  is  no  blab  like  to  tbe  qacst'ning  Ibol ; 
£v*n  scarce  before  yoa  turn  yonrself  about, 
Whate*er  he  hears  bit  leaky  tongae  nnu  out; 
The  word  elancM  no  longer  we  controul, 
Once  8a]ly'd  fortb,  it  bursta  from  pole  to  pole. 

Guard  weH your  beart,  ab!  still  be  besuaty-pctM 
Beneatb  fair  friendsbtp*8  Tenerable  roof, 
Wbat  thougb  she  ibines  the  brigbtett  of  the  fiair, 
A  form  e7en  sucb  as  Wallace  self  migfat  wenrl 
Wbat  thougb  no  rocks  nor  maiUe  arm  ber  bnmA, 
A  yielding  Helen  to  ber  Trojan  guest, 
Thedangerouscombatfly:  wbywoaklst 
A  sbameful  conqueat  won  by  yesrs  of  pnin? 
For  know,  the  8bort-tiy*d  guil^  raptore  pnat^ 
Reflection  comes,  a  dreadful  jiidge,  at  laat: 
'Tis  that  ayenges  (snch  its  pointed  itings) 
Tbe  poor  man*8  cause  on  statesroen  and  on 

To  praise  arigbt,  is  snre  no  esMy  art; 
Yet  prudence  berę  directs  the  wiae  iDaB*8 
Let  long  experience  then  confirm  the  fnead, 
Dive  to  his  deptb  of. sool,  ere  yoa  cooimend. 
Sbould  you  extol  the  fool  bot  slightly  known, 
Ouiltless  yoa  blusb  for  follies  not  your  own. 
Alas!  \9h  err:  for  Fillainscan  betray. 
And  gold  corrupt  tbe  saint  of  yesterday. 
Then  yield,  convłcted  by  the  pnblic  Toice, 
And  franki  y  own  tbe  weskness  of  your  choieei 
So  greater  credit  shall  yonr  jndgnient  gain, 
Wben  you  defend  the  worth  that  knavei  arrai^; 
Whose  soul  secure;  confiding  in  yoor  ^id, . 
Hopes  tbe  kind  sbelter  of  yonr  fHewfiy  sfaade; 
Wbeti  en^y  on  bii  spotless  name  sball  faił 
Whose  veoom''d  toóth  cotnipti  aad  blackens  aD; 
This  mutual  help  tbe  kindred  Tirtnea  claim; 
For  calumny  eats  on  from  fisme  to  fiune. 
Wben  o*er  thy  neighbour^s  roof  the  flames  aspifi^ 
Say*  claims  it  not  thy  care  to  quendi  the  6fe? 
When  envy  ragei,  smali  tbe  spaoe  bet«iit» 
In  worth  ally*d,  thy  charactcr  is  next« 

Fir*d  at  tbe  first  with  what  the  great  impait, 
Frank  we  give  way,  and  yield  up  all  the  beart. 
How  sweet  tbe  cooTarae  of  the  poCent  fricnd  I 
How  charming  when  the  mighty  condeaceodt 
The  smile  so  affable,  tbe  coartly  woid !— > 
And,  at  we  would  a  miatreas,  trust  a  lord. 
Tb>  experienc*d  dread  the  cheat;  with  imident  tan 
Distrust  alike  tbe  powerful  and  the  fiiir. 
Thou,  wben  thy  yessel  flies  before  the  wind, 
Tbink  on  tbe  peacefol  port  tboti  left  bahind; 
Though  all  serene,  yet  bear  aa  humble  sail, 
Lest  veering  greatness  shift  the  treacherons  gale. 
How  varions,  mani  yet  sucb  are  Natore^s  lawB> 
With  powerful  foroe  eacb  difierent  hnnioar  diawi: 
Tbe  gravę  tbe  cheerful  hate;  thes«  hate  the  nd; 
Youriober  wisemni  thiakithe  wit  quite  nad^ 
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He,  bappy  too  in  ^il'i  inyerted  role, 
Tbink^f  every  9ober  wiseman  morę  thaa  fool; 
W  bose  active  miód  from  toil  to  toU  can  run, 
And  join  tbe  i^isiog  to  tbe  setting  stin, 
l^iHę  Pbilip*s  soii  for  famę,  pnrsuing  gains 
While  yct  one.penny  uiisnbdaed  remains; 
■Admirps  bow  lovers  waste  th*  inacti^e  day, 
Si};h,  midsŁ  tbe  fair,  their  gentle  souls  away. 
llie  tuneful  bard,  wbo  boasts  his  varied  strains, 
Shanis  with  tbe  lark  tbe  glory  of  tbe  plains, 
"Wbose  life  tb'  impression  of  no  sorrow  knows, 
So  smootbiy  calm,  be  scarcely  feels  it  flows. 
In  Tocal  woods  each  fond  conceit  pursues, 
Pleas>d  with  the  gingl|ag  bauble  of  a  muse, 
Pities  the  toiling  madman^s  airy  scheme, 
When  greatness  sickens  o*er  Łb*  ambitious  dream; 
£acb  boon  companion,  wbo  tbe  nigbt  prolonga 
Id  noise  and  raptore,  festivals  and  songs, 
CoDdemns  the  graver  mortal  for  an  ass 
Wbo  dares  refnse  his  bum  per  and  bis  lass; 
Still  .ui^ing  on,  what  boots  it  that  you  swear 
Yoa  dręad  the  rapours  and  uocŁumal  air; 
Yet  gi^int  a  little  to  t^e  social  vine, 
Fuil  on  tbe  friend  \nth  cloadless  visage  shine, 
Od  sullen  sileoce  speaks  a  want  of  sense^' 
Or  foliy  lurks  beneatb  tbe  wise  pretence. 
Ifl  there  severe,  wlio  balks  tbe  genial  hoar? 
He^s  n9t  so  sober,  were  be  not  so  sour. 

But,  above  all,  I  charge  tliee  o*cr  and  o*er, 
Fair  Veacę  through  al  i  ber  secret  bannts  explore ; 
ConsuH  tbe  learnM  in  life  (these  best  adyise), 
The  goocl  in  this,  more  knowing  tban  the  wise; 
Their  ^arred  science  leam,  and  what  the  art 
To  guard  the  saliies  of  th*  i/npetuous  heart; 
With. temper  due  th*  internal  poise  to  keep. 
Not  soańng  impndent,  nor  servile  crsep;  . 
How  surf?  thyself,  thy  friends,  thy  God  to  pleaae, 
Firfti  Jiealth  wltbout,  within  unshaken  peace; 
Łast  keen  de.^re,  stiU  making  new  demands, 
Sbon'd  raise  oew  fues  unnumb^*d  on  tby  hands: 
Or  hope,  or  fdiar  inspire  th'  unmanly  groan, 
For  tbings  of  littte  use,  perhaps  of  nonę: 
Wbo  best  can  piirchąse  virtue*8  righteous  dow'r, 
Tbe:Sjrge  with  wisdom,  or  the  king  with  pow*r: 
Or  if  tbe  mighly.  blessing  standH  confin'd, 
To  the   cbaste   naturę  and    the   beav'n>taugbt 

miód: 
And  chief  th'  impórtant  lesson  wise  attend, 
What  makes  theelo  thy!«e)f  thyselPs  best  friend: 
If  gold  a  pure  ti-aiłquillity  bestows, 
QX  greatness  can  ensure  a  night'srepose; 
Or  miist  we  seek  it  in  the  secret  road 
Tbatleads  thh)ugh  vjrtue  to  the  peaceful  God; 
A  shaded  walk,  whejre,  separate  from  tbe  tbrong, 
We  steaLthrougb  Ijfe  all  uAperceivM  along, 

Tor  me,  afraid  yf  Iife's  tempestuous  gale, 
I  make  to  port^s^nd  crowd  on  all  my  sail. 
Sooc  may  the  ptaceful  grore  and  shelter^d  seat 
Receiv-e  me  we^Vy  in  the  kind  retreat; 
Blest  ifmy  ••**  be  the  destih>d  shade, 
Whene  cbiJdhbod  sported,  of  no  ills  afraid, 
£re  youtl)  fi^l  gruwn  its  daring  wing  displayM. 
That  often  crost  by  life's  intestine  war, 
Foresaw  that  day  of  trtumpb  from  afar, 
When  warfing  pa^sions  mingling  in  tbe  fiNiy, 
Had  4riiwn  the  youthful.wanderer  from  his  way: 
Bat  recollecting  tbe  short  enroor,  moam*d. 
And  duteotls  to  tbe  waming  Toioe  retttrnHŁ 
No  morę,  the  passions  hurryiog  into  strife, 
3Iy  sfulenjoy^  the  geatler  calms  of  Ufe. 


Like  Tityras,  bless^d  among  the  niral  shades, 
Wbose  ballowM  round  no  guilty  wish  invades; 
No  joy  tumultuons,  nu  depressing  care; 
All  that  I  want  is  Amaryllis  there; 
Where  silver  Forth  eaćh  fair  meander  leada 
Through  breathing  baryests  and  empurpled  meads; 
Whose  russet  swains  enjny  the  golden  dream. 
And  thankful  h',&»  the  plenty-giving  stream. 
There    youth,  convinc*d,  foregoes  each    daring 
And  aettling  fluanhood  takes  a  surer  aim;  fGIaim, 
Till  age  ilccomplish  late  the  fair  design, 
And  calm  possess  the  good,  if  age  be  minę. 
What  think'8t  thou,  tben,  my  friend,  sball  be  my 

cares, 
My^daily-studies,  and  my  nightly  prayers? 
Of  tbe  propitious  Pow*r  this  boon  1  crave, 
Still  to  fMreserye  tbe  little  that  I  bave; 
Nor  yet  repugnance  at  the  lot  expre8s, 
Sbould  fate  decree  that  little  to  be  less, 
That  what  remains  of  life  to  HeaWu  I  lirę, 
If  life  indeed  bas  any  time  to  gire: 
Or  if  the  fugiŁive  will  no  longer  stay. 
To  part  as  friends  sbould  do,  and  slip  away : 
Thankful  to  Iieav*n,  or  for  the  good  supply/d. 
To  Heav*n  submissive  for  tbe  good  deny*d, 
Renounce  the  household  charm,  a  bliss  divine ! 
Heav*u  never  meant  for  me,  and  I  resign: 
In  óther  joys  th*  ałlotted  houi-s  improve. 
And  gain  in  friendship  what  was  łost  in  love: 
Some  comfort  snatch*d,  as^ach  vaio  year  return*d, 
When  naturę  sufrer*d,or  wlieii  friendship  moura*d, 
Of  all  that  stock  so  fatally  bereft, 
Once  youth^s  proud  bopst,  alas !  tbe  little  \eit ; 
These  friends,  in  youth  belov'd,  in  manhood  tried, 
Age  must  not  change  through  avarice  or  pride : 
For  me  let  wisdom's  sacred  foudtain  fiow, 
The  cordial  draught  that  sweetens  every  woe; 
I^t  fiyrtune  kind*  the  Jia/  enough  provide. 
Nor  dubious  float  on  bope*s  uncertain  tide; 
Add  thougbts  composM,  affections  erer  even.— 
Thus  far  sufBceś  to  have  ask'd  of  Heaven, 
Who  in  the  dispensations  of  a  day,  [away; 

Orants  Ijfe,  grants  death ;  now  give8,  new  takea 
To  scaffold^  oft  the  ribbon*d  spotler  brings; 
Takes  power  fram  statesmen,  and  their  thrones 

from  kingn; 
From  the  uuthankful  heart  the  bliss  decreed 
But  leaves  tbe  man  of  worth  still  blessM  indeed: 
Be  life  Hearen*s  gift,  be  minę  the  ćare  to  find 
Still  equal  to  itself  the  balancM  mind; 
Parne,  beauty,  wealth  forgot,  each  human  toy,      ' 
With  tboogbtfol  qutet  pleBS*d,  aAd  yirtuous  joy;  . 
In  theąe,  and  these  alone,  supremely  blcst, 
When  fools  and  knadmen  scramble  for  the  rest 
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Watbr,  |p'eat  principle  whence  natare  springs, 
The  prime  of  elements,  and  first  of  thio^s, 
Amidst  prqud  riches*  soul-inflaming  storę, 
As  through  the^ight  the  fiery  blaze 
Pjlurs  all  aroand  tbe  streaming  rays| 
Coospicuous  glows  the  golden  oar. 
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But  if  thee,  O  my  son],  ą  fond  desire 
To  aing  the  contests  of  the  great^ 
Calls  forth  t'  awake  th*  ethereal  fire: 
What  Kubject  worthi«r  of  the  lyre> 
01yinpia's  glories  to  relate! 

Fuli  in  Łbe  forehead  of  tbe  gky, 
The  Sun,  Łlie  world*8  bright  radiant  eye, 
Shines  o*er  each  lesser  flame; 
Od  Earth  what  theme  snffices  morę 
To  make  the  Muses'  oftapring  soar, 
Than  the  Olympian  vłcte('8  tasae} 
Bot  from  the  swelliog  column,  where  on  high 

U  peaceful  hangs,  take  dowp  tbe  Doric  lyfe, 
If  with  sweet  loTe  of  sacred  melody 
The  steeds  of  Hiero  thy  breast  ioqpire. 
When  borne  along  the  flowery  side, 
Where  smooth  AŁplieus*  watera  glide^ 
Their  roluntaiy  virtue  fltes, 
Nor  needs  the  driver«  rousiog  cries^ 
But  rap^d  seize  the  dustj  space* 
To  reap  the  boooura  of  the  racę, 
The  merit  of  their  speed ; 
And  bind  «ith  lanrel-wreath  the  manly  brows 
Of  hien  tbe  raigbty  king  of  Syracuse* 
Delighting  in  the  Yictor  steed. 
Faą  lounds  his  glory  through  the  windiog  coast 

Of  Lydia,  Where  bis  wandering  hosl 
From  Ełłs,  Pelops  led  to  new  ubodes; 

Tbere  prosper^d  in  his  late-found  vt\g^, 
Lov*d  by  the  ruler  of  tbe  main^ 
When  at  the  bańquet  of  tbe  gods» 
In  the  pnre  ]aver  of  the  iates  again, 

Clotho,  tbe  yottth  to  life  rettewM, 
With  potent  charm  and  mystic  strain, 
When  by  his  cruel  father  slain, 

^ith  ivory  sbouldier  bright  endowM, 
Oft  fables  with  a  fond  surprise, 
When  shaded  o*ęr  with  fair  disguise, 

The  wandertoff  mind  detain  > 
Belttded  by  the  kiod.  deceit. 
We  joy  more  \ą  tbę  skilftil  cheat, 
Than  in  trutU's  faithful  strain. 
^ut   chief    to    Yerse.  these   wonderoiui    pow'rs 
belong, 
9ach  gyBfit  has  Hearen  beatow*d  on  song:; 
-Blest  parentl  from  Whose  loins  immortał  joys. 
To  mitigafe  our  pain  below, 
Soitening  tbe  aoguish  of  our  woe, 
Ące.  sprung,  tbe  children  of  its  roice: 
Song  can  o'er  unhelief  itsclf  pre^ailj 

The  Tirtue  of  its  magie  art, 
Can  make  the  most  amazing  tale 
With  shafts  of  eloąuence  assail, 
Yictorious,  tbe  yieldiug  hcart: 

But  Time  on  never-ceasing  wingg 
EKperienc^d  wisdom  slowly  brings. 

And  teaches  mortal  rac^ 
Not  to  Uaspheroe  tbe  Holy  One, 
That  deathless  fills  the  heavenly  tbrone, 
Inhabiting  etemal  space. 
Tberefore,  O  son  of  Tantalus !  will  I 

In  other  guise  thy  wond'rous  tale  unfold, 
Aud  juster  to  the  rulei:ii  of  Uie  sky, 
With  )ips  more  hallowM  than  the  baids  of  old. 
For  when  thy  sira  the  gods  abovQ^ 
To  share  the  kind  retnm  of  1ot«^ 
Invited  from  their  native  bow^rs^ 
To  his  own  IoT'd  Sipylian  tow'rs^ 
The  trident  pow^ry-by  fierce  desire . 
Subdued,  on  girtd«n  steeds  of  firę» 


Thde  b(M«  alolll6  Jo?»  Oto  bigli ; 
Wherę  sińce  young  Ganjrmede,  «veet  fkrfpOL 
Succeeded  to  tlie  ministry  of  joy,  [b07> 

And  nectar  baaquct  of  tlie  sky. 
Ęut'  when  no  more  on  Earth  thy  form  was 

Conspicuous  in  the  walka  of  men. 
Nor  yet  to  sootb  thy  motber^s  kmging  śght» 
Thy  searehiog  train  sent  to  explore 
Ttiy  lurking-plaoe,  coald  tbee  restore, 
Tbe  weeping  &ir*s  suprema  daligfat: 
Then  Envy*s  forked  toogue  began  t'  iofest 
Aad  wound  tby  sire^s  untaimted  fnne, 
That  he  to  eacb  ethereal  gaest 
Had  serT*d  thee  up  a  borrid  feast, 
Subdued  by  fbrce  of  aU-devoaring  llama; 
But,  tbe  blest  pow^rs  of  HeaT^n  If 
Far  hę  it  fiooi  the  holy  Muse, 

Of  snck  a  feast  impure; 
Yengeance  protracted  for  a  tioie, 
SŁiU  Qvertakes  tbe  slaadener^  erinie, 
At  Hearea^s  slow  appointed  hour. 
Yet  certaia,  if  tbe  powV  wbo  wide  smreys,  - 
From  his  watch-tow'r,  the  earth  and  ieaa» 
£'er  dignifyM  the  periabable  race; 

Him,  Tantalus  tbey  rais'd  on  bigb, ' 
Him,  the  chief  fisvourite  of  tbe  tkj, 
f;xaited  to  subłimest  grace. 
But  his  proud  haajrt  was  lifted  up-and  TaiB, 
Swell*d  with  his  envy'd  happiaess, 
Weak  and  frail  bis  mortal  braia^ 
The  lot  superior  to  snstain; 
He  fell  d^raded  from  his  bliss. 

For  on  his  bead  th'  Almigbty  Sire» 
Potent  in  his  kindled  ire, 

Hang  a  rock's  monstroos  ateigbl: 
Top  f«eble  to  remove  the  load, 
Fiz*d  by  the  sauction  of  tbe  god, 

He  waBder'd  erring  from  delight^ 
The  watebful  synod  of  the  skieś  deci  eed 

His  wasted  heart  a  prey  to  cndler-i  woes» 
Condeam*d  a  weary  pilgrimage  to  lead. 
On  Earth  sęcure,^  strauger  to  refose. 
Because,  by  mad  ambition  driv*n, 
He  robb^d  tbe  sacred  stores  of  HeaT*Bt 
^h'  ambroslal  yintage  of  tbe  skies 
Became  tbe  daring  spoiler^s  priae. 
And  brought  to  sons  of  mortal  eart^ 
Tbebanqnet  of  cełestial  btrtb, 

With  endless  blessinjrs  fraoglht. 
And  to  his  impious  revMers  poor'd  the  winę, 
Whose  jrecious  sweets  make  blest  the 
divine, 

6ift  of  tbe  ricb  ioimoital  dniaght. 
Foolish  the  man  wbo  bopes  his  crimes  may  tte 

Unseen  by  the  sapreme  al  I-  jaierciog  eye; 
He,  high  entbronM  abore  all  H%aven*a  heigbt^ 
The  works  of  men  with  brodd  surviry, 
As  in  Uie  Uazing  flame  of  dny, 
Beholds  the  secret  deeds  of  nigbt. 
;  Therefore  his.  son  th'  immortals  back  again 
Sent  to  thesedeatfa-obnosiotts  abodes. 
To  taste  his  sbare  of  haman  pain, 
£x)l^d  from.  tbe  edcstial  reign. 
And  sweet  commumon  of  tbe  gods. 
But  when  tbe  fleecy  down  began 
.    To  dotbe.  his  chin,  and  pramiae  Bum^ 
.  TbB  sbafts  of  yonng  dssiie. 
And  lo^e  of  tbb  fair  female  kmd, 
l:qdam*d  tbe  jroutbftil  hero^  miód, 
.    Aad  aeibis anoDpns soul  gn  fir^ 
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Won  bjr  fair  HfppftdmM  lotely  ey^, 
The  Pisań  tyrant*s  blooming  prizfe» 
High  ia  hii  hoj^  he  |mrpoś'd  to  obtain; 
0'ercome  her  saTsge  tire  in  arins» 
Tht  pricse  of  her  ceiestial  charoifl; 
For  this  tfae  mler  of  the  omUii  ' 
ia^okmg  in  the  dreary  totitude. 

And  secret  season  of  the  night; 
Oft,  on  the  margin  of  the  flood 
Alooe,  the  raging  lo^er  atood, 
Till  to  bis  loDg-desirtog  sight, 
Trom  befow  the  Bonnding  deeps. 
His  scaly  herds  where  Protens  keepi, 

The  favourite  youth  to  pteane, 
Divtding  swift  the  hoary  stream, 
.  BeAilgent  oo  his  goideii  team, 

Appear*d  the  trident  sceptred  king  of 


To  whom  the  youth :  **  If  e'er  with  fond  deligfat, 

The  gifts  of  Yenus  conld  thy  soul  iiispire» 
Re&train  fell  (Enemaus*  speak-  in  fight; 
And  ae,  who  dare  adreniarous  to  aspire. 
Me  grant,  propi^ious,  to  sncceed, 
Bodoing  with  anrival*d  speed 
The  flying  car,  decreed  to  gai n 
The  laurel-wreath,  on  Elis*  plaia, 
Yictorloos  o*er  the  lather'8  pow'r; 
Who  dire,  to  many  hapless  loYars  slaiUi 
Does  stitl  a  maid  ihe  wond'rou8  fair  detnin, 

Protractfye  oi  the  sweet  connabial  hour. 
Danger  demands  a  soul  secnre  of  dread, 

£qtta]  to  the  daring  deed ! 
Since  then,  th'  imniutable  decrees  of  fate, 
Have  fis'd,  by  their  ricegerent  Death, 
The  limits  of  each  mortal  breatb, 
I>ooni*d  to  the  urn,  or  soon  or  łatę: 
What  Dl  ind  retolv'd  dnd  bra^e  wouid  sleep  ai^y 
His  life,  when  glory  warms  the  Uood, 
Oniy  t'  enjoy  some  doli  delay, 
Inaetire  to  his  dying  day» 
Kot  aiming  at  the  smallest  good  > 
But  the  blooming  maid  inspires 
My  breast  to  ikr  sublimer  fires, 
To  raise  my  glory  to  the  skies; 
jC^racioos,  O!  faronring  pow^r,  gire  ear, 
Indulgent  to  my  fow  sincere, 
Prosp*ring  the  michty  enterprize.'* 
So  pniy*d  the  boy:  nor  fcll  bis  words  in  vain, 
Unheeded  by  the  mler  of  the  main ; 
A  golden  car,  ^!arth*s  shaking  pow*r  bestow*d, 
And  to  the  glittering  axie  join*d 
Unri^aird  steeds,  fleet  as  the  wind: 
Giad  of  the  present  of  the  god, 
The  ardent  youth  demands  the  promisM  figbt; 
In  dost  the  haughty  parent  laid, 
Neptuna  ful6ią  the  yonth'8  delight. 
And  wings  bis  chartofs  rapid  flight, 
To  win  Ihe  sweet  ceiestial  maid* 

She  with  six  sens,  a  fojr  iocrease, 
CrownM  the  bero*s  wann  embrace, 
Whom  virtue*ś  love  inspir'd; 
Upright  to  walk  in  virtoe*s  ways, 
The  surest  path  to  nobiest  praise, 

The  nobiest  prai.^e  the  youth  acąuir^d. 
Now  by  Alpbeus'  stream,  meandering  fair, 

Whuse  humid  train  wide  spreads  the  Pisań 
A  sepulcbre,  snblimely  rear'd  in  air,  [piaius, 

Ali,  of  the  mighty  man  that  was,  contains* 
There  fftquent  in  the  boły  shade, 
The  rows  of  straoger-chiefii  are  paid, 


And  an  the  saered  altar  Kes 
The  victtm,  smoking  to  the  sk(es, 
When  heroes,  at  the  iolemn  shrin^ 
luvoke  the  pow'rs  with  rites  diTin#« 
From  every  distant  soil, 
And  drrre  abóut  the  consecrated  mound 
The  soundiag  car,  or  on  the  listed  ground 

Urge  the  fleet  racers,  or  the  wrtstlers* 
toil. 
Happy  the  man  whom  faTOttring  fate  allows 
The  wreaths  of  Pisa  to  surronnd  his  brows; 
Ali  wedded  to  delight,  his  after*days 
In  calm  and  even  tenonr  mp, 
1*he  noble  dow*r  of  conque8t  won^ 
Such  conscious  pleasare  flows  from  praise. 
Thee,  Muse,  great  Hiero^s  virtue  to  piolong, 
It  ftts,  and  t«  resound  his  name: 
Exalting  o*er  the  Tulgar  throng, 
In  thy  sweet  Eolian  song. 
His  garland  of  Olympian  fiime. 

Nor  shait  thou,  O!  my  Muse,  e'er  find 
A  morę  sublime  or  worthier  mind, 

To  bettbr  fortunes  bom : 
On  whom  the  gracious  Iotb  of  God^ 
The  regal  pow'r  has  kind  besto^M, 
And  arts  of  sway,  tbat  power  to  adorn. 
Still  may  thy  God,  O  potent  king  I  employ 
His  sacred  ministry  of  joy, 
Solicitons  with  tutelary  care. 
To  guard  firom  the  attacks  of  fate 
Thy  blessings  lasting  as  they^re  great, 
The  pions  poet*a  constant  pray'r. 
Then  to  the  mighty  bounty  of  the  sky, 
The  Muse  shall  add  a  iweeter  lay, 

With  wing  sublime  when  she  shall  fly,^ 
Where  Cronius  rears  his  cliffs  on  high, 
Smoto  with  the  buraing  shafUof  day{ 
If  the  Muses*  quiver'd  god ' 
Pave  for  song  the  ereń  road 

'With  sacred  rapture  warm, 
A  further  flight  aloft  in  air 
£lanc'd,  shall  wing  my  tuneful  Bpeaf, 
Morę  yigorous  from  tbd  Mnse's  arm. 
T<f  many  heights  the  daring  climber  springs, 
£rc  he  thit  highest  top  of  pow'r  shall  gain; 
Chief  seated  there  the  majesty  of  kings; 
The  rest  at  difierent  steps  below  remain: 
Exalted  to  that  wondrous  height, 
T'  extend  the  prospect  of  delight, 
May'st  thou,  O  Hiero !  lirę  content. 
On  th^  top  of  all  ascent: 
To  tbee,  by  bounteous  fates,  be  giv'A 
T'  inhabit  still  thy  lofty  Heav>n: 
To  me,  in  arts  of  peaoe, 
Still  to  conyerse  witb  the  fair  Tictor  host. 
For  grace  fol  song^  an  honoutable  boast, 

Coosplcuous  through  the  realms  of  Oreooe. 
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O  80V£REi6n  hymns!  thatpowerful  rdgs 
In  the  harp,  your  sweet  domain, 
Whom  will  ye  choose  to  raise; 

What  god  shall  now  the  verse  resound; 

What  chief,  for  godlike  deed  reaown^dy. 
£xalt  to  loftiesŁ  praise f 
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Pisa  ia  Jove*8:  Jóve*s  conqaerinfr  son 

Fint  tbe  Olymplc  race  ordain^d: 
The  fiest  dir  fruits  of  glory  won    . 
The  baughty  tyranfs  ragę  re8train'd. 
He  iii-st  the  wondrous  gamę  be8tow'd 
Wbeii  breathing  from  Augean  toils, 
He  con»ecrate8  the  dreadfuf  spoils, 
An  offcring  to  bis  father-god. 
Thcron,  his  virtues  to  approve, 
And  iniitate  the  seed  of  Jove, 

Tb'  Oijrmpic  laurel  claims, 
Whose  swifl-wheePd  car  bas  borne  away 
The  rapid  hano^rs  of  the  day, 

Forcmost  amongthe  yictor-nanies. 
ThereforefbiJTherou  praise  awaits, 

For  bim  tbe  lyre  awukes  tbe  ttraint 
The  stranger  welcomM  at  his  gates 
With  hospitabłe  Iove  hnmane. 
Fix'd  on  the  councils  of  his  breast, 
As  on  .the  colunin's  lutty  height 
Remaius  secure  tbe  building's  weight, 
The  structure  of  his  realm  inay  rest. 
Of  a  fair  stem,  bimsełf  a  fairer  flow*r, 
Wboy  soon  tcanspianted  from  tbeir  natiye  soil, 
WanderM  many  climates  o*er, 
Till  after  long  and  variou8  toil, 
On  the  fair  rirer^s  destin*d  bank  they  fotmd 

Their  sacred  ^ęat,  and  heav'n-cbose  grouod: 
Whcre  stuiKi  delightfal  to  the  eye  . 
The  fruitful,  beauteous  Siciiy, 
And  coiild  a  numerons  issue  boast,  [tbe  coast. 
That  spread  their  lustre  roundy  and  <ionri8h'd  o'er 
The  following  years  ałl  took  iheir  silver  fligbt, 
With  plcasure  wing*d  and  soft  deligbt. 
And  every  year  tłiat  flew  in  peace, 

Broiight  to  their  native  yiitues,  storę 
Of  weaJth  and  pow'r,  a  new  iocrease,   [morę. 
Fate  still  confimi'd  the  sam,  and  bounteoos  added 
Bnt  son  of  Rhe*  and  Saturn  old, 
Wbo  dost  thy  sacred  throoe  uphold 

On  high  Olympus*  hillj 
Włjose  rule  th'  Olympic  race  obeys, 
Who  guid^st  AlpheuK*  winding  maże, 
In  hymns  delighting  still ; 
Grant,  gracious  to  the  gudlike  rare, 

Thf  ir  childwn*s  childrfn  to  sustain, 
Pcaceful  (hrough  timt'8  ne'cr*euciing  6pace» 

The  sceptre  and  patcr.ial  reign. 
For  Time,  th   agpd  sire  of  all, 

The  deed  impatient  of  drlay, 
Wbich  the  swift  honr  ha.s  wing'd  away, 

Just  or  unjust,  cnn  tie'er  rccall. 
But  when  całmer  days  socceed, 
Of  fair  event,  and  lovt'ly  deed, 

Our  lot  sereiie  at  last; 
The  memory  of  darker  huurs, 
When  Heav'n  seyere  and  angry  lours, 

Forgott(>n  lies  and  past. 
Thus  mild,  and  lenient  of  bis  frown, 

When  Jove  regards  our  adverse  fate. 
And  sends  his  chosen  blessings  down 

To  cheer  below  oui  mortal  state : 
Then  former  evils,  odions  brood, 

Before the  h«av'n-born  blessings  fly, 
Or  tit)ddon  down  subjected  lie, 
Soon  vanquish*d  by  the  yictor-good. 
With  thy  fair  daughters,  Cadmus !  be st  agrees 
Tbe  Ma<^e'8  song;  who,  after  many  woes, 
At  last  on  golden  thrones  of  ease 

Enjoy  an  undisturbM  repose.  I 


No    morę    they   think   of 

swain! 
Sncceeding  joys  dispelhis  fbnner  patn. 
And  Semele,  of  roiy  hue, 
Wbom  the  embraeing  Tbundereralewy 
£xaltad  oow  to  Heav*n'8  abodes, 
Herself  a  goddesa  blithe,  dwells  with 

gods. 

Batbed  in  tb*  ambrosial  odours  of  tbe  sky, 
Her  lorig  disheverd  tresses  fly: 
Her,  Minerva  still  approYCS; 
She  is  her  prime  and  darlińg  joy: 
Her,  Heav*u*8  lord  supremely  lo^es; 
As  does  his  rosy  son,  the  ivy-crowned  boy. 
Thou  Ino  too !  in  pearly  oells, 
Where  Nenms*  sea-green  daughter  dwcils, 

Enjoy 'st  a  lot  diviDe: 
No  morę  of  suffering  mortal  stnin, 
An  azure  goddess  of  tbe  matn, 

Eternal  rest  ts  thine. 
Ło«t  in  a  maże,  blind  feeble  man 

Knows  not  the  hour  be  sore  foresees. 
Nor  with.  the  eyes  of  naturę  can 

Pierce  through  tbe  bidden  deep  dcciees.' 
Nor  sees  be  if  his  radiant  day, 

That  in  meridian  splendour  glows* 
ijhall  gild  his  evening'3  qaiet  close^ 
Soft  8miling  with  a  fisrewel  ray. 
A»  when  the  ocean*s  retluent  tides, 
Within  his  hollow  womb  subsideSy 

1 8  heard  to  sound  no  morę; 
Till  rousing  all  its  ragę  again, 
Flood  roird  on  flood  it  poars  amaio. 

And  sweeps  tbe  sandy  shore: 
So  Fortune,  migłity  qaeen  of  life, 

Works  up  proud  man,  bet  de8tin'd  Amwe, 
Of  good  and  ill  the  stormy  strife, 
The  sport  of  her  alternate  ware  ; 
Now  mounted  to  the  height  of  bliss» 
He  seems  to  mingle  with  tbe  yky; 
Now  look i  ng  down  with  giddy  eye, 
Sees  the  reti;eaŁing  waters  fly. 

And  trembles  at  the  drep  abyśs. 
As,  by  expprience  led,  the  searcbing  inind 
Revolves  tl\c  records  of  stiłl^hanging  fate^ 
Such  dire  revprses  shalł  be  find 
Ofl  mark  the  fortunes  of  the  great! 
Now  boutiteous  gods,  with  blessings  all  dmne, 
£xalt  un  high  the  sceptred  linę, 
Now  the  bright  scenę  of  laurA'd  yean, 
At  once  nuick-shifting,  disappeara; 
And  in  their  radiant  room  socceeds 
A  dismal  train  of  ills,  and  tyrannous  misdeeda. 
Since  the  curst  hour  tbe  fateful  son 
PlunfrM  in  the  guilt  be  sought  to  shan. 
And  saw  benf  ath  his  hasty  ragę 

The  hoary  king,  H<'aven's  ▼ictim,  bleed; 
Deaf  to  a  fath^  r^i*  płcadin^  age. 
His    erring    hands    fulfiird,  wbat   guilty   Ikte 
decreed. 
F.rynnis,  dreadful  fiiry !  saw 
The  breach  of  nature'8  holiest  law, 
She  moimts  ber  hooked  car ; 
Through  Phocis*  death-devoŁed  ground 
She  flew,  and  gave  the  nations  round 

To  the  wide  waste  of  war: 
By  mutual  hands  tbe  brothers  died, 

Furious  on  mutual  wounds  they  ran; 
Sons,  fathers,  sw^Il  tbe  sanguine  tide; 
Fate  drove  tb^  purple  deluge  ojl 
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Hiot  perifhM  aH  the  fitted  brood, 
Thus  Eris  wroaght  ber  dreadfiil  will; 
When  Mted  venfceaiice  bad  its  fili, 
Tkenander  c1os'd  tbe  ucene  of  biood. 
He,  eprung  from  beauteous  Argea,  shone 
The  gloty  of  Adrattnis*  tbrone, 

When  fierće  in  youtbful  fire, 
He  nkg>d  anouod  the  Theban  wali, 
And  saw  the  sevetifbld  city  faU 
A  Tictiai  to  bU  slre: 
'From  him,  as  from  a  sAcond  root, 

Wide  speadjog  to  tbe  lofty  skies, 
Tbe  sons  of  martial  glory  shoot, 

And  clustering  cbtefs  on  cbiefs  ariw. 
Thf  re  in  tbe  topmost  bougbs  di«play*d, 
Great  Theron  sita  witb  lustre  crown*d. 
And  verdant  bonoun  bloom  aroand, 
While  nations  rest  beneath  his  shade. 
Awake  tbe  lyre!  Tłi^run  demands  the  lays ; 
Yet  all  too  łowi  Cali  forth  a  nobler  strainl 

Decent  is  ev'n  tb'  exces8  of  praise : 
For  Theron  stńke  tbe  souiiding  lyre  again. 
Olynipta's  flowering  wreath  be  singly  wearsj 
Tbe  Istbmian  palm  bis  brother  sbares. 
Delphi  re^ounds  the  kindred  name, 
The  youths  contend  alike  for  famę. 
Fair  rirals  in  tbe  glorious  ehase, 
When  twelvetijnesdartinground,theyflewthe  giddy 
space. 
Thrice  blestl  for  whom  tbe  Graces  twine 
Fame*8  brightest  plume,  tbe  wreatb  diviiłe: 
Lost  to  remem  brance,  former  woes 
No  morę  rellection*s  sting  employ; 
Witb  triumph  all  the  bosom  glows, 
Pour*d  througb  th'  ezpfinding  beart,  th'  impetuous 
tide  of  joy. 
RicbeSftbat  singly  are  possest, 
Yain  pomp  of  lifo !  a  specións  waste. 

But  feed  lusurioas  pride: 
Yet  when  with  sacred  Tirtues  crown'd, 
Weolth  deals  its  liberał  treasures  round, 
'Tis  nobly  di^nified. 
To  modcist  worth,  to  honour*8  bands, 

Witb  conscious  warmtb  be  large  imparUi; 
Aod  in  his  preseoce  smiling  stands 
Fair  Science,  and  ber  handmaid,  Arta:. 
As  in  tbe  pure  serene  of  night, 

Tbron*d  in  its  sphere,  a  l>eauteous  star 
Sheds  hs  biest  influence  from  afar, 
At  onoe  benelicent  and  bright. 
Bat  bear,  ye  wealthy,  hear,  ye  great, 
1  sing  tbe  fix*d  decrees  of  fbte, 

W  bat  afler  deatb  remains, 
*  Prepar'd  for  tbe  nnfeclin^  kind 
Of  cruel  unrelenting  mind, 

A  doom  of  endless  pains; 
The  crimes  that  stainM  this  liviug  light, 

Beneath  the  holy  eye  of  JoTe, 
Mcet  in  tbe  regions  drear  of  night, 

Tbe  vengeance  but  delay*d  above. 
l^berć  the  patc  sinner  drcar  aghast, 
Impartial,  rigbteoas,  and  severry 
Unaw*d  by  pow»r,  unmov'd  by  pray*r, 
Etęmal  justice  dooms  at  last. 
Far  other^vise,  the  souls  whom  virtue  guides 
'  Enjoy  a  calm  repose  of  sacred  rest. 
Nor  light  nor  shade  Łbeir  time  divides, 
"With  one  eternal  sunshine  blest.    - 
Bmancipated  from  the  cares  of  life, 
'  No  morę  tbey  nrge  thetooital  strife; 


No  morę,  with  still-reFoWing  toil, 
Tbey  vex  a  bard  ungrateful  soil; 
.  Nor  ploogb  the  surges  of  tbe  main, 
Ezcbanging  boly  ąuiet  for  false  deceitful  gaiiu 
But  to  tbese  sacred  seats  prefen^d, 
With  GTods  tbey  live,  as  gods  rever'd. 

And  tears  are  wipM  from  etery  eye;  * 
While  banisbM  from  tbe  happy  reign, 
Tbe  guilty  souls  in  darkness  iie, 
And  weary  out  the  frightfnl  ministers  of  paia, 
So  Heav'a  decrees :  tbe  good  and  jnst^ 
Wbo,  trae  to  Iife*s  importaut  trust, 

Have  well  sustainM  tbe  field: 

Whose  souls  undaunted,  uudtsmay'd, 

^  Nor  flattering  pleasure  could  persaade. 

Nor  passions  taught  to  yield ; 
Tbese  tinrouccb  the  mortal  cbanget»  past, 

Still  łistening  to  tbe  beav*uiy  lorę, 
Find  this  i^ublirae  reward  at  last,^ 
^he  trial  uf  obedience  o*er. 

Thon.  bursting  from  tbe  bonds  of  clay, 
l^iumpbant  trend  Łhe  beav'ił-pav'd  road 
Tbat  leads  to  SjtumV  bi^rh  abode. 
And  Jove  himseif  dirccts  the  way. 
There,  where  tlie  blcst  reside  at  casc, 
Bland  zepbyrs  breathe  the  sea-borne  brecz« 

0'er  all  the  happy  isle: 
Unnumber*d  sweets  the  air  perfume, 
'Tis  all  around  one  golden  bloom, 
AU  one  cełestial  smile. 
By  liying  streams  fair  trees  asceod, 

Whose  roots  the  bumid  waters  lavp; 
Tbe  booghs  witb  radinnt  fruitage  bend^ 

Ricb  produce  of  the  fruitfh]  ware. 
Tbus  sportjiig  in  cełestial  bow'rs, 
The  sons  of  tbe  iinmortal  mon>, 
Tbeir  hcads  and  rosy  banda  adom 
With  garlands  of  unfading  flow*ra. 
There  Rhadamanth,  who  great  assessor  reigDS 

To  R,łnea's  son,  by  still  uncbanging  right, 
Awarding  all:  to  vice,  etemal  chains; 
To  vjrtue  opes  the  gates  of  Ught. 
Rbasal  who  high  in  Heav'n*s  sublime  abodęs 
Sits  thronM,  the  motber  of  the  gods. 
Cadmns  to  this  immoital  choir 
Was  Icd;  and  Peleos'  noble  »ire! 
And  glorious  son !  sińce  Tiietis'  love 
Sabducd,  with  piay*r,  tbe  yielding  mind  of  Jo\'e. 
Who  Troy  laid  prostrate  on  tbe  plain. 
His  countr3'*s  pillar,  K'ector,  vlaiłi; 
By  whom  uuhappy  Cygnus  bied; 
By  whom  tbe  £thiopian  boy, 
Tbat  spruug  from  Neptune*s  godlike  bed, 
Tbeagol  Tithon*s  and  Aurora's  highestjoy. 
Wnat  grand  ideas  crowd  my  brain ! 
What  images!  a  lofty  train 

In  beauteous  order  spring: 
As  the  keen  ttore  of  feather'd  fates 
Witbin  tbe  braided  quiver  waits, 

Impatient  for  tbe  wing: 
'  Se  o,  see  they  moont!  The  sacred  few, 

Endned  witb  piercing  fiigbt, 
Aloue  through  dnrling  fields  pursue 

Tb'  aerial  regions  bright. 
This  Naturę  gives,  berchiefest  boast; 
But  wten  the  bright  ideas  fly. 
Far  soaring  from  the  yulgar  eye. 
To  Tulgar  eyes  are  lost. 
Wbere  Naturę  sows  ber  gcnial  seeds, 
,       A  liberii  hanrest  straigbt-suoceedsi 
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Fair  ui  Łhe  bijmaa  fioU; 
While  Art,  with  bard  laborious  pains, 
Creeps  on  imseen,  nor  mucli  attaios 

By  slow  progre»;$ive  toił. 
Resembljng  thi:*,  tbe  feeble  crcw. 
Amid  the  yulgar  wiiiged  ciowd, 
Hides  in  tbe  darkeuing  copse  below, 

'Vain,  strutting,  gąrrulous,  and  loud : 
Whtie  cenius  mounts  th'  ethereal  beigbt, 
As  the  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
<Dn  soiindiiig  piuions  soars  &bove,  . 
And  dares  the  mąjeaty  of  ligbt. 
Thrn  fit  an  arrow  to  the  tuneful  string, 

O  tbon,  my  genius !  warm  uitb  sacred  flazne; 
Fly  Swift,  «thcreal  shaft !  and  wing 
The  godiike  Th^ron  unto  fnme. 
I  solemn  swear,  and  boly  tnith  attest, 
That  sole  inspires  the  tuneful  br<  aRt, 
That,  neyel-  sińce  tb'  immortal  Sun 
His  radiant  jonrney  first  begun. 
To  noD.e  the  gods  did  e'cr  impart 
A  morę  cxalted  mind,  or  wide-difTusire  heart. 
Fly,  Envy,  hence,  that  dni-st  invade  • 

Stfch  glories,  with  injurious  shude^ 
Stni,  w  th  superior  lustre  bright> 

His  virtu(>s  shine,  in  number  iriore 
Than  are  the  radiant  (ires  of  night, 
Of  sands  that  spread  along  tbe  seą-«urrouxiding 
sbore. 


THE  PARTING  OF 


HECTOR  AND  AJUDROMACHE, 

f  ROM  THE  8IXTH  IŁIAO  OF  HOMER,  TRAHSIJkTBD 

ŁITERAŁŁY. 
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Begiapiog  Ter.  407.  j^^t^ioyti,  ^uru  et  ro  o-oy  fjunc. 

"  O  DARING  thou  !  to  thy  owo  strćngth  a  prey^ 

Nor  pity  inoves  tbee  for  thy  infant  son. 

Nor  miserable  me,  a  widów  soon  ! 

For,  rushing  on  thy  single  migbt,  at  once 

T|ie  Greeks  will  oTerwhejm  tbee:  better  far 

I  bad  been  wrapt  iu  eartb,  than  Iive  of  tbee 

Forłorn,  and  desolate;  i  f  thou  must  die, 

What  further  comfort  thcn  for  rae  remains, 

What  solące,  but  in  tears?  No  ^ther  minę, 

Kor  minę  no  Tenerable  motlier's  care. 

Noble  Achilles'  band  my  fatber  siew* 

And  spread  destmction  through  Cilicia's  towii, 

Wbere  mony  people  dwelt,  high-gated  Thebies. 

He  siew  Aetion,  but  despoird  him  not, 

For  inly  in  his  mind  he  fear'd  tbe  gods ; 

But  burnt  bis  body  with  bis  polishM  arms» 

And  o*er  him   r^ar*d  a  mound:   the  mountain 

nymphfc 
Tbe  dangbteis  fair  of  8»gis-bearing  Jove, 
Płanted  with  elms  around  the  sacred  place. 
Seyen  brotbers  flourishM  in  my  father^s  housc; 
Ali  in  one  day  descended  to  the  shades, 
Ali  slain  by  great  Achilles,  swift  of  foot, 
'Midsttheir  wbite  shecp,  and  heifera  flezile-boof^d. 
My  motber.  woody  Hypoplacia*s  queen, 
Brought  bither,  number*d  in  the  vicŁor's  spoils; 
Till  loosM  from  bands,  for  gifts  of  mighty  pfice, 
By  cbase-deligbting  Dian's  dartsbe  fell, 
SmoŁe  in  my  father*s  house:  but,  Hector,  thon, 
Thou  art  my  aire,  my  boąry  fiłotbcr  tl^ou^ 


My  brother  tboa»  tliou  h^sbawl  pi  my  yonlbl 
Ab  pity,  Hectoi',  thet> !  and  in  this  tow^r 
With  os  remąioy  nor  ręnder  by  iby  f«I.l  . 
Him  a  sad  orpbaii,  me  a  widow'd  wife, 
Herę  at  (bis  fig-tree  station,  where  tbe  toV9 
Is  easiest  of  ascent,  and  Iow  tbe  walls* 
Herę  thrice  the  brarest  of  tbe  foes  have  tcy^d 
To  pass;  eacb  Ajax,  bra^e  Idomeoena, 
Th'  AtridsB  too,  and  Tydeus*  warlike  son  ; 
Whether  some  seer,  in  diyination  skiU*d, 
Prompted  tb'  attempt,  or  tbeir  owo  raloar  dar*d 
To  execute  a  deed,  tbeir  wisdom  plannM.** 

To  uhorn  plame-noddipg  Hector  tfaus  reply'4: 
*'  These,  woroan,  ąre  my  care ;  but  much  I  ftar 
Tbe  Trojan  youtb,  aqd  longrgownM  Trojan  daaiaii 
If,  cowaitl-like,  I  sbun  afar  tbe  figbt : 
Not  so  my  courage  bids;  for  I  bave  leanit 
Still  to  be  brave,  and  foremost  to  defend 
My  father's  mighty  glories,  aiid  my  own. 
Por  well  1  know,  and  jn  my  mind  foreseey 
A  day  will  come,  when  sacred  Ilioa  sinks^ 
Old  Priani  perishesi  tbe  people  too 
Of  Priam  aspen-spear^d,    Yet  not  so  anish 
Tbe  woes  the  Trojans  yet  in  after-timea 
Must  undeigo,  not  Heca  ba  berself, 
Nor  princely  Priam,  nor  my  brotbers  dear, 
Who,  nuniterous  and  brave,  bave  fallcn  in  dusi 
Below  tbe  boasting  foc,  distract  my  soul, 
.As  thou!  Then  when  some  brazen-coated  Greek. 
In  tbe  sad  day  of  thy  distress,  sball  drag 
Tbee  weeping;  or  in  Argos,  breatbing  sad. 
To  some  imperious  mistress  handmaid,  tbou^ 
Shalt  weave  the  web,  or  ifetch  the  water^s  wcight 
From  Messeis  or  Hyperia^sspring?,  agaiast 
Tby  will,  but  bard  necessity  corapels.  ^ 
Then  sball  be  say,  who  sees  tbee  sunk  id  tears, 
*  Lo !  Hector'8  wife,  who  far  the  chief  of  all 
Tbe  Trojan  iteed^s^bduing  race  eicelPd 
Who  fought  at  llion.*    Thus  sball  they  say. 
But  tbee  new  pangsshail  seize;  ou  tbee  shall  oose 
Desire  of  such  a  husband  to  repel 
Tbe  evil  hour:  but  may  I  Iow  beneath 
The  monumental  eartb  be  laid  to  rest. 
Nor  tby  soft  soitows,  nor  tbe  melting  Toioe 
Of  thy  captivity,  e*er  reach  my  ear. '  ' 

So  sayiug,  the  illustrious  Hector  stretchM 
His  hands  to  reach  his  child  ;  tbe  child  averse, 
In  the  soft  boaom  of  the  fair-zoo'd  nurse 
Weeping,  feU  back,  abhorrent,  from  his  sire 
Of  warlike  aspect:  for  he  fear'd  Łhe  shine 
Of  armour,  and  the  horse-bair  horrid  crest 
That  nodded  dreadful  on  the  helmet*s  top. 
Tbe  loving  fatber  smilM,  the  motber  sraiPd; 
Straight  from  łiis  bead  tb>  illustrious  Hector  tool» 
His  hełm,  and  plac'd  it  błazing  on  tbe  gronnd; 
Then  fondled  in  his  arms  his  mucb-loyM  son 
He  took ;  thus  prayiug  Jove,  and  all  the  gods; 

Jove,  and  ye  other  gods,  grant  this  my  son. 
Grant  he  may  too  become,  as  I  am  now, 
Tbe  grace  of  Troy,  the  same  in  martial  strength, 
And  nile  his  llion  with  a  monarch*s  sway; 
That  men  may  say,  when  he  retums  from  figbt, 
*  This  youth  transcends  his  sire:*  Then  may  he 
The  bloody  spoils  aloft  of  hostile  cbiefs         [bear 
In  battle  slain,  and  joy  his  mother's  heart'.'' 

He  said :  and  to  bis  macbrlov*d  sponse  resignM 
His  child:  sbe,  on  ber  fragrant  bosom  luU'd, 
Smiling  throiigh  tears,  receiv*d  him ;  at  the  sigfat, 
Compa8siootouch'd  ber  husbaDd's  heart:  hcrcfae^ 
With  genUf  t^ląojishmeat  he  strok^d,  and  spoke: 
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<<  o  bfflt  b^f ^ł  oh*  MddM  not  thy  hsort 
With  grief  befood  diie  tM>urMls :  I  trust*  no  baad 
Sball  seod  om  down  to  sh«d«»  obscurei  before 
Hf  dni"  of  doom  decr^d;  for  well  I  wera 
)f o  oian  of  morUl  men  efc«pc0  froni  deatii, 
l^earful  or  bold:  wboe^or  U  boru  must  die. 
liat  thon,  retdrning  to  tby  bmne,  att«nd 
Tl^  tpindle,  atid  tbe  loooi.  thy  paacefuł  cares; 
AdcI  cali  thy  duteoiu  maid^^ns  round  to  iihare 
Their  task&  by  thcć  assign^d  ;  for  war  beloiigs 
To  men,  and  chief  to  me,  of  Ilion*R  sous.** 

This  saldf  tliustrious  Hector  8ei2*d  hi«  beltn^ 
And  to  hcr  booi«  retarn*d  h»s  nHichrlov'd  spoase, 
Ofl  lookiiig  back,  and  sbedding  teart  profute. 
Tbeu  sudden  at  the  łufty  dome  arrl\  '<U 
With  chainbers  fair  adornM,  w  hora  Hector  direlt, 
The  godlike  Hector!  there  agaiu  sbe  wept ! 
In  his  own  house  the  ltving  Hector  wtpt; 
For  oow  forebp<ling  in  their  fears,  no  norę 
They  hop'd  to  maet  bim  vith  reUirDing  atep 
From  battle,  'scap^d  tbe  raga  and  forca  of  Greace. 


FIRST  SCENĘ  OF  TMB 

PffILOCTETES  OF  80PBOCLE& 

[UŁYsaBS  speaka.] 

8oN  of  AchiHcs!  brar6  Neoptolemus, 

You  tread  the  coast  of  »ea-sunrounded  Lemnoa, 

Where  ncver  mortal  yet  his  dwelliog  reaiM. 

Herę,  in  obedtence  to  the  Grecian  chieiis, 

I  erst  expos*d  the  son  of  noble  Paeon, 

Consaming  wtth  his  wounds,  and  wasćhng  slov 

In  painfui  agonies;  wild  from  despair, 

He  fiU'd  the  camp  with  lamentations  loud, 

And  ezecrations  dire.    No  pure  libationy 

No  holy  sacrifice  could  to  the  gods 

Be  offer*d  up :  in«omen'd  soands  of  woe 

ProfanM  the  sacred  rites :  But  this  no  morę 

Shouid  be  discover  my  return,  *t«rere  vain 

Tbe  plan  my  wakeful  indnstry  bas  vove, 

Back  to  restore  yet  to  the  aid  of  Greece 

l^his  most  important  chief.  "Tis  thine,brave  youth, 

To  ńpen  into  deed,  what  I  propose; 

Cast  ronnd  tby  eyes,  if  thou  by  chance  may'&t  find 

The  double  rock,  where  fh)m  tbe  winter*ik  cold 

He  sbrouds  his  limbs,  or  when  the  sumrner  głowa 

Amid  the  cool,  the  zephyr*s  gentle  breath 

Lolls  bim  to  his  repose  ^  fast  on  the  left 

Flows  a  fresh  fountain ;  if  the  bero  sees 

Tbis  living  light,  one  of  th*  attendant  train 

Speed  wiMi  the  hour  to  glad  my  listening  ears, 

If  in  that  savage  haunt  he  harbours  yet, 

Or  in  some  other  comer  of  this  isle: 

Then  iarther  IMI  disciose,  what  chief  imports 

Our  present  needs,  and  claims  our  common  care. 


mm 


THE  BPISODE  OF 

•       LAUSUS  AND  MElfENTJUS, 

FROM  TUB  TBHTM  BOOK  OF  VIR0IŁ*9  MMtU, 

BEGINNING  UNE  689. 

Writtan  in  tbe  year  1719. 

Now  Jove  inflames  Mezentius  great  in  annay 
His  ardour  roiises  and  bis  courage  wąrnu> 


FirM.by  the  god,  to  Tamns  he  ancceeds; 

Beneatb  his  anu  the  Trojan  battie  bleeds ; 

The  Tuscaii  troóp8lnvade  their  common  fot, 

Alike  in  bate  tbeir  kinditng  bosums  gl»w 

Fierce  to  destroy,  on  bim  alone  they  ponr 

Darts  followtog  darts,  a  tbick  contiouad  show'r! 

But  he  undauated,  all  the  storm  tnttains, 

And  soonis  th'  united  Mry  of  the  plaias: 

As  ioma  buge  rock  bigh  toweriug  'midst  the  wvte§, 

Of  seas  and  skies  tbe  mingling  tnmalt  braTes, 

On  its  etemal  basis  fix'd  is  foond, 

Though  tempests  ragę,  and  oceaoff  foara  aronnd. 

First  by  bia  arm  uabappy  Hebrus  bied,       ' 

The  ifsoe  of  fam*d  Dolicaon's  bed; 

Then  Latagus  submits  to  fiite,  his  way 

Adverse  he  took,  the  chief  wtth  furiona  sway 

U|>rcar*d  a  pondrous  rock,  the  sbatter^d  brafn 

Confus*d  with  blood  and  gore,  o*erBpreads  the  ptain. 

At  flying  Palmoa  next  bis  dart  he  threw, 

Tbe  specdy  dart  o^ertook  bim  as  be  flew. 

Fuli  in  tbe  barn,  he  feels  tbe  smarting  wonnd, 

Left  by  tbe  rictor  groveUing  on  tbe  ground : 

His  arms  sornmnd  his  Lanaus*  manty  breast, 

The  Waring  pluma  odoms  his  shininsrcrest: 

Evas  and  Mimas,  both  of  Trojan  seed, 

By  tbe  same  arm  were  mtngted  with  the  dead;   * 

Mimas,  compaiiion  of  the  youthful  careis 

Of  Parii,  and  the  equal  of  his  years: 

For,  big  with  fiuicied  flames,  wbenPhTygia^s  queen 

Brodgbt  forth  the  cause  of  woes,  but  ill  forescen; 

T'  estend  his  blooming  race,  that  self-same  night 

The  spouse  of  Amycns,  Tbeano  brigbt, 

That  night  so  iatal  to  tbe  peace  of  Troy, 

Blest  her  lov*d  husbaud  with  a  parent*a  joy : 

But  fate  to  dlfferent  lands  their  deatha  decreed, 

This  in  his  £sther's  town  was  doom'd  to  bleed ; 

Unthinking  Mimas,  by  Mezenthis  ilain, 

Now  rolls  his  carcase  o*er  the  Ła^ian  plain. 

And  aa  a  tnsky  boar,  wbom  doga  inrade, 

Of  Yet  ulua  bred  in  the  piny  shade, 

Or  near  Laurentia's  lakę,  with  forest  mast 

His  feasts  obscene  supplied  in  wiid  repast; 

Rou8*d  from  his  sarage  haunt,  a  deep  retreat, 

A  length  of  yaara  his  unmolested  seat; 

Wlien  onca  in  toils  eacłosM,  no  ftight  appeart, 

Turds  sudden,  fokmiog  fierce,  bis  bristles  rcars; 

All  safe  at  distance  stand,  and  nonę  is  found^ 

Whose  yaloor  dares  infiict  a  nearer  wound : 

Dreadless  meanwhile,  to  erery  side  he  tums, 

His  teeth  he  gnasbes,  and  with  rago  be  bums; 

Tb*  uuited  ▼ungeancc  of  tbe  fieM  derides, 

A  forest  rafetles  as  he  sbakes  his  sid€»: 

So  iare  the  Tuscan  troops;  with  noisy  ragę. 

And  shouts,  in  tbe  mi«t  tumult  they  eogage; 

Ali  from  afor  their  missire  weapons  throw, 

Fcarfttl  in  equal  arms  to  maet  tbe  foe. 

Next,  Grecian  Acroa  ru8b'd  into  tbe  plain, 

Wbo came  fiom  Coritna's  ancient  mgnz 

Him  thirrt  of  lanie  to  wariike  dangers  led, 

Tha  joya  untatted  of  tbe  bHdal  bed ; 

From  fhr  Mezentius  eyed  bim  with  delight, 

In  arms  reAilgent,  aa  he  mt3c'd  in  fight; 

Fuli  o*er  his  breast,  in  gold  and  purple  known, 

The  tobens  of  bis  lo¥e  conspicooos  sbone. 

Then,  aa  a  lion  tbirsttug  af^er  blood, 

( For  him  persuades  tbe  keen  desire  of  food,) 

If,  or  a  frisking  goat  he  cbance  to  view^ 

Or  bianobing  stag,  that  leads  the  scateły  crew; 

Rf^oices,  gaping  wide,  be  makes  bis  way, 

Furiousy  and  clinga  incuffibant  on  thn  proy. 
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That  helpless  panta  beneath  hii  bonid  pawi, 
The  blood  o^erilowing,  lave8  his  greedy  jaws : 
So  ke^n  M^zeatias  rushes  on'eachfoe; 
Unbappy  Acron  sinks  beoeatb  hisblow, 
Mad  in  tbe  paogs  of  deatb,  he  iparnathe  ground, 
Tbe  bJood  distains  the.broken  spear  arouMl : 
Theii  fl«d  OrodeB  shamęful  finom  Łhe  fight; 
The  Tłctor  scom'd  th'  advaDtage  of  his  flight; 
But  fir*d  włth  ragę,  through  deaTiDg  ranks  he  ran, 
ADd  foce  to  face  oppoB*d>aiid  mao  to  man^ 
Not  gujleful  from  bebiud  his  &pear  to  tbrow 
A  wouod  unseeo,  but  stńkes  aa  adverse  blow. 
Theo  'with  his  foot  hii  dying  fbe  be  pret8'd, 
Leaii^d  on  his  lance,  and  thiu  his  firicads  addreis'd: 
**  Lo !  whcre  Orodes  gasps  upon  tbe.  sand ; 
Hisdeath  was  due  to  this  Yictorions  band, 
Ijarge  portion  of  tbe  war!*'  Exu1ting  criet 
Ascend  ainain,  and  ring  along  tbe  skies. 
To  whom  the  vanquish*d,  with  imperiect  soand, 
Ali  weak,  and  faint,  and  dying  of  Uie  wound; 
*'  Nor  long  my  ghost  sball  unrerengM  replne. 
Nor  long  ihe  trinroph  of  my  fali  be  thine  j 
Thee,  equal  fatet^  intwiting  n^n,remain; 
Thee,  death  yet  waiti,  and  this  tbe  fotal  plain." ' 
Him,  as  he  rotPd  in  d<nitb,  Mezentius  spied, 
He  sinil*d  seyere.  and  thus  cohtemptuous  cried: 
**  Die  thou  the  first;  as  he  thinks  fit,  for  me, 
The  sire  of  Heav*n  and  Earth,  let  Jove  decree." 
He  said:  and  pull'd  the  weapon  fitMn  the  wound ; 
Tbe  purple  life  ebb'd  out  upon  the  ground : 
]>eath's  clay-cold  band  nhut  up  the  sinking  light; 
Aud  o^crhiseloaingeyes  drew  tbe  dark  mistof  nigbt. 

By  Cs^dicos*  great  arm  Alcathoos  fell ; 
AKrator  sent  Hydaapea  down  to  Heli : 
Porthenius  dirs,  by  Raposlain  in  iigbt; 
And  Orses  va8t«  of  morę  than  mortal  might. 
Next  sunk  two  warriors,  Clonius  the  divine. 
And  Ericetes  of  Lycaon'8  linę ; 
Tbe  issoe  of  the  god,  their  deaths  renownM, 
Whose  forked  trident  ru^es  the  deep  proibund. 
His  courser,  unubedient  to  the  rein, 
Great  Ericetes  tnmbled  to  the  płain. 
Pronc  as  he  lay,  swift  flrd  the  thirtty  dart. 
And  found  the  mortal  paasage  to  his  heart. 
Then  lights  the  Tictor  from  bis  lofty  steed. 
And,  foot  to  foot  engag^d,  madę  Clonius  bleed. 
Then  Lycian  Agis,  boastfol  of  his  micht, 
ProTok'd  the  bra^est  foe  to  single  fight; 
Him  boldly  Tuscan  Yałenis  aasailM, 
And  in  tbe  Tirtues  of  his  sire  prevail'd. 
By  Salius*  arm,  the  swift  Antroniiis  bied; 
Nealces'  javelin  strock  the  victor  dead; 
Kealcfs,  skiird  the  sounding  dart  to  throwf 
And  wing  the  treacheroos  arrow  to  tlie  fbe. 
Mars,  ragiug' god,  and  stem!  the  war  confounds; 
£quals  the  victor'8  8bouts,  and  dying  sounds. 
Encoontering  various  on  the  ifiibattled  field, 
Now  fierc«  tbey  rath,  now  flerceretreating,yicld. 
With  eqoa]  ragę,  each  ad^erse  battle  glows, 
JKor  fiigbt  is  known  to  tboae,  nor  known  to  those. 
Tisiphode  enjoys  the  direfiil  sigl^t. 
Pale,  furious,  fell !  and  stonns  amidst  the  fight. 
Tbe  gods,  firom  Jove'8  immortal  dome,  8arvey 
Each  army  toiling,  through  th«  dreadftil  day; 
With  tender  pity  toucb*d,  lament  the  pain 
That  human  life  is  destin^d  to  sastain. 
On  either  side,  two  deities  are  feeen ; 
Joye^s  awful  consort,  and  soft  beauty's  queen : 
The  wife  of  Jove  tbe  conąueror^s  palm  implores. 
Soft  beąuty'8  ^oecii  ber  Trojana^.lotf  d^ores» 


Again  his  jaTelm  fangę  Mezentias  widda;  - 
Again  tamnltuous  he  inrades  tbe  fielda: 
liurige  as  Orion,  when  tbe  glant  ttalkt, 
A  bnlk  immenee!  through  Nereus*  midmoat  «alks> 
Secure  be  cleave8  bis  way ;  the  biJiows  brarea. 
His  sinewy  sboulders  tow*r  aboTe  tbe  waves; 
Bearing  an  asb,  increaa^d  in  stiength  with  yearsp 
That  Imge  upon  tbe  moantain'8  height  appeart; 
He  strides  along,  each  step  the  earth  diTidca^ 
In  douds  obscure  his  lofty  head  resides:  - 
In  stature  huge,  amidst  the  war^s  alannt, 
Snch  shone  the  tyrant  iu  gigantic  arma. 
Him,  as  exulting  in  the  ranka  be  stood, 
At  distance  seen,  and  rioting  In  blood, 
iBneas  hastes  to  meet;  in  alt  bis  migbt 
He  stands  collected,  and  awaits  tbe  figlit: 
First  measnring,  as  be  stood  in  act  to  throw,  ^ 
With  nice  swey,  tbe  diiitance  of  hb  foe;  [migbt; 
"  This  arm,  this  spear,'*  be  cry'd,  "  assett  my 
These  are  my  gods,  and  these  assist  in  figbt: 
His  armour,  from  the  boastfol  robber  won, 
Shall  tow'r  a  trophy  to  my  conquering  son." 
He  said;  and  flings  fbe  dart  with  dreadfiil  fovce; 
The  dart  drove  on  unerring  firom  tbe  conrae; 
It  reach*d  the  shield,  the  shield  the  bbw  repcIlM*. 
Nor  ieU  tbe  jarelin  guiUless  on  tbe  fieM;    . 
But,  piercing  'twixt  tbe  side  aud  bow«b,  toi« 
The  iam'd  Authores,  and  deep^drank  the  goie: 
He,  in  his  lustr  yeare,  from  Argos  sept, 
With  faro*d  Alcideg,  on  his  labours  went: 
Tir'd  with  his  toils,  a  leogth  of  woes  o*erpast, 
In  the  Evandrian  realm  be  fix*d  at  last: 
Calt*d  back  again  to  war,  where  glory  calU» 
Unbappy,  by  a  deatb  unmeant,  he  folls : 
To  ńeayen  his  mournful  eyes  the  dying  tjirows; 
In  his  last  thoughts  bis  natiye  Argos  rosę. 
Straighi  then,  bis  beaming  lance  the  Trojan  thmr; 
Swift  hissing  ou  tbe  wind  the  weapon  flew : 
Tbe  plates  of  threefold  brass  were  ibrc*d  to  yirlds 
And  three  bulls'  hides  tlmt  bound  the  solid  shield:. 
Deep  in  his  lower  groin,  an  arm  so  stroog, 
Drove  the  shaip  point,  but  brought  not  deatb  along. 
Then  joyful  as  Łhe  Trojan  bero  spied 
The  spouting  blood  ppur  down  bis  wounded  side, 
Like  lightning,  from  his  thigh  his  sword  he  drew. 
And  fttrioos  on  th*  astonishM  warrior  flew. 

As  Lausus  saw,  fuli  gore  he  heav'd  the  sigb; 
The  ready  tear  stood  trembling  In  h»  eye : 
His  iather*s  danger  touch'd  the  youtbful  cbief  j 
With  pious  hastę  he  ran  to  his  relief. 
Nor  sbalt  thon  sink  unnoted  to  the  tomb, 
Unsung  thy  noble  deed,  and  early  doom: 
If  futurę  tiraes  to  soch  a  deed  will  gire 
Thelr  faith,  to  futurę  tim(*s  thy  name  shaD  iWe. 
Disabled,  trembling  lor  a  death  so  near, 
The  father8low-re<xding,  drags  the  spcar: 
Just  in  that  moment,  as  suspended  bigb 
Tbe  flaming  sword  shone  adyerse  to  tbe  sky« 
The  daring  youth  rushM  in,  and  fronts  the  Ibe, 
And  from  his  father  turus  th'  impeiiding  blow. 
His  ftiends  with  joyfol  shouts  reply  aronnd; 
Through  all  their  ^choes  all  tbe  bills  resound; 
As  wonderiug  tbey  beheld  the  wounded  sire^ 
Protected  by  tbe  son,  from  fight  retire^ 
A  dark'ning  flight  of  sioging  shafts  annoy* 
From  erery  quarter  poor'd,  the  prinoe  of  Troy: 
He  stands  agaipst  tbe  fury  of  the  field, 
And  rages,  coTer*d  with  bis  mighty  shield. 
And  as  when  stormy  winds  encounterfaig  loud, 
Burst  witb  mde  yieleacc  the  bellowiog  clood^ 
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Prroipitate  to  eartb,  the  teinpest  poora 
The  vexłDg  bailstones  tbick  in  socinding  showera : 
The  delug*d  plains  then  evei7  plouchman  flies. 
And  evt*ry  hkid  and  traveller  8helter*d  lies; 
Or,  where  tbe  rock  high  overarch'd  impends, 
Or,  where  the  ńver*8  shelying  baAk  d<jfend&; 
That,  poiwerfbl  o^er  the  storm,  wheu  iiright  the  ray 
Sbities  fbrth,  they  each  may  CK^rcise  the  day. 
Loiid  sounds  ttte  gather*d  storm ;  o*er  all  tbe  field 
The  clond  of  war^oun  thundt^nng  6n  his  sbield. 
Yet  siill  be  tried  with  friendl v  care  to  sare 

_  —  • 

Th'  unbappy  youth,  tinfortunately  brave. 
**  Ah !  whither  doet  Łliou  iirge  thy  iatat  coune, 
In  dańng  deeds  !  unequal  to  thy  fotce  ? 
Too  pious  in  thy  love,  thy  love  betrays; 
Nor  stich  the  vłgour  crowns  thy  youthful  days.**' 
Not  thus  Bdvi8*d,<the  youth  still  fronts  the  foe 
£xutting,  and  proYokes  the  Ungering  t>1ow: 
For  now,  his  maitial  bosom  all  on  fire, 
The  Trojan  Ieader*s  tide  of  ragę  swelPd  bigher; 
Far  DOW,  the  stttera  TieWd  tbe  iatal  strife. 
And  woond  up  tbe  last  threads  of  Lausns*  life: 
I>eep  plung'd  the  shining  falcbion  in  his  breaśt, 
PiercM  his  Łhin  aitnour,  and  embroider^d  Vest, 
That,  rich  in  ductiłe  gołd,  his  motber  wove 
With  ber  dwn  bands,  the  witness  of  ber  lorę. 
His  breast  was  fitlM  with  blood ;  then,  sad  and  slow 
Througb  air  re8olv'd,  tbe  spirit  fled  below: 
As  ghastly  pele,  tbe  chief  the  d3nng  spied, 
Hishaiid8bestn;tch'dto  HeBv*n,aod  pitying  sighM^ 
His  sire  Anchises  rosę  an  image  dear 
Sad  iii  his  soul,  and  forc'd  tbe  tender  tear. 
"  What  praise,  O  youth!  anhappy  in  thy  bte, 
Wbat  can  ^neas  yield  to  wołth  so  great  ? 
Worth,  that  dintinguishM  iirthy  deed  app^ars, 
Bipe  in  thy  youth,  and  early  in  thy  years: 
Thy  antis,  once  pleasing  objects  of  thy  care, 
]nvto)ate  from  hostile  spoil  I  spare ; 
Thy  breathless  body  on  thy  friends  bestow. 
To  mitigafe  thy  pensiye  8pirit's  woe, 
If  aught  helów  the  .separate  sotil  can  moye, 
Solicitous  of  what  is  done  above; 
(Yet  in  the  grave,  perhaps,  from  every  care 
Releas'd,  nor  knowjcidge,  nor  device  is  there;) 
That,  gather^d  to  thy  sires,  thy  frteods  may  moum 
Thy  hapłess  fali,  and  dust  to  dust  return : 
This  be  thy  solące  in  the  world  bHow, 
•  Fwas  I,  the  great  £neas,  struck  the  blow." 
He  said ;  and  beck'ning,  chides  bis  firiends'  delay ; 
And  pious  to  assist,  directs  the  way. 
To  rear  him  from  the  ground,  with  friendly  care, 
Dishonour^d  foul  with  blood  his  comely  hatr. 
.  Tlie  wretched  iather  now,  by  Tyber  shore 
WashM  from  his  streaming  thigh  the  crimson  gore : 
PaiiiM  with  his  wound,  and  weary  from  the  (isrht, 
A  trpe*shrDad  trunk  supports  his  drooping  weight: 
A  boogh  his  helmet  beaming  far  sustains: 
His  beayićr  armour  rest  along  the  plains. 
Panting,  and  sick,  his  body  downward  bends. 
And  to  his  breast  his  length  of  heard  descends: 
Ho  łeans  his  careful  head  npon  his  band  f 
Around  him  wait  a  melancholy  band: 
Much  of  his  Iausus  asks,  and  ntany  sent 
To  wam  him  back,  a  fati>er*s  kind  intent: 
How  Tai  ni  y  sent!  for,  breathless,  from  the  field 
They  bear  the  youth,  extended  on  his  sbield; 
Loud  wailing  moumM  htm  slatn  in  early  bloom, 
Mighty,  and  by  a  migbty  wound  o*ei'come. 

Far  off  the  sdunds  of  woe  tbe  father  hears; 
He  trembles  in  Łh6  foresight  of  bisfears: 


With  dast  the  hoary  bonours  of  bis  head ' 
Sad  be  defonns,  and  cleares  into  the  dead : 
Then  botb  his  banda  to  Heav'n  aloft  be  spread; 
Aiul  thus,  in  fiilness  uf  his  sorrows,  said : — 
"  Could  then  this  Inst  of  life  so  warp  my  mind, 
That  I  could  tbink  of  Ieaving  thee  behind 
Whom  I- begot,  unbappy  in  my  stead 
To  mect  the  warrior,  and  for  me  to  bleed  ? 
Now  fate  serere  has  struck  too  deep  a  blow,. 
Now  first  I  feel  a  wretcbed  eKiIe's  woe. 
And  is  it  thus  I  draw  this  wretcbed  breatb, 
Sav*d  by  thy  wound,  and  Uving  by  thy  deatb  ł 
I  too,  my  son,  with  borrid  guilt  profan'd 
Thy  sacred  yirtues,  and  their  łustre  8tain*d: 
Ontcast,  abandon^d  by  the  care  of  Heay*n9 
From  empire,  and  paternal  sceptres  driv*n. 
My  people'8  hatred,  and  insulting  srom, 
The  merit  of  my  crimes  Tyc  justly  borne : ' 
To  thousand  deaths  this  wicked  soul  could  giye, 
Since  now  'tis  crime  enough  that  1  can  live, 
Can  yet  siistain  the  Hght,  and  human  rafce,     ' 
Wretch'd  as  1  am :-— but  sbort  shall  be  the  space.** 
He  said;  and  as  be  said,  be  rearM  from'  gróund 
His  fainting  limbs,  yet  statrgering  from  the  wound: 
But  wbole  and  undiminish^d  still  remains 
His  strength  of  soul,  unbroke  with  toil  and  paiaą. 
He  calls  his  steed,  succ^lssful  from  each  fight, . 
With  whom  he  march'd,  his  glory  and  delight; 
With  words  like  these  hisconscious  steed  addres8*d, 
That  mourn'd,  as  with  his  mastei^s  ills  oppress'd: 
**  Rhcebus,  we  long  hare  liv'd  in  anns  combin^d, 
( If  long  the  frail  possessions  of  mankind ;) 
This  day  tbou  sbalt  bring  back,  to  crown  oor  toilfl^ 
Tbe  Trojan  hero's  head,  and  glittering  spoilś 
Tom  from  the  blood y  man!  with  me  shall  take 
A  dear  reyenge,  for  nurder^d  Lausns*  sake: 
If  strength  shall  ful  to  ope  tlie  de8tin*d  Way^ 
Together  fali,  and  press  tbe  Latian  clay; 
For  after  me  I  trust  tbou  wilt  disdain 
A  Trojan  leader,  {ind  an  alien  rein.*' 
He  said:  tbe  steed  receiyes  hts  wonted  weight, 
Tbe  tyrant  arm'd9  and  fiirious  for  the  fight: 
His  blazing  helmet,  formidably  gi«c'd 
With  nodding  horse-hair,brightening  o*er  the  cres^ 
With  deathfoljayelins  nexthe  filis  his  bands; 
And  spurs  his  steed,  and  seeks  the  fi^^hting  bandft 
Grief  mix'd  with  madness,  shame  uf  former  fli^ht. 
And  loye  by  ragt*  iilflam'd  to  desperate  betgbt. 
And  Conscious  knowledge  uf  bis  valour,  wrought 
Fieroe  in  his  breast,  and-hoilM  in  eyery  thought. 
He  calls  iCneas  thrice:  ^neas  heard 
The  welcome  sound ;  and  thus  his  prayer  prefen^d: 
"May  Joye,  supremę  of  gods,  who  rules  on  high! 
And  be,  to  whom  *tis  giv*n  to  gild  the  sky, 
Far-sbootiog  king !  inspire  thee  tó  draw  near 
Swift  tó  thy  fote,  and  grant  thee  to  my  spear.** 
But  he: — **  My  Lausns  ravish*d  from  my  śight^ 
Me,  with  yain  words,  O!  crael,  would*st afTright; 
With  age,  with  watchings,  and  with  łabours  worn, 
Deatb  is  below  my  fear,  and  Ood  I  scorn! 
I  come  resoWM  to  die ;  but,  ere  I  go, 
Receive  this  dart,  the  prezent  of  a  foe.**" 
He  said:  thejayełin  hłss'd  along  tbe  skies; 
Another  after,  and  another  flies; 
Tbick,  and  incessant,  as  he  rides  the  field; 
Still  all  the  storm  sustains  the  golden  sbield 
Firm,  as  ^neas  stood:  thrice  rode  he  round, 
Urging  his  darts,  the  compass  of  the  gronnd; 
Thrice  wheerd  ^neas ;  th  ice  bis  buckler  bears 
About>  a  brazen  wood  of  rising  spears ; 
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PressM  in  anrighteous  fight^  vitb  jnst  ditdaio 
To  wrencb  bo  many  darts,  and  wreoch  ia  vałD, 
Much  pondering  in  his  miód,  tbe  chief  revoIv*d 
Bach  ńsing  thought;  at  last  he  spriDgs  resolv*d; 
Fuli  at  the  warrior  steed  the  hostile  wood 
He  threwythatpierc^dhisbrain  and  dranktheblood. 
Stung  with  the  pain,  the  steed  up-rear*d  on  high 
His  sotmding  boofs^  and  lash*d  the  yielding  sky; 
Prone  fell  the  warrior  from  his  lofty  height^ 
His  sboulders  broad  receiy^d  the  courser's  weight 
Prom  host.to  host  the  mingling  shouts  reboand, 
Deep  echoing  alł  id  fire  the  heav'ns  resonodj 
Unsheath*d  his  flaming  bhule,  JFiieas  flies. 
And  thus  addre8s'd  the  warrior  as  he  lies: 
**  Say,  where  is  now  Mezentius  great  and  bold, 
That  hanghty  spirit^  fierce  and  ancontrord?'* 
To  whom  the  Tuscan,  with  recover*d  breath, 
As  fisint  be  riewM  the  skies,  recalPd  from  death ; 
**  Doat  thou  the  stroke,  insulting  man!  delay  ? 
Hastę !  let  thy  Tengeance  take  its  destinM  way : 
Death  ne^-er  can  disgrace  the  warrioHs  famę 
Who  dies  in  fight;  nor  conquest  was  my  aim: 
8lain,  sarage!  by  thy  band  in  glorious  strife, 
l^ot  80  my  Łausns  bargain*d  for  my  Hfe ; 
DepriT'd  of  bim,  sole  object  of  my  love, 
I  seek  to  die;— <lbrjoy  is  nonę  abore. 
Yet,  piteous  of  my  fate,  this  grace  allowr, 
If  pity  to  the  vanqui^h'd  foe  be  due, 
Sufier  my  friends  my  gatber^d  bones  to  bum, 
Ąnd  deceut  lay  me  in  tbe  funeral  urn : 
Fuli  well  1  know  my  people's  bate,  decreed 
^gainst  the  living,wiU  pursue  the  dead; 
My  breathless  body  from  tbeir  fary  save, 
And  grant  my  son  the  partner  of  my  grave.*' 
He  said,  and  steadfast  eyed  the  victor  foe; 
Then,gave  his  breast  uiidaunted  to  the  b\ow. 
The  rusliing  blood  distainM  bis  armsaround; 
The  śuul  iodłgnant  lougbt  the  shades  protbund. 
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But,  were  I  not,  before  the  faronring  gale, 
lAaking  to  port,  and  crowdin?  all  my  sail, 
Perhaps  I  might  the  garden 's  glories  sing, 
The  double  roses  of  the  Psestan  spring; 
Dow  endive  driuks  the  rill,  and  how  are  seen 
li^ojst  banks  with  celery  ibr  ever  green ; 
How,  twisted  in  the  matted  herbage,  lies 
The  bellying  cucumber*s  enormous  size; 
What  flowers  Narcissus  late,  how  Naturę  weaFei 
The  yielding  textttre  of  acanthus*  leave8 : 
Óf  ivy  pale  the  cultureDext  explore. 
And  whence  the  lover-myrtle  courts  the  shore. 
F^r  I  remember  (where  Galesus  yidds 
Jiis  humid  moisture  to  the  yellow  fields. 
And  high  Oebalia's  tow^rs  o*erlook  the  plain,) 
1  knew  in  youth  an  old  Corycian  swain ; 
A  few  and  barren  acres  were  his  share, 
Left  and  abandon'd  to  the  good  man*s  care ; 
Nor  theae  indulg'd  the  grassy  lawn,  to  feed 
The  fattening  buUock,  nor  the  bounding  steed, 
Nor  gare  to  cattle  browze,  nor  food  to  kine, 
Bacchna  a^erse  relus'd  the  mantling  vine. 
Vrhat  happy  natnre  to  hi9  lands  denied, 
An  honest,  painfid  industry  supplied ; 
Fpr,  trusting  pot-herbs  to  his  busby  ground, 
for  bees,  fw  capdid  lilies  ftouriBh'd  ronod. 


VervBin  for  healtb,  for  hread  Im  poppiai  pialiby 
With  these  he  saUsAed  all  nature's  wants. 
And  late  retuming  bonie  from  wbotetone  toi^ 
Enjoy'd  the  fhigal  bounty  of  the  aoil. 
His  mind  was  royal  in  a  Iow  estate. 
And  dignified  tbe  meannesi  of  his  fale. 
He  first  in  Spring  was  seen  to  crop  tbe  rotę, 
In  Atttumn  first  t'  unload  the  bending  booglif; 
For  every  bud  the  early  year  bettowM, 
A  roddening  apple  on  tbe  branches  glow*d. 
£v*n  in  the  niidstof  Wiiiier^s  rigid  reign, 
When  snów  and  frost  had  whiten'd  o'er  tbe  plam. 
When  cold  had  spIit  therocks,  and  stript  tbe  wooda, 
And  shackled  up  the  mighty  running  floods, 
He  then,  antici(łating  Summer'8  nopea, 
The  tendrils  of  the  soft  acanthos  crops; 
His  industry  awakM  tlie  laay  Spring, 
And  hąsten*d  on  the  Zephyr^s  Icńtering  win^ . 
For  this  with  pregnant  bees  he  chief  was  huomm 
T*  abound:  ttw  balmy  har?est  all  hU  owo. 
Successive  swarms  reward  hisfaitbful  toil; 
Nonę  press'd  from  richer  comt>s  the  liąoid  apoiL 
^e  crown'd  his  mral  otchard's  plain  design, 
With  flowering  lune-trees,  and  a  wealth  of  pioe. 
He  knew  in  graceful  order  to  dispose 
Łar^e-bodied  dms,  transplanted  into  lOwa* 
Hani  pear-trees  ilonrish'd  near  his  mstic  domc. 
And  thoms  already  purple  with  tbe  plnm ; 
Broad  planes  arote  to  form  an  ample  bow*r, 
Where  mirth'8  gay  aons  refTe8h'd  the  saltry  h( 
But  I  this  grateftil  subjectmnstdiscaid, 
The  pleasing  Łabour  of  some  fbtnre  baitL 


.  THR 

TWENTIETH  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 

Fair  Niobe,  old  times  survey*d, 
In  Phrygian  hills,  a  marble  maid. 
Chang*d  Pandion!  to  tbeswaUow'8  hne. 
On  swaIlow*8  wings  thy  danghter  flew* 

But  I  a  looking-glass  would  be, 
That  thou  migbfst  see  thyrelf  in  me. 
No;  I  would  be  a  morning  gown, 
That  so  my  dear  might  me  put  on. 
But  1  a  silver  stream  would  flow. 
To  wash  thy  skin,  as  pure  as  snów. 
I  would  myseif  in  ointment  ponr. 
To  bathe  thee  with  the  fragraut  showY. 
But  1  would  be  thy  tucker  madę, 
Thy  lovely  swelling  bosom's  absŃle. 
I  would,  a  diamond  necklace,  deck 
The  comely  rising  of  thy  neck. 
I  would  thy  slender  feet  enclose. 
To  tread  on  me  tnnsform'd  to  shoes. 


TAR 

TWE^TY-FTRST  ODE  OP  AKACREON. 

FiŁŁ  with  Bacehus'  Uessings  franghc, 
Ye  Yirgioa,  fili  a  mighty  draoght: 
LcPDg  sinoe  dried  up  by  beat,  I  fiiint, 
I  scarody  breathe,  and  ie^erisb  pent. 

O !.  witb  these  fresber  flowers,  renew 
The  lading  garland  on  my  brow, 
For  oh  1  my  fbrebead*s  raging  beat 
Has  rifled  iU  tbeir  gracef  sweet^ 


EPITAPHS. 


«SS 


Tto  fage  of  tbifft  lyet  cmh  qtieH, 

The  ragę  of  beat  1  om  repet. 

But,  love !  tby  iMst  which  bórns  my  loaU 

What  «łraiiglit»  caiiqiifinch2  what  abadaa  can  cool? 


THB 

TWENTr-SeCOND  ODE  OF  AKACRtON, 

CoiHB,  sit  beneath  tbU  shade  wkh  me, 
My  lov«ly  meid,  bow  fatr  the  tree ! 
Its  tender  brandiei  wkte  preyaA, 
Obedient  to  eacb  bfeathing  gale ; 
Sommei*8  loom  indastriong  wearei 
In  mazy  ▼eina  tbe  sitten  teavef. 
Soft  aa  the  milky  Teins  I  Tiew, 
0*er  tby  fitir  braast  meaadering  blne ; 
Hard  by  a  foiiot  vith  marmuring  noiae 
Runa  a  sweet  petauaaiYe  Toice;— > 
What  loTer,  say,  my  lovely  maid, 
"  '  at  to  pata  tbia  sbade  ? 


EPITAPHS. 


OH  ma»  UBWHALU 

To  f»me  let  flaltary  the  paood  coluraa  ifaiae,. 
And  gutity  greatnesB  load  wkb  vanal  pratae^ 
This  moBumenty  for  nobler  oae  desiga^d, 
Speaks  to  the  hńft,  and  liaea  for  meakind ; 
"Whose  moial  atraiBk  if  ffigiitły  onderstood, 
lnvite«  thea  to  ba  bombie,  wkie,  and  good. 
Learn  here,  of  Kfev  Kfe^  erery  sacred  end ; 
Hence  form  ^efiilher,  hoiband,  jodge,  and  friend: 
Hcre  wealtk  aad  greateeia  Iband  no  partial  grace, 
7he  poor  look*d  fearless  in  th'  oppressor^fl  face; 
One  pLain  good  mcaning  tbrough  bie  condoct  ran, 
And  if  be  err*d>  aku !  be  err'd  as  man. 
If  tfaen,  anconscioiu  of  so  fiiir  a  fiune, 
Thou  read'Bt  withoat  the  wifb  to  be  the  same, 
Thongh  proud  of  titles,  or  of  bonadless  storę. 
By  blood  igooble,  aad  by  wealtb  madę  poor, 
Yet  read ;  some  vice  perbaps  tbou  may'8t  resign, 
Be  ev*n  tbat  momentacy  Totue  thkie, 
HeaF'n  in  tby  breast  here  work  its  first  essay, 
Tbink  on  this  maa^  and  pasa  uabl«Lm'd  oae  day. 


ON  LORD  BINNING. 

Benkatb  this  sacred^marble  erer  sleeps, 
For  arbom  a  fiither,  mothcr,  conaort  waeps; 
Wbom  brotbers',  siaters',  ptons  griefe  pursue, 
And  chtldmna*  tears  wiŁb  vtrtaious  drops  bede«r,r 
Tbe  Łores.and  Graoes  gneving  round  appearj 
£▼*&  Mirtfa  bereełl^becomes  a  moarner  berę; 
Tbe  stranger  who  directs  bis  steps  this  way 
Sball  witnesa  to  thy  wortb,  aod  wondering  say,—- 
**  Thy  lilb,  thoiigh.8hort,  can  we  unhappy  oall  ł 
Sore  thine  was  blest,  for  it  was  social  ali : 
O  may  no  hostile  band  tbta  place  iDyade, 
For  ever  sacred  to  tby  gentle  sbade ! 
Who  kne#  in  alt  life'sc^est6  plisase; 
Join*d  taste  to  Tirtue,  aad.  tó  Tirtue  ease ; 
Witb  riches  blest,  did  not  the  poor  disdaio, 
Was  kiiowing»bunbie^  fnendly,  great>  iiumanef 


By  p:ood  men  hónoarM,  by  the  \^  approv'd, 
Aud  lov*d  tbe  Muses,  by  the  M^ses  lov'd  ; 
Hail !  and  iarewell,  who  borę  the  geatlest  mięŚ^ 
For  thoa  iadeed  hast  been  of  huinaB 


Olf  LORD  BARGENY, 

Qo  hence  instructed  from  tbia  early  urn, 
Wise  as  yoo  weep,  and  better  as  you  moam; 
Tbis  urn,  where  titłes,  fortunę,  youth  repose, 
How  ^ain  tbe  fleeting  good  tbat  life  bestows  1 
Leam,  age,  w  ben  now  it  can  no  morę  supply. 
To  qułt  tbe  borden,  and  consent  to  die; 
Secure,  tbe  truły  rirtuous  nerer  tell 
How  long  tbe  part  was  acted»  but  how  weH: 
Youth,  stand  convicted  of  eacb  foolisb  claim, 
Eacb  dariug  wisb  of  Iengtfaen'd  life  and  famę  ; 
Thy  life  a  moment,  and  thy  famę  a  breatb, 
The  natural  end,  obltirion  and  deatb; 
Hear  then  tbis  solemn  truth,  obey  its  call^ 
Submissadore^  for  tbia  is  mankind's  alU 


ON  SIR  JAMES  SUTTIE. 

Thii  mumbitiona  atane  praseires  a  nane 

To  friendahip  sanctiAed»  «ntoucb*d  by  fiuna^ 

A  son  tbis  rais*d,  by  boly  dufy  fij:'d, 

These  sung  a  firiend,  by  fńendLy  zeai  ia8pflF'd« 

No  yenal  fidsebood  stain'd  tbe  fliial  tear; 

Uobought,  una8k'd,  tbe  fricndly  paaise  siooeae^     - 

Botb  for  a  good  daii  weep,  without  ofienca, 

Who  led  his  daya  in  ease  aad  ianooence. 

Hn  tear  rosę  boaest ;  honest  n>8e  bis  smile;. 

Hia  heact  no  faJsabood  knew,  bis  toogue  no  gruile; 

A  simple  mlud  with  płaiu  jast  nolioas  fraugbi, 

Nor  warp'd  by  wit,  nor  by  proud  science  tau^it; 

Nature*s  plain  light  SliUy  rtghtiy  uaderstood, 

Tbat  Bever  hesitates  tbe  ftiir  and  g ood^^ 

Who  YiewM  self-balanc'd,  from  his  calm  retreat, 

Tbe  storms  tbat  vex  the  busy  and  the  great, 

Unmingling  in  the  sceno,  whate*er  befel 

Pitied  bis  snffering  kind,.and  wishM  them  well ; 

Cąreless  if  monarcAs  frownM,  or  statesmen  smird. 

His  purer  jay,  his  friend^  his  wtfe,  or  óUUA^y 

Consfeant  to  abt  tbe  bospitable  part, 

Love  in  his  look,  and  weleoae  in  his  baart ; 

Such  nnfriz'd  btessings  did  bis  life  employ, 

The  social  nnoroent,  tbe  domestic  joy, 

A  }oy  beneficenty  warm,  cotdiat,  UikI, 

Tbat  ]eaves  no  donbt,  no  gradga^  naating-behinds 

The  beart-born  raptom  thac  frorn^  virtu^  springs^ 

The  poor  man*s  portion  God  withbeld  ftoBkUogiK 

Tbis  life  at  deeent  tioEie  was  bid  to  cease,. 

Finish'd  among  bis  weeping  friends  in  peacec 

Go,  traveller,  wish  his  shada  etemal  reat, 

GO|  be  the  same,  for  tbia  ia  to  be  blest« 


ON  MR.  RAILUB,  OF  JERKJSfFOOD. 

Tb«  pioua  parenft  raisM  tbia  ballowM  place 
A  monumeat  for  tbam,  and  for  tbeir  raca: 
Descendantal  be  it  your  successlv«  caras, 
Tbat  no  degenefate  dust  c^er  mis  with  their's. 
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HAMILTON^S  POEMS. 


OxV  MIL  BASIL  HAMILTON. 


This  yerae,  O  gentle  Hamilton!  be  Łhine, 
£ach  softer  grace,  below  thydarliug  shńne. 
Naturę  to  tliee  did  her  best  gifts  iinpart, 
The  mildest  manneicB,  aod  tbe  warmest  heart; 
Honour  erected  in  tby  breast  bis  throne. 
And  kind  hankaoity  was  ali  tby  owp. 


X)N  MRS.  C0L2UH0UN,  OF  LUSS. 

UiiBŁAM*Dy  O  sacred  sbrine !  let  me  draw  uear, 
A  8iiter*8  asbes  claim  a  brother^s  tear ; 
No  serobimt  arts  tbls  copious  spring  supply, 
Tis  Natare*8  drops,  tbat  swell  in  Friendsbip^s  eye: 
0*er  tbis  sad  tomb,  see  kneeling  brothers  bend, 
Wbo  wail  a  sister,  tbat  exceird  a  friend ; 
A  cfaild  Itke  this  eacb  paTent*8  wisb  engage. 
Grace  of  bis  yotath,  and  solące  of  bis  age : 
Heace  tbe  cbatte  virgin  learn  eacb  pious  art 
Wbo  sighs  sincere  to  bless  a  Firtnoas  heart, 
Theiaithful  yoatb^when  Hearen  tbe  cboice  iospires, 
Such  bope  tbe  partner  of  bis  kind  desires. 
Ob,  early  lost!  yet  earły  all  fniaird 
Eacb  tender  oiBce  of  wife,  sister,  child; 
All  these  in  early  yoath  tbou  hadst  obtainM ; 
The  fair  matemal  pattem  yet  remainM,      [spare  j 
Heay^n  'soagbt  not  tbat^-else  Heav'n  bad  bid  to 
To  tbine  sncceeds  oow  Providence'8  care^ 
Amidst  the  pomp  thatto  tbe  dead  we  giye 
To  sootb  the  ranity  of  those  tbat  lirę, 
Keoeive  thy  destin'd  place,  a  haIlow*d  grave, 
Tiś  all  we  can  bestow,  or  tbou  can'8t  crave; 
Be  these  tbe  honoors  that  embalm  thy  name, 
The  matron'8  praise,  woman's  best  silent  famę ! 
Such,  to  remembrance  dear,  thy  worth  be  fbund, 
When  queens  and  iłatterers  sleep  forgot  aroiind, 
Till  awful  soundfi  shatl  break  the  solemn  rest; 
Then  wake  amongst  the  blest  for  ever  blest, 
Meanwhile  upon  this  stone  thy  name  shall  Hve, 
Surę  Hearen  wiU  let  this  pious  ^erse  sunriye. 


Oy  MRS.  KEITff. 

WaATBtR  a1]-giving  Naturę  conld  impart, 
Wha^*er  or.  cbarm'd  tbe  eye,  or  warmM  the  heart; 
Beauty,  by  candid  rirtue  still  approv*d, 
Yirtne,  by  beauty  render'd  most  belov'd ; 
Whate'er  kind  friendship;  or  endeanng  truth. 
For  blest  old  age  had  treasurM  up  in  youth ;     - 
Whal  blest  old  age,  in  its  last  calm  adieu, 
Might  with  applause  and  conscious  joy  revieW| 
Reposes  here,  ta  wake  in  endless  bliss, 
Too  early  ra^ishM  from  a  world  like  tbis! 
Wherfe  fiiir  esamples  strike,  but  not  inspire . 
To  imitate  the  virtues  aU  admire; 
Yet  listen,  yii^ns!  to  this  8avmg  strain, 
If  she  bas  liT*d-*let  her  not  die  in  yain  I 


ON  MUS.  HEPBURN, 

SrAY/passenger ;  this  stone  demands  thy  lear; 
Here  rest  tbe  hopes  of  many  a  tender  year: 
Our  sorrow  now        so  late  our  joy  and  praise ! 
Łost  in  tbe  órild  Aurora  of  her  days. 


Whąt  yirtnes  might  hare  girBe*d  ber  faUer  da?1 
*'  Butah!  thecharmjustshownaodsnatcbMawsy.^ 
Friendsbip,  Łove,  Naturę,  all  redaim  io  ?ain; 
Ueav^,  whea  it  wills,  resomes  its  gifts  agaia. 


ON  MR.  CUNNINGHAM^  OF  CRAIGENDS. 

A  SON,  a  wife,  bad  the  plain  mai^te  riae; 
Beneath  tbe  sacred  shade  a  good  man  lies. 
In  Britain*s  senate  long  unblam'd  be  aate. 
And  anxious  trembled  for  ber  doubtful  fate: 
Above  all  giddy.  hopes,  all  selfish  ends. 
His  country  was  his  fismily  aad  friends. 
Chiidren !  weep  not,  thus  cruelly  bereft  \ 
The  fair  esample  of  his  life  is  kft ;, 
Another  fitjr  mori  łasting,  safe  estate 
l*ban  e'er  desceuded  firom  tbe  ricb  and  gieatę 
Their's  £ail  to  time  or  fortunę  soon  a  prey ; 
Or,  tbe  poorgift  of  kings,  kings  snatcb  away: 
Your  blest  succession  neTer  can  be  less, 
Still  as  you  imitate,  .you  still 


ON  MISS  SETON, 

ItrtŁRMfB  Ilf  THE  CHAP«Ł  OF  8Kr0R-HO0n> 

In  these  once  hallow*d  walla'  n^^lected  tbtde, 
Sacred  ta  piety  and  to  tbe  óemd, 
Where  the  loog  linę  of  SeCon*s  race  itpoK, 
Whose  tombs  to  wisdom,  or  to  yalour  nas; 
Thougt^  now  a  tbankless  age,  te  slareiy  prane, 
Past  &me  despising,  caretess  of  its  own, 
Records  no  morę;  each  puUic  yirtne  fled, 
W.bo  wisely  counselPd,  or  who  biavely  blol: 
Though  here  tbe  warrior-sbield.is  huog  no  morę, 
But  every  Tiolated  trophy  tore,  [|o^ 

Hęav*n's  praise,  man*8  honour,  sbare  ODeshamdii^ 
Ood  and  his  image  both  alike  foi^ot: 
To  this  sweet  maid  a  kindred  place  is  doe, 
Her  earth  shail  consecrate  tbesie  walls  anew, 
The  Muse,  tbat  listensto  desert  alone, 
Snalches  from  fate,  and  seals  tbee  for  ber  oto. 


CouŁO  tbis  fair  marble  to  the  world  impart 
Half  of  tbe  woes  tbat  rend  a  husband*s  bcait, 
Could  it  be  taugbt  to  look  wilb  natnre*s  eye, 
LIke  friendsbip  could  it  breathe  Che  tender  slgb^ 
With  each  de'ar  rapture  bid  tbe  bosom  gIov 
Love  e*er  could  taste,.ar  tendemesa  be^w;  • 
Then  might  it  tbw'r  unblamM  amid  tb^  skies, 
Antl  not.to  vanity,  but  virtue  rise: 
It9  noblest  pomp  tbe  bumble  eye  endore. 
And  pride  wheu  mast  it  swelPd,  here  find  a«OR; 
CeasjB  then — ^nor  at  tbe  SoTereign  will  rephie;' 
It  giyes,  we  bless ;  it  snatches,  wp  reaiga: 
To  earth  what  oame  from  earth  tetums  ^sid, 
Heay^p  fram'd  th'  immortal  part  aboveto  leigD. 


DoBS  great  and  splendid  Liliany  allnre^ 

Go  search  in  W-*— 's  trial  fora  cnre. 

Blest  with  enought  woald'8t  thoa  inerase  it  still? 

Ęzamine  Cb— 's  Ufo,  aad  R— — d*s  wilL 


EPlTAi^HS. 
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Woul^tt  thoa  be  bapf»y  ?  then  these  nilei  recetre, 
Read  Łhis  vene  grmtit,  and  thj  soul  shall  Jive. 
Leara  from  this  inan  wbo  now  lies  fiye  feet  deep> 
To  drink  when  doobting;  and  when  tempted,i1eep : 
Tliisled  him  safe  Uirougfa  ltfe's  tempestuoua  steer' 
Fóor  by  no  place,  ignoble  by  no  peerage;     [age, 
Ask  easy  mind}  by  no  entaii»devi8'd| 
An  humbłe  y\rtae,  by  no  kingą  excli*d : 
8tated  no  law-cate,  and  no  critic  quoted ; 
^pokeirhat  hcthought;  and  nerer  swore*  norToted. 
CourU  be  abhorr^d,  thetr  erroun,  tbeir  abases, 
Si.  James,  Yereailles;  a)I,  all,  but  Sancta  Crncia': 
There  wbere  no  statesnien  buys,  no  bishop  sells ^ 
A  Tiituous  palące,  wbere  no  monarch  dwellSb 

■  Holyrood-booae* 


With  kind  Bai^geny,  fidihfiil  to  bii  word, 
W  bom  HeBv  'n  madę  good  and  social,      Mgh  a  lord; 
Tbe  citiei  view*d  of  aiany*langaag*d  men^ 
Popes,  pimps,  kingi,  gamettera;  and  uw  all  wmi 

▼ain. 
Enjoy*d,  wbat  Hopetoun'8  groves  conld  nerer  yield, 
The  philoflopbic  npture  of  tbe  field  I 
Nor  atk'd,  nor  fearM.    Hit  Ufe,  and  bombto  laya. 
No  critics  envy,  and  no  flatterers  praise. 
Sore  thoie  wbo  know  how  bard  to  writc,  «Bd  \vm^ 
Would  jndge  witb  candour,  pity  and  forgiye. 
Known  but  to  few,  as  if  be  ne'er  bad  been, 
He  stole  through  life  unheeded,  and  ttuecn: 
He  often  err*d,  but  broke  no  social  d«ty; 
Unbrib'd  by  atatesmen,  nd  unburt  by  beaalj • 
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